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PREFACE. 



The following Preface was prefixed to an Edition of the 
author's Miscellaneous Works in 1840. They were comprised 
in a thick 8vo volume, and included the Calamities and 
Qfaeeels op Afthoes, now published separately. This 
Preface is of interest for the expression of the author's own 
view of these works. 

V This volume comprises my writings on subjects chiefly of 
^ our vernacular literature. Now collected together, they offer 
^ an unity of design, and afford to the general reader and to 
^ the student of classical antiquity some initiation into our 
^ national Literature. It is presumed also, that they present 
^ materials for thinking not solely on literary topics ; authors 
and books are not alone here treated of, — a comprehensive view 
of human nature necessarily enters into the subject from the 
"^ diversity of the characters portrayed, through the gradations 
of their faculties, the influence of their tastes, and those 
'incidents of their lives prompted by their fortunes or their 
passions. This present volume, with its brother " Cubiositibs 
OP LiTEKATTJEE," now constitute a body of reading which 
may awaken knowledge in minds only seeking amusement, 
and refresh the deeper studies of the learned by matters not 
unworthy of their curiosity. 

The LiTEEAEY Chaeaotee has been an old favourite 
with many of my contemporaries departed or now living, 
who have found it respond to their own emotions. 

The Miscellanies are literary amenities, should they be 
found to deserve the title, constructed on that principle early 
adopted by me, of interspersing facts with speculation. 

136881 



vi Preface. 

The Inquiry into the Litebart aih) Politicax 
Character of James the First has surely corrected 
some general misconceptions, and thrown light on some 
obscure points in the history of that anomalous personage. 
It is a satisfaction to me to observe, since the publication of 
this tract, that while some competent judges have considered 
the " evidence irresistible," a material change has occurred in 
the tone of most writers. The subject presented an occasion 
to exhibit a minute picture of that age of transition in our 
national history. 

The titles of Calamities of Authors and Quarrels op 
Authors do not wholly designate the works, which include a 
considerable portion of literary history. 

Public favour has encouraged the republication of these 
various works, which often referred to, have long been difficult 
to procure. It has been deferred from time to time with the 
intention of giving the subjects a more enlarged investigation ; 
but I have delayed the task till it cannot be performed. One 
of the Calamities of Authors falls to my lot, the delicate 
organ of vision with me has suffered a singular disorder,* — a 
disorder which no oculist by his touch can heal, and no 
physician by his experience can expound ; so much remains 
concerning the frame of man unrevealed to man ! 

In the midst of my library I am as it were distant from it. 
My unfinished labours, frustrated designs, remain paralysed. 
In a joyous heat I wander no longer throi:^h the wide circuit 
before me. The "strudiien deer" has the sad privilege to 
weep when he lies down, perhaps no more to course amid 
those far-distant woods where once he sought to range. 

* I record my literary calamity as a warning to my sedentary brothers. 
When my eyes dwell on any object, or whenever l^ey are dosed, Uiere 
I4>pear on a bloisli film a number of mathematical squares, which are the 
reflection of the fine network of the retina, succeeded by blotches which 
subside into printed characters, apparently forming distinct words, arranged 
in straight lines as in a printed book ; the monosyllables are often legible. 
This is the process of a few seconds. It is remarkable that the usual 
power of the eye is not injured or diminished for distant objects, while 
those near are clouded over. 
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Although thus compelled to refrain in a great measure from 
all mental labour, and incapacitated from the use of the pen 
and the book, these works, notwithstanding, have received 
many important corrections, having been read over to me 
with critical precision. 

Amid this partial darkness I am not lefb without a distant 
hope, nor a present consolation; and to Heb who has so 
often lent to me the light of her eyes, the intelligence of her 
voice, and the careful work of her hand, the author must 
tjver owe " the debt immense" of paternal gratitude. 



London, May, 1840. 
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PREFACE. 



Fob the fifbh time I revise a subject which had occupied my 
inquiries from early life, with feelings still delightful, and an 
enthusiasm not wholly diminished. 

Had not the principle upon which this work is constructed 
occiured to me in my youth, the materials which illustrate 
the literary character could never have been brought together. 
It was in early life that I conceived the idea of pursuing the 
tistory of genius by the similar events which had occurred to 
men of genius. Searching into literary history for the literary 
character formed a course of experimental philosophy in which 
every new essay verified a former trial, and confirmed a former 
truth. By the great philosophical principle of induction, in- 
ferences were deduced and results established, which, however 
vague and doubtful in speculation, are irresistible when the 
appeal is made to facts as they relate to others, and to 
feelings which must be decided on as they are passing in our 
own breast. 

It is not to be inferred from what I have here stated that 
I conceive that any single man of genius will resemble every 
man of genius ; for not only man differs from man, but varies 
from himself in the different stages of human life. All that 
I assert is, that every man of genius will discover, sooner or 
later, that he belongs to the brotherhood of his class, and that 
he cannot escape from certain habits, and feelings, and dis- 
orders, which arise ^om the same temperament and sym- 
pathies, and are the necessary consequence of occupying the 
same position, and passing through the same moral existence. 
Whenever we compare men of genius with each other^ the 
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4 Preface. 

history of those who are no more will serve as a perpetual 
commentary on our contemporaries. There are, indeed, secret 
feelings which their prudence conceals, or their fears obscure, 
or their modesty shrinks frpm, or their pride rejects ; but I 
have sometimes imagined that I have held the clue as they 
have lost themselves in their own labyrinth. I know that 
many, and some of great celebrity, have sympathised with the 
feelings which inspired these volumes; nor, while I have 
elucidated the idiosyncrasy of geniijs, have I less studied the 
habits and characteristics of the lovers of literature. 

It has been considered that the subject of this work might 
have been treated with more depth of metaphysical disquisition; 
and there has since appeared an attempt to combine with this 
investigation the medical science. A work, however, should 
be judged by its design and its execution, and not by any 
preconceived notion of what it ought to be according to the 
critic, rather than the author. The nature of this work is 
dramatic rather than metaphysical. It offers a narration 
or a description ; a conversation or a monologue ; an incident 
or a scene. 

Perhaps I have sometimes too warmly apologised for the 
infirmities of men of genius. From others we may hourly 
learn to treat with levity the man of genius because he is 
only such. Perhaps also I may have been too fond of the 
subject, which has been for me an old and a favourite one — I 
may have exalted the literary character beyond the scale by 
which society is willing to fix it. Yet what is this Society, 
80 omnipotent, so all judicial ? The society of to-day was not 
the society of yesterday. Its feelings, its thoughts, its 
manners, its rights, its wishes, and its wants^ are different 
and are changed : alike changed or alike created by those very 
literary characters whom it rarely comprehends and often 
would despise. Let us no longer look upon this retired and 
peculiar class as useless members of our busy race. There 
are mental as well as material labourers. The first are not 
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less necessary ; and as they are much rarer, so are they more 
precious. These are they whose " published labours " have 
benefited mankind — these are they whose thoughts can alone 
rear that beautiful fabric of social life, which it is the object 
of all good men to elevate or to support. To discover truth 
and to maintain it, — to develope the powers, to regulate the 
passions, to ascertain the privileges of man, — such have ever 
been, and such ever ought to be, the labours of A-ITthobs ! 
Whatever we enjoy of political and private happiness, our 
most necessary knowledge as well as our most reiined plea- 
sures, are alike owing to this class of men ; and of these, some 
for glory, and often from benevolence, have shut themselves 
out from the very beings whom they love, and for whom they 
labour. 

Upwards of forty years have elapsed since, composed in a 
distant coimty, and printed at a provincial press, I published 
" An Essay on the Manners and Genius of the Literary Cha- 
racter." To my own habitual and inherent defects were 
superadded those of my youth. The crude production was, 
bowever, not ill received, for the edition disappeared, and the 
subject was found more interesting than the writer. 

During a long interval of twenty years, this little work was 
often recalled to my recollection by several, and by some who 
have since obtained celebrity. They imagined that their at- 
tachment to literary pursuits had been strengthened even by 
so weak an effort. An extraordinary circumstance concurred 
with these opinions. A copy accidentally fell into my hands 
which had formerly belonged to the great poetical genius of 
our times ; and the singular fact, that it had been more than 
once read by him, and twice in two subsequent years at 
Athens, in 1810 and 1811, instantly convinced me that the 
volume deserved my renewed attention. 

It was with these feelings that I was again strongly at- 
tracted to a subject from which, indeed, during the course of 
a studious life, it had never been long diverted. The conse- 
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Soon after the publication of this third edition, I received 
the following letter from his lordship : — 

**MontenerOf ViUa Ihipuy, near Leghorn, June 10, 1822. 

" Dbab Sib, — If you will permit me to call you so, — I 
bad some time ago taken up my pen at Pisa, to thank you for 
the present of your new edition of the * Literary Character,' 
which has often been to me a consolation, and always a 
pleasure. I was interrupted, however, partly by business, 
and partly by vexation of different kinds, — for I have not 
very long ago lost a child by fever, and I have had a good 
deal of petty trouble with the laws of this lawless country, 
on account of the prosecution of a servant for an attack upon 
a cowardly scoundrel of a dragoon, who drew his sword 
upon some imarmed Englishmen, and whom I had done the 
honour to mistake for an officer, and to treat like a gentle- 
man. He turned out to be neither, — ^like many other with 
medals, and in uniform ; but he paid for his brutality with a 
seyere and dangerous wound, inflicted by nobody knows 
whom, for, of three suspected, and two arrested, they have 
been able to identify neither ; which is strange, since he was 
wounded in the presence of thousands, in a public street, 
during a feast-day and full promenade. — But to return to 
things more analogous to the * Literary Character,' I wish 
to say, that had I known that the book was to fall into your 
hands, or that the MS. notes you have thought worthy oi 
publication would have attracted your attention, I would 
have made them more copious, and perhaps not so careless. 

"I really cannot know whether I am, or am not, the 
genius you are pleased to call me, — but I am very willing to . 
put up with the mistake, if it be one. It is a title dearly 
enough bought by most men, to render it endurable, even 

anything, litUe thinking that those obseirations would be betrayed to the 
author, whose abilities I have always respected, and whose works in general 
I have read oftener than perhaps those of any English author whatever, 
except such as treat of Turkey.** 
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when not quite clearly made out, which it never can be, till 
the Posterity, whose decisions are merely dreams to our- 
selves, have sanctioned or denied it, while it can touch us no 
further. 

" Mr. Murray is in possession of a MS. memoir of mine 
(not to be published till I am in my grave), which, strange as 
it may seem, I never read over since it was written, and have 
no desire to read over again. In it I have told what, as far 
as I know, is the trutli — not the whole truth — for if I had 
done so, I must have involved much private, and some dissi- 
pated history : but, nevertheless, nothing but truth, as far as 
regard for others permitted it to appear. 

" I do not know whether you have seen those MSS. ; but, 
as you are curious in such things as relate to the human 
mind, I should feel gratified if you had. I also sent him 
(Murray), a few days since, a Common-place Book, by my 
friend Lord Clare, containing a few things, which may per- 
haps aid his publication in case of his surviving me. If 
there are any questions which you would like to ask me, as 
connected with your philosophy of the literary mind (if 
mine be a literary mind), I will answer them fairly, or give a 
reason for not, good — ^bad — or indifferent. At present, I am 
paying the penalty of having helped to spoil the public 
taste ; for, as long as I wrote in the false exaggerated style 
of youth and the times in which we live, they applauded me 
to the very echo ; and within these few years, when I have 
endeavoured at better things, and written what I suspect to 
have the principle of duration in it : the Church, the Chan- 
cellor, and all men, even to my grand patron, Francis Jeffirey, 
Esq., of the Edinburgh Review, have risen up against me, 
and my later publications. Such is Truth ! men dare not 
look her in the face, except by degrees ; they mistake heir for 
a Gorgon, instead of knowing her to be Minerva. I do not 
. mean to apply this mythological simile to my own endea- 
vours, but I have only to turn over a few pages of your 



Preface. 9 

volumes to find innumerable and far more illustrious in- 
stances. It is lucky that I am of a temper not to be easily 
turned aside, though by no means diflficult to irritate. But I 
am making a dissertation, instead of writing a letter. I 
write to you from the Villa Dupuy, near Leghorn, with the 
islands of Elba and Corsica visible from my balcony, and my 
old friend the Mediterr anean rolling bl uest my feet. As 
long as I retain my feeling and my passion for Nature, I can 
partly soften or subdue my other passions, and resist or 
endure those of others. 

" 1 have the honour to be, truly, 

" Your obliged and faithful servant, 

"Noel BrBON. 

" To I. FIsraeli, Esq." 

The ill-starred expedition to Greece followed this letter. 

This work, conceived in youth, executed by the research of 
manhood, and associated with the noblest feelings of our 
nature, is an humble but fervent tribute, offered to the 
memory of those Master Spirits from whose labours, as 
BuEKB eloquently describes, " their country receives per- 
manent service : those who know how to make the silence of 
their closets more beneficial to the world than all the noise 
and bustle of courts, senates, and camps." 
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CHAPTER I. 

Of literary Characters, and of the Loyers of Literature and Art. 

DnTUSED over enlightened Europe, an order of men has 
arisen, who, uninfluenced by the interests or the passions 
which give an unpulse to the other classes of society, are 
connected by the secret links of congenial pursuits, and, in- 
sensibly to themselves, are combining in the same common 
labours, and participating in the same divided glory. In the 
metropolitan cities of Europe the same authors are now read, 
and the same opinions become established : the Englishman 
is familiar with Machiavel and Montesquieu ; the Italian and 
the Frenchman with Bacon and Locke ; and the same smiles 
and tears are awakened on the banks of the Thames, of the 
Seine, or of the Guadalquivir, by Shakspeare, Moliere, and 
Cervantes — 

Contemporains de tons les homines, 
Et citoyens de tons les Ueux. 

A khan of Tartary admired the wit of Moliire, and dis- 
covered the Tartuffe in the Crimea ; and had this ingenious 
sovereign survived the translation which he ordered, the 
immortal labour of the comic satirist of France might have 
laid the foundation of good taste even among the Turks and 
the Tartars. We see the Italian Pignotti referring to the 
opinion of an English critic. Lord Bolingbrpke, for decisive 
authority on the peculiar characteristic^ of the historian 
Quicciardini : the German Schlegel writes on our Shak- 
speare like a patriot; and while the Italians admire the 
noble scenes which our Flaxman has drawn from their great 
poet, they have rejected the feeble attempts of their native 
artists. Such is the wide and the perpetual influence of this 
living intercourse of literary minds. 
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• 

Scarcely have two centuries elapsed s;nce the literature of 
every nation was limited to its fatherland, and men of genius 
long could only hope for the spread of their fame in the single 
language of ancient Eome ; which for them had ceased to be 
natural, and could never be popular. It was in the inter- 
course of the wealth, the power, and the novel arts of the 
nations of Europe, that they learned each other's languages ; 
and they discovered that, however their manners varied as 
they arose from their different customs, they participated in 
the same intellectual faculties, suffered from the same wants, 
and were alive to the same pleasures; they perceived that 
there were no conventional fashions, nor national distinctions^ 
in abstract truths and fundamental knowledge. A new spirit 
seems to bring them nearer to each other : and, as if literary 
Europe were intent to form but one people out of the popu- 
lace of mankind, they offer their reciprocal labours; they 
pledge to each other the same opinions ; and that knowledge 
which, like a small river, takes its source from one spot, at 
length mingles with the ocean-stream common to them all. 

But those who stand connected with this literary com- 
munity are not always sensible of the kindred alliance ; even 
a genius of the first order has not always been aware that he 
is the founder of a society, and that there will ever be a 
brotherhood where there is a father-genius. 

These literary characters are partially, and with a melan- 
choly colouring, exhibited by Johnson. " To talk in private, 
to think in solitude, to inquire or to answer inquiries, is the 
business of a scholar. He wanders about the world without 
pomp or terror ; and is neither known nor valued but by men 
like himself." Thus thought this great writer during those 
sad probationary years of genius when 

Slow rises worth, by poverty depress'd ; 

not yet conscious that he himself was devoting his days to 
cast the minds of his contemporaries and of the succeeding 
age in the mighty mould of his own ; Johnson was of that 
order of men wl\ose individual genius becomes that of a 
people. A prouder conception rose in the majestic mind of 
Milton, of ''that lasting fame and perpetuity of praise 
which God and good men have consented shall be the reward 
of those whose published laboubs advanced the good of 
mankind." 

The LiTEBABT CHABACTEB is a denomination which, how. 
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ever vague, defines the pursuits of the individual, and sepa- 
rates him from other professions, although it frequently 
occurs that he is hiniself a member of one. Professional 
characters are modified by the change of manners, and are 
usually national; while the literary character, from the 
objects in which it concerns itself, retains a more permanent, 
and necessarily a more independent nature. 

Formed by the same habits, and influenced by the same 
motives, notwithstanding the contrast of talents and tempers, 
and the remoteness of times and places, the literary character 
has ever preserved among its followers the- most striking 
family resemblance. The passion for study, the delight in 
books, the desire of solitude and celebrity, the obstructions 
of human life, the character of their pursuits, the uniformity 
of their habits, the triumphs and the disappointments of 
literary glory, were as truly described by Ciceeo and the 
younger Pliny as by Peteabch and Ebasmus, and as they 
have been by Hume and Gibbon". And this similarity, too, 
may equally be remarked with respect to that noble passion 
of the lovers qf literature and of art for collecting together 
their mingled treasures ; jbl thirst which was as insatiable in 
Atticus and Peibeso as in our Cbachebobe and Town- 
XET.* We trace the feelings of our literary contemporaries 
in all ages, and among every people who have ranked with 
nations far advanced in civilization ; for among these may be 
equally observed both the great artificers of knowledge and 
those who preserve unbroken the vast chain of human acqui- 
sitions. The one have stamped the images of their minds on 
their works, and the others have preserved the circulation of 
this intellectual coinage, this 

— — — — Gold of the dead, 

Which Time does still disperse, but not deYOur. 

* The Rev. C. M. Cracherode bequeathed at his death, in 1799, to the 
British Museum, the large collection of literature, art, and virtu he had 
employed an industrious life in collecting. His books numbered nearly 
4500 volumes, many of great rarity and value. His drawings, many by 
early Italian masters, and all rare or curious, were deposited in the print- 
room of the same establishment; his antiquities, &c. were in a similar way 
added to the other departments. The **Townley Gallery" of classic 
sculpture was purchased of his executors by Government for 28,200Z. It 
had been collected with singular taste and judgment, as well as some amount 
of good fortune also ; Townley resided at Rome during the researches on 
the site of Hadpan's-Yilla at Tivoli ; and he had for aids and advisers 
Sir William Hamilton, Gavin Hamilton, and other active collectors ; and was 
the Mend and correspondent of D'Hancarville and Winckelmann. — Ed. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Of the Adyersaries of Literary Men among themaelyes. — Miatter-of-&et 
Hen, and Men of Wit. — The Political Economist. — Of those who abandon 
their studies. — Men in office. — The arbiters of public opinion. — Those 
who treat the pursuits of literature with levity. 

The pursuits of Kterature have been openly or insidiously 
lowered by those literary men who, from motives not always 
difficult to penetrate, are eager to confound the ranks in 
the republic of letters, maliciously conferring the honours of 
authorship on that " Ten Thousand" whose recent list is not 
so much a muster-roll of heroes as a table of population.* 

Matter-of-fact men, or men of knowledge, and men of wit 
and taste, were long inimical to each other's pursuits. f The 
Boyal Society in its origin could hardly support itself a^^ainst 
the ludicrous attacks of literary men,| ana the Antiquarian 

* We have a DictioDaiy of "Ten Thousand living Authors'* of ov 
own nation. The alphabet is fatal by its juztaixisitions. In Pranoe^ 
before the Bevolution, they counted about twenty thousand writers. When 
David would have his people numbered, Joab asked, " Why doth my lotd 
delight in this?** In political economy, the population returns may bo 
useful, provided they be correct ; but in liie literary republic, its numerical 
force diminishes the streugth of the empire. " There you are numbeie<^ 
we had rather you were weighed.*' Put aside the pulinjg in&nts of litera- 
ture, of whom such a mortidity occurs in its nurseries ;'sudi as the w ritew 
of the single sermon, the single law-tract, the smgle medical dissertatian, 
kc. ; all writers whose subject is single, without being singular; count fioc 
nothing the inefficient mob of mediocrists; and strike out our literary 
eharlcaans; and then our alphabet of men of genius will not consist^ aft 
it now does, of the four-and-twenty letters. 

f The cause is developed in the chapter on ''Want of Mutual Esteem.** 
X See BuTLiR, in his ** Elephant in the Moon." South, in his oration 
at the opening of the theatre at Oxford, passed this bitter sarcasm on the 
naturalists, — **Mir(Mtur nihil nisi pulicetf pedioiUoa-^et m ip»M;'* — 
nothing they admire but fleas, lioe, and themseivet I The iUuttriOTis 
Sloaiti endured a long persecution from the bantering humour of Br. Knro. 
One of the most amusing deelaimers against what he calls lea Sdenee^ ^U$ 
faux 8f<tva/M is Father Malbbbahohi ; he is far more severe than Cotne- 
lius Agrippa, and he long preceded Boussiiu, so fiunous for his inveeliTe 
against the sciences. The seventh chapter of his fourth book is an inimita- 
ble satire. * * The principal exeuse, " says he, ' ' which engages men in fcUm 
$ludieSf is, that they have attached the idea of learned where they should 
not." Astronomy, antiquarian ism, history, ancient poetry, and natural 
history, are all mowed down by his metaphyseal scythe. When we become 
acquainted with the idea Father Malebranche attaches to the term leartud, 
we understand him — and we imile. 
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Society has afforded them amusement.* Such partial views 
have ceased to contract the understanding. Science yields a 
new suhstance to literature; literature combines new asso- 
ciations for the votaries of knowledge. There is no subject 
in nature, and in the history of man, which will not associate 
with our feelings and our curiosity, whenever genius extends 
its awakening hand. The antiquary, the naturalist, the 
architect, the chemist, and even writers on medical topics, 
have in our days asserted their claims, and discovered their 
long-interrupted relationship with the great family of genius 
and Uterature. 

A new race of jargonists, the barbarous metaphysicians of 
political economy, have struck at the es^ntial existence of 
the productions of genius in literature and art ; for, appre- 
ciating them by their own standard, they have miserably de- 
graded the professors. Absorbed in the contemplation of 
material objects, and rejecting whatever does not enter into 
their own restricted notion of " utility,'* these cold arithme- 
tical seers, with nothing but millions in their imagination, 
and whose choicest works of art are spinning-jennies, have 
valued the intellectual tasks of the library and the studio by 
" the demand and the supply." They have sunk these pur- 
suits into the class of what they term " unproductive labour ;*' 
and by another result of their line and level system, men of 
letters, with some other important characters, are forced down 
into the class " of buffoons, singers, opera-dancers, &c." In 
a system of political economy it has been discovered that 
" that v/mrosperotis race of men, called men of letters, must 
necessarily occupy their ^VQSQni forlorn state in society much 
as formerly, when a scholar and a beggar seem to have been 
terms very nearly synonymous." t In their commercial, 
agricultiu*al, and manufacturing view of human nature, 
addressing society by its most pressing wants and its coarsest 
feelings, these theorists limit the moral and physical existence 
of man by speculative tables of population, planing and level- 
ling society down in their carpentry of human nature. They 
would yoke and harness the loftier spirits to one common and 
vulgar destination. Man is considered only as he wheels on 
the wharf, or as he spins in the factory ; but man, as a recluse 
being of meditation, or impelled to action by more generous 

* See the chapter on "Puck the Commentator," in the "Curiosities of 
Literature," vol. iii. ; also p. 304 of the same volume. 

t "Wealth of Nations," i 182. 
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passions, has been struck out of the system of our political 
economists. It is, however, only among their " unproduc- 
tive labourers" that we shall find those men of leisure, whose 
habitual pursuits are consumed in the development of thought 
and the gradual accessions of knowledge ; those men of whom 
the sage of Judea declares, that '^ It is he who hath little 
business who shall become wise : how can he get wisdom that 
holdeth the plough, and whose talk is of bullocks? But 
THEY,'* — the men of leisure and study, — "will maintaiit 
THE 8TA.TB OF THE woBLD !" The prosperity and the happi- 
ness of a people include something more evident and more 
permanent than " the Wealth of a Nation.*'* 

There is a more formidable class of men of genius who are 
heartless to the interests of literature. Like CoBinsLiua 
Ageippa, who wrote on " the vanity of the arts and sciences," 
many of these are only tracing in the arts which they have 
abandoned their own inconstant tempers, their feeble tastes, 
and their disordered judgments. But, with others of this 
class, study has usually served as the instrument, not as the 
object, of their ascent ; it was the ladder which they once 
chmbed, but it was not the eastern star which guided and in- 
spired. Such literary characters were WAEBTJET0ir,t Wat- 

* Since this mnrmur has been nttered against the degrading views of 
some of those theorists, it afforded me pleasure to observe that Mr. Hal- 
thus has fully sanctioned its justness. On this head, at least, Mr. Malthas 
has amply confuted his stubborn and tasteless brothers. Alluding to the 
productions of genius, this writer observes, that, '*to estimate Uie value 
of Newton's discoTeries, or the delight communicated by Shakspxabi 
and Milton, by the price at which their works have sold, would be but a 
poor measure of the degree in which they have elevated and enchanted 
their country." — Principles of Pol, Econ. p. 48. And hence he acknow- 
ledges, that ** tome unproductive labour is of much more use cmd impor- 
tance than productive labour, but is incapable of being the subject of the 
gross calculations which relate to national wealth ; contributmg to other 
sources of happiness besides those which are derived from matter." Po- 
litical economists would have smiled with contempt on the quemloni 
PoRSON, who once observed, that ** it seemed to him very hard, that with 
all his critical knowledge of Greek, he could not get a hundred pounds.** 
They would have demonstrated to the learned Ghrecian, that this was just 
as it ought to be ; the same occurrence had even happened to Hoxbb in his 
own country, where Greek ought to have fetched a higher price than in 
England ; but, that both might have obtained this hundred pounds, had 
the Grecian bard and the Greek professor been employed at the same 
ftocking-frame together, instead of the '* Iliad.** 

f For a full disquisition of the character and career of Warbnrton, see 
the essay in ** Quarrels of Authors.** 
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soir, and Wilkes, who abandoned their studies when their 
studies had served a purpose. 

Watson gave up his pursuits in chemistry the instant he 
obtained their limited reward, and the laboratory closed when 
the professorship was instituted. Such was the penurious 
love he bore for the science which he had adopted, that the 
extraordinary discoveries of thirty years subsequent to his 
own first essays could never excite even an idle inquiry. He 
tells us that he preferred " his larches to his laurels :" the 
wretched jingle expressed the mere worldliness that dictated 
it. In the same spirit of calculation with which he had at 
first embraced science and literature, he abandoned them ; 
and his ingenuous confession is a memorable example of that 
egotistic pride which betrayed in the literary character the 
creature of selfism and political ambition. 

We are accustomed to consider Wilkes merely as a poli- 
tical adventurer, and it may surprise to find this " city cham- 
berlain*' ranked among professed literary characters: yet in 
his variable life there was a period when he cherished the 
aspirations of a votary. Once he desired Lloyd to announce 
the edition of Churchill, which he designed to enrich by a 
commentary ; and his correspondence on this subject, which 
has never appeared,' would, as he himself tells us, afford a 
variety of hints and communications. Wilkes was then 
warmed by literary glory ; for on his retirement into Italy, 
he declared, " I mean to give myself entirely to our friend's 
work, and to my History of England. I wish to equal the 
dignity of Livy : I am sure the greatness and majesty of our 
nation demand an historian equal to him." They who have 
only heard of the intriguing demagogue, and witnessed the 
last days of the used voluptuary, may hardly imagine that 
Wilkes had ever cherished such elevated projects ; but mob- 
politics made this adventurer's fortune, which fell to the lot 
of an epicurean : and the literary glory he once sought he 
lived to ridicule, in the immortal diligence of Lord Chatham 
and of Gibbon. Dissolving life away, and consuming all his 
feelings on himself, Wilkes left his nearest relatives what he 
left the world — ^the memory of an anti-social being ! This 
wit, who has bequeathed to us no wit ; this man of genius, 
who has formed no work of genius ; this bold advocate for 
popular freedom, who sunk his patriotism in the chamberlain- 
ship ; was indeed desirous of leaving behind him some trace 
of the life of an escroc in a piece of autobiography, 

c 
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which, for the benefit of the world, has been thrown to the 
flames. 

Men who have ascended into ofiice through its gradations, 
or have been thrown upwards by accident, are apt to view 
others in a cloud of passions and politics. They who once 
commanded us by <their eloquence, come at length to suspect 
the eloquent ; and in their " pride of office" would now cbrive 
us by that single force of despotism which is the corruption 
of political power. Our late great Minister, Pitt, has been 
reproached even by his friends for the contemptuous indif- 
ference with which he treated literary men. Perhaps Bubkb 
himself, long a literary character, might incur some porti<ni 
of this censure, by involving the character itself in the odium 
of a monstrous political sect. These political characters re- 
semble Adrian VI., who, obtaining the tiara as the reward <^ 
his studies, afberwards persecuted literary men, and, say the 
Italians, dreaded lest his brothers might shake the PontiBcate 
itself.* 

Worst fares it with authors when minds of this oast become 
the arbiters of public opinion ; for the greatest of writers xnaj 
unquestionably be forced into ridieulous attitudes by the well- 
known artifices practised by modem criticism. The elephant, 
no longer in his forest struggling with his hunters, but falling 
entrapped by a paltry snare, comes at length, in the height 
of ill-fortune, to dance on heated iron at the bidding of the 
pantaloon of a fair. Whatever such critics may plead to 
mortify the vanity of authors, at least it requires as raudi i 
vanity to give effect to their own polished efl&rontery^t Scorn, I 

* It has been suspected that Adrian YI. has been oalomniated, for that i 
this pontiff was only too sndden to begin the reform he meditated. But { 
Adrian YI. was a scholastic whose austerity turned away wiUi oontempt j 
from all ancient art, and was no brother to contemporary genius. He was 
one of the ciii bono race, a branch of our political economists. When they 
showed him the Laocodn, Adrian silenced their raptures by the frigid ob> I 
■enration, that all such things were idola antiquorum : and ridiculed the ^ 
amena leUeratvra till every man of genius retreated from his court. Had 
Adrian*s reign extended beyond its lurief period, men of taste in their panic 
imagined that in his seal the Politiff would haTe calcined the fine statues 
of ancient art, to expedite the edifice of St. Peter. 

t Listen to a confession and a recantation of an illustrious sinner ; the 
Coryphaeus of the amnsing and new*found art, or artifice, of modem criti- i 
dsm. In the character of Burhs, the Edinburgh Reviewer, with his 
peculiar felicity of manner, attacked the character of the man of genius ; 
but when Mr. Campbell vindicated his immortal brother with all the is- 
q>iration of the fan^y feeling, our critic, who is one of those great artists 
who acquire at length the utmost indifference ereii for their own work% 
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> sarcasm, and invective, the egotism of the vain, and the 
irascibility of the petulant, where they succeed in debilitating 
genius of the consciousness of its powers, are practising the 
witchery of that ancient superstition of " tying the knot " 
which threw the youthful bridegroom into utter despair by 
its ideal forcefulness.* 

That spirit of levity which would shake the columns of 
society, by detracting from or burlesquing the elevating 
principles which have produced so many illustrious men, has 
recently attempted to reduce the labours of literature to a 
mere curious amusement : a finished composition is likened 
to a skilful game of billiards, or a piece of music finely exe- 
cuted ; and curious researches, to charades and other insigni- 
ficant puzzles. With such, an author is an idler who will not 
be idle, amusing or fatiguing others who are completely so. 
The result of a work of .genius is contracted to the art of 
writing; but this art is only its last perfection. Inspiration 
is drawn from a deeper source ; enthusiasm is diffused through 
contagious pages ; and without these movements of the soul, 
how poor and artificial a thing is that sparkling composition 
which flashes with the cold vibrations of mere art or artifice ! 
"We have been recently told, on critical authority, that " a 
great genius should never allow himself to be sensible to his 
own celebrity, nor deem his pursuits of much consequence, 
however important or successful." A sort of catholic doc- 

generonsly avowed that, '* a certain tone of exaggeration is incidental we 
fedr to the sort of writing in which we are engaged. Reckoning a little 
too much on the dolness of our readers, we are often led to werstate owr 
sentiments : when a little controversial wa/mUh is added to a little love of 
effect^ an excess of colouring steals over the canvas, which ultimately 
offends no eye so much as our own.'* But what if this love of effect in the 
critic has been too often obtained at the entire cost of the literary cha- 
racters, the fruits of whose studious days at this moment lie withering in 
oblivion, or whose genius the critic has deterred from pursuing the career 
it had opened for itself ! To have silenced the leame<^ and to have terri- 
fied the modest, is the barbarous triumph of a Hun or a Vandal ; and the 
vaunted freedom of the literary republic d^arted from us when the 
vacillating public blindly consecrated the edicts of the demagogues of lite- 
rature, whoever, they may be. 

A reaction appears in the burlesque or bantering spirit. While one fac- 
tion drives out another, the abuse of extraordinary powers is equally fatal. 
Thus we are consoled while we are afflicted, and we are protected while 
we are degraded. 

♦ Notter V aiguillette, oi which the extraordinary eflfect is described by 
Montaigne, is an Oriental custom still practised. — Mr, Hobht^me^s J(yumey 
through Albania, p. 528. 

02 
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trine, to mortify an author into a saint, extin^ishing the 
ttlorioTiB appetite of fame by one Lent all the year, aud self- 
lagellatioD every day ! Bdffon and Q-ibbok, Voltaibe and 
Pope,* who gave to literature all the cares, the industry, 
and the glory of their lives, assuredly were too " seneible to 
their celebrity, and deemed their pursuits of much conse- 
queuee," particularly when " important and aucceasful." The 
Gelf-possession of great authors sustains their own genius by 
a sense of their own glory. 

Such, then, are some of the domestic 'treasons of the lite- 
rary character against literature—" Et tu. Brute !" But the 
hero of literature outlives his assassins, and might address 
them in that language of poetry and affection with which a 
Mexican king reproached his traitorous counsellors : — " You 
were the feathers of my wings, and the eyelids of my eyea." 



CHAPTEE III. 

Of srtisti,in tbebiitorjof menaf literuygenini. — Thar hklntB uid por- 
ioita uialogoiu.— The natnra of thwr genioi ii rimihu' in their disUnet 
-worki. — Shown by their panllel Bni,uiilb7SaDmmon end puned b; 
hoth. 

AxTiBTB and literary men, alike insulated in their studies, 
pass through the same permanent discipline ; and thus it has 
happened that the same habits and feelings, and the same 
fortunes, have accompanied men who have sometimes un- 
happily imagined their pursuits not to be amilogous. 
Let the utdst ihAre 

ThefMiliii; he ahtnethe peril, and dejected 

F»int« o'er the Uboor nnapprored — «lu I 

Secpair and genim I— 

The congenial histories of literature and art describe the 
same periodical revolutions and parallel eras. After the 
^dually slide into the silver, 
escend into the iron. In the 
e splendid epoch of Baphael, 
it with pleasure the Oarraccia, 
bano; as we read Patercutua, 
of » gnti poet ntn denied in th» 
no ud noUe defence al him bj that 
nary to do the lame for Bjron, whom 
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Quintilian, Seneca, Juvenal, and Silius Italicus, after tbeir 
immortal oiasters, Cicero, Livy, Virgil, and Horace. 

It is evident that Milton, Michael Angelo, and 
HAin)EL, belong to the same order of minds ; the same ima- 
ginative powers, and the same sensibility, are only operating 
with different materials. Lanzi, the delightful historian of 
the Storia Fittorica, is prodigal of his comparisons of the 
painters with the poets ; his delicacy of perception discerned 
the refined analogies which for ever unite the two sisters, 
and he fondly dwelt on the transplanted flowers of the two 
arts : " Chi sente che sia Tihullo nel poetare sente chi sia 
Andrea {del Sarto) nel dipingere;^^ he who feels what 
Ttbitlltjs is in poetry, feels what Akdbea is in painting. 
Michael Angelo, fi'om his profound conception of the 
terrible and the difficult in art, was called its Dante ; from 
the Italian poet the Italian sculptor derived the grandeur of 
his ideas; and indeed the visions of the bard had deeply 
nourished the artist's imagination ; for once he had poured 
about the margins of his own copy their ethereal inventions, 
in the rapid designs of his pen. And so Bellori informs us 
of a very curious volume in manuscript, composed by Bubens, 
which contained, among other topics concerning art, descrip- 
tions of the passions and actions of men, drawn from the 
poets, and demonstrated to the eye by the painters. Here 
were battles, shipwrecks, sports, groups, and other incidents, 
which were transcribed from Virgil and other poets, and by 
their side Ktjbens had copied what he had met with on those 
su^ects from Eaphael and the antique.*' 

The poet and the painter are only truly great by the 
mutual influences of their studies, and the jealousy of glory 
has only produced an idle contest. This old family-quarrel 
for precedence was renewed by our estimable President, in 
Ms brilliant '*Ehymes on Art;" where he maintains that 
" the narrative of an action is not comparable to the action 
itself before the eyes ;'* while the enthusiast Baeet considers 
painting " as poetry realised. "f This error of genius, perhaps 

* Bnbens was an ardent collector of works of antique art ; and in the 
" Oniiosities of literature, ** vol. iii. p. 398, will be found an interesting 
account of his museum at Antwerp. — En. 

t The late Sir Martin Archer Shee, P.R.A. This accomplished artist, 
who possessed a large amount of poetical and literary power, asks, * *■ What 
is there of iiUdlectual in the operations of the poet which the painter 
does not equal ? What is there of mechanical which he does not surpass ? 
The advantage which i)oetry possesses over painting in continued narration 
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first caught from Bicbardson's bewildering pages, was 
strengthened bj the extravagant principle adopted by Dab- 
wusr, who, to exalt bis solitary talent of descriptive poetry, 
asserted that "the essence of poetry was picture." The 
philosophical critic will find no difficulty in assigning to each 
sister-art her distinct province; and it is only a pleasing 
delirium, in the enthusiasm of artists, which has confused 
the boundaries of these arts. The dread pathetic story of 
Dante's " Ugolino," imder the plastic band of Michael Angelo, 
formed the subject of a basso-relievo ; and Reynolds, with 
his highest effort, embodied the terrific conception of the 
poet as much as his art permitted : but assuredly both 
these great artists would never have claimed the precedence 
of the Dantesc genius, and might have hesitated at the 
rivalry. 

Who has not heard of that one common principle which 
unites the intellectual arts, and who has not felt that the 
nature of their genius is similar in their distinct works? 
Hence curious inquiries could never decide whether the 
group of the Laocoon in sculpture preceded or was borrowed 
from that in poetry. Lessing conjectures that the sculptor 
copied the poet. It is evident that the agony of Laocoon 
was the common end where the sculptor and the poet Were 
to meet ; and we may observe that the artists in marble 
and in verse skilfully adapted their variations to their re- 
spective art: the one having to prefer the nude^ Rejected 
tne veiling fillet from the forehead, that he might not con- 
ceal its deep expression, and the drapery of the sacrificial 
robe, that he might display the human form in visible agony; 
but the other, by the charm of verse, could invest the pri^ 
with the pomp of the pontifical robe without hiding from us 
the interior sufferings of the human victim. We see they 
obtained by different means, adapted to their respective arts, 
that common end which each designed ; but who will decide 
which invention preceded the other, or who was the greater 
artist? 

This approximation of men apparently of opposite pursuits 
is so natural, that when Geskeb, in his inspiring letter on 

and Baccessiye impression, cannot be advanced as a pecnliar merit of the 
poet, since it results from the nature of language, and is coinmon to 
prose." Poetry he values as the earliest of arts, painting as the latest and 
most refined. — En. 
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landscape-paintiog,* recommendB to the joung; painter a 
constant study of poetry and literature, the impatient artJBl; 
IE made to exclaim, " Must we combine with so manj other 
studies those which belong to literary men ? Must we read 
aa well as punt ?" " It ia useless to reply to this question ; 
for some important truths must be instinctively Felt, perhaps 
the fundamental onw in the arts." A truly ima^native artist, 
whose enthusiasm was never absent when he meditated on the 
art he loved, Babbt, thus vehemently broke forth; "Go home 
from the academy, light up your lamps, and exercise your- 
selves in the creative part of your art, with Homer, with 
Livy, and all the great characters, ancient and modem, for 
your companions and counsellors." This genial intercourse 
of literature with art may be proved by painters who have 
suggested subjects to poets, and poets who have selected 
them for pmntcrs. Qoidbmith suggested the sul^ect of the 
tragic and pathetic picture of Ugolino to the pencil of 
Beykolds. 

AH the classes of men in society have their peculiar sor- 
rows and enjoyments, as they have their peculiar habits and 
characteristics. In the history of men of genius we may 
often open the secret story of their minds, for they have 
above others the privilege of communicating their own 
feelings; and every life of a man of genius, composed by 
himself, presents us with the experimental philosophy of the 
mind. By living with their brothers, and contemplating 
their masters, they will judge from consciousness less erro- 
neously than from discussion ;. and in forming comparative 
views and parallel situations, they will discover certain habits 
and feelings, and find these reflected in themselves. 

Stbehham has beautifully said, " Whoever deaoribes a 

Tifdet exactly as to its colour, taste, smell, form, and other 

ion agree in most particulars 



m artist who decorated his poeua 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Of Btttanl pain, — ^IGDds eonslilatMBiQy diflerent euiBoi have ib eqoal 
^ititiide. — Gcnios not tbe resoH of lutbH and edttcmtioo. — OripnateB in 
pfwnli**- qualities of the mind. — ^TIm pwdiqwation of genius. — A sobeiti* 
tatioii for tlie wlute paper of Lo^e.* 

That fjMmltj in art which indiTidoilises the artist, belong- 
ing to him and to no other, and which in a work forms that 
creatiye part whose Ukeness is not found in anj other work 
— is it inherent in the constitutional dispositions of the 
Creator, or can it be formed bj patiait acquisition ? 

Astonished at their own sil^t and obscure progress, some 
have imagined that they have formed their genius solely by 
their own studies ; when they generated, they conceived thi^ 
they had acquired ; and, losing the distinction between nature 
and habit, with fatal temerity the idolatry of philosophy 
substituted something visible and palpable, yet shaped by the 
most opposite fancies, called a Theory, for Nature herself! 
Men of genius, whose great occupation is to be conversant 
with the inspirations of Nature, made up a factitious one 
aroon^ themselves, and assumed that they could operate wiUi- 
out tne intervention of the occult original. But Nature 
would not be mocked ; and whenever this race of idolaters 
have worked without her agency, she has afflicted them with 
the most stubborn sterility. 

Theories of genius are the peculiar constructions of our 
own philosophical times ; ages of genius had passed away, 
and they left no other recori than their works ; no precon- 
certed theory described the workings of the imagination to 
be without imagination, nor did they venture to teach how to 
invent invention. 

The character of genius, viewed as the effect of habit and 
education, on the principle of the equality of the human 
mind, infers that men have an equal aptitude for the work of 

* In the seoimd edition of this work in 1818, I touched on some points 
of this inqniiy in the second ohspter : I almost despaired to find any phi> 
loaopher lympathiBe with the subject^ so inTnhierable, they imagine, are 
the entrenohmenta of their theories. I was agreeably surprised to find 
theae ideas taken up in the Bdiiibwrgh Review for August, 1820, in an 
entertaining article on Beynolds. I have, no doubt, profited by the 
perusal, though this chapter was prepared before I met with tha^ spirited 
vindication of '* an inherent diflferenoe in the organs or fiMultiea to receive 
imprenions of any kind.** 
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genius : a paradox which, with a more fatal one, came from the 

French school, and arose prohably from an equivocal expression. 

liocke employed the weH-known comparison of the mind 

f with "white paper void of all characters," to free his famous 
" Inquiry " from that powerful obstacle to his system, the 
absurd belief of " innate ideas," of notions of objects before 
objects were presented to observation. Our philosopher con- 
sidered that this simple analogy sufficiently described the 
manner in which he conceived the impressions of the senses 
write themselves on the mind. His French pupils, the 

^ amusing Helvetius, or Diderot, for they were equally con- 
cerned in the paradoxical " L'Esprit," inferred that this blank 
paper served also as an evidence that men had an equal apti- 
tudefor geniiis, just as the blank paper reflects to us what- 

I ever characters we trace on it. This equaliti/ of minds gave 
rise to the same monstrous doctrine in the science of meta- 
physics which that of another verbal misconception, the 
equality of men^ did in that of politics. The Scottish meta- 
physicians powerfully combined to illustrate the mechanism of 
the mind, — an important and a curious truth ; for as rules 
and principles exist in the nature of things, and when dis- 
covered are only thence drawn out, genius unconsciously con- 

► ducts itself by a uniform process ; and when this process had 
been traced, they inferred that what was done by some men, 
imder the influence of fundamental laws whict regulate the 
march of the intellect, must also be in the reach of others, who, 
in the same circumstances, applythemselves to the same study. 
But these metaphysicians resemble anatomists, under whose 
knife all men are adike. They know the structure of the bones, 
the movement of %he muscles, and where the connecting liga- 
ments lie ! but the invisible principle of Ufe flies from their 
touch. It is the practitioner on the living body who studies 
in every individual that peculiarity of constitution which 
forms the idiosyncrasy. 

Under the influence of such novel theories of genius, 

► JoHLKSON defined it as "A Mind of lai^ general powers 
ACCiDENTALLT determined by some particular direction.^* 
On this principle we must infer that the reasoning Locke, or 
the arithmetical De Moivee, could have been the musical 

^ and fairy Spensee.* This conception of the nature of 

* It is more dangerous to define than to describe : a dry definition ex- 

i clades so much, an ardent description at once appeals to our sympathies. 

How mnch more comprehensible oar great critic becomes when he nobly 
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genius became prevalent. It induced the philosophical Beo- 
OABIA to assert that every individual had an equal degree of 
genius for poetry and eloqufence ; it runs through the philo- 
sophy of the elegant Bugald Stewart ;' and Beynolds, the 
pupil of Johnson in literature, adopting the paradox, con- 
structed his automatic system on this principle of equal apti^ 
tude. He saj^s, "this excellence, however expressed by 
genius, taste, or the gift of Heaven, I am confident may be 
acquiredi^ Reynolds had the modesty to fancy that so many 
rivals, unendowed by nature, might have equalled the magio 
of his own pencil : but his theory of industry, so essential to 
genius, yet so useless without it, too long stimulated the 
drudges of art, and left us without a Correggio or a Eaphael! 
Another man of genius caught the fever of the new system. 
OdBBiE, in his eloquent " Life of Burns," swells out the 
scene of genius to a startling magnificence ; for he asserts 
that, " the talents necessary to the construction of an 
' Iliad,' under different discipline and application, might have 
led armies to victory or kingdoms to prosperity ; might have 
wielded the thunder of eloquence, or discovered and enlarged 
the sciences." All this we find in the text; but in the clear 
intellect of this man of genius a vast number of intervening 
difficulties started up, and in a copious note the numerous 
exceptions show that the assumed theory requires no other 
refutation than what the theorist has himself so abundantly 
and so judiciously supplied. There is something ludicrous in 
the result of a theory of genius which would place Hobbes 
and Ebasmtjs, those timid and learned recluses, to open a 
campaign with the military invention and physical intrepidity 
of a Marlborough ; or conclude that the romantic bard of 
the " Fairy Queen," amidst the quickly-shifting scenes of his 
visionary reveries, could have deduced, by slow and patient 
watchings of the mind, the system and the demonstrations of 
Newton. 

Such theorists deduce the faculty called genius from a 
variety of exterior or secondary causes : zealouslv rejecting 
the notion that genius may originate in constitutional dispo- 
sitions, and be only a mode of the individual's existence, they 

describes genius, '* as the power of mind that collects, combines, ampli- 
fies, and animates ; the energy without which jodgment is cold, and 
knowledge is inert T' And it is this powir ov mird, this primary facultj 
and native aptitude, which we deem may exist separately from education 
and habit, since these are often found unaccompanied by genius. 



Theories of GenirAS. 27 

deny that minds are differently constituted. Habit and edu- 
cation, being more palpable and visible in their operations, 
and progi'essive in the development of the intellectual facul- 
ties, have been imagined fully sufficient to make the creative 
faculty a subject of acquirement. 

But when these theorists had discovered the curious fact, 
that we have owed to accident several men of genius, and 
when they laid open some sources which influenced genius 
in its progress, they did not go one step further, they 
did not inquire whether such sources and such accidents had 
ever supplied the want of genius in the individual. Effects 
were here again mistaken for causes. Could Spenser have 
kindled a poet in Cowley, Kichardson a painter in Reynolds, 
and Descartes a metaphysician in Malebranche, if those 
master-minds, pointed out as having been such from accident^ 
had not first received the indelible mint-stamp struck by the 
hand of Nature, and which, to give it a name, we may be 
allowed to call the predisposition of genius ? The accidents 
so triumphantly held forth, which are imagined to have 
created the genius of these men, have occurred to a thousand 
who have run the same career ; but how does it happen that 
the multitude remain a multitude, and the man of genius 
arrives alone at the goal ? 

This theory, which long dazzled its beholders, was in time 
found to stand in contradiction with itself, and perpetually 
with their own experience, fteynolds pared down his deci- 
sion in the progress of his lectures, often wavered, often 
altered, and grew more conf\ised as he lived longer to look 
about him,* The infirm votaries of the new philosophy, with 
all their sources of genius open before them, went on multi- 
plying mediocrity, while inherent genius, true to nature, still 
continued rare in its solitary independence. 

Others have strenuously denied that we are bom with any 
peculiar species of mind, and resolve the mysterious problem 

* I transcribe the last opinions of Mr. Edgeworth. "As to original 
genius, and the effect of education in forming taste or directing talent, the 
last revisal of his opinions was given by himself, in the introduction to the 
second edition of 'Professional Education.' He was strengthened in his 
belief, that many of the great differences of intellect which appear in men, 
depend more upon the early cultiyating the habit of attention than upon 
any disparity between the powers of one individual and another. Per- 
haps, he latterly allowed that there is more difference than he had formerly 
admitted between the natwral powers of different persons ; but not so 
great as is generally supposed." — EdgeworOCa Memoirs, ii. 388. \ 
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into capacity, of which men only differ in the degree. They 
can perceive no distinction between the poetical and the 
mathematical genius; and they conclude that a man of 
genius, possessing a general capacity, may become whatever 
he chooses, but \s determined by his first acquired habit to 
be what he is.* 

In substituting the term capacity for that of genius, the 
origin or nature remains equally occult. How is it acquired, 
or how is it inherent P To assert that any man of genius 
may become what he wills, those most fervently protest 
against who feel that the character of genius is such that it 
cannot be other than it is ; that there is an identity of minds, 
and that there exists an interior conformity as marked and as 
perfect as the exterior physiognomy. A Scotch metaphysi- 
cian has recently declared that " Locke or Newton might have 
been as eminent poets as Homer or Milton, had they given 
themselves early to the study of poetry." It is well to know 
how far this taste will go. We believe that had these philoso- 
phers obstinately, against nature, persisted in the attempt, as 
some have unluckily for themselves, we should have lost 
two great philosophers, and have obtained two supernumerary 

poets.t 

It would be more useful to discover another source of genius 
for philosophers and poets, less fallible than the gratuitous 
assumptions of these theorists. An adequate origin for pecu- 
liar qualities in the mind may be found in that constitutional 
or secret propensity which adapts some for particular pur- 
suits, and forms ihd predisposition of genius. 

* JohnioD once asserted, that '* tEe supposition of one man having more 
imagination, another more judgment, is not tme ; it is only one man has 
mwe mind than another. He who has vigour may walk to the east as 
well as the west, if he happens to torn his head that way.** Qodwin was 
persuaded that all genius is a mere acquitiHon, for he hints at " infasing 
it,** and making it a thing ''heritable.** A xeversion which has been 
missed by the many respectable dunces who have been sons of men of 
genius. 

t This very Scotch metaphysician, at the instant he lays down this pos- 
tulate, acknowledges that " Dr. Beattie had talents for a poet, but appa- 
rently not for a phUotopher.** It is amusing to learn another result of his 
ungeuial metaphysics. This sage demonstrates and concludes in these 
words, "It will therefore be found, with little exception, that a great 
poet U hut an ordinary genius,** Let this sturdy Scotch metaphysician 
never approach Pegasus — he has to fear, not his wings, but his heels. If 
some have written on genius with a great deal too much, others have 
written without any. 
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Not that we are bound to demonstrate what our adversa- 
ries have failed in proving ; we may still remain ignorant of 
the nature of genius, and yet be convinced that they have not 
revealed it. The phenomena of predisposition in the mind 
are not more obscure and ambiguous than those which have 
been assigned as the sources of genius in certain individuals. 
For is it more difficult to conceive that a person bears in his 
constitutional disposition a germ of native aptitude which is 
developing itself to a predominant character of genius, which 
breaks forth in the temperament and moulds the habits, than 
to conjecture that. these men of genius could not have been such 
but from accident, or that they diflFer only in their capacity ? 
Every class of men of genius has distinct habits ; ill poets 
resemble one another, as all painters and all mathematicians. 
There is a conformity in the cast of their minds, and the 
quality of each is distinct fronrthe other, and the very faculty 
which fits them for one particular pursuit, is just the reverse 
required for another. If these are truisms, as they may 
appear, we need not demonstrate that from which we only 
wish to draw our conclusion. Why. does this remarkable 
similarity prevail through the classes of genius ? Because 
each, in their favourite production, is working with the same 
appropriate organ. The poetical eye is early busied with 
imagery ; as early will the reveries of the poetical mind 
be busied with the passions ; as early will the painter's 
hand be copying forms and colours; as early will the 
young musician's ear wander in the creation of sounds, 
and the philosopher's* head mature its meditations. It 
is then the aptitude of the appropriate organ, however 
it variiBa in its character, in which genius seems most 
concerned, and which is connatural and connate with the 
individual, and, as it was expressed in old days, is horn with 
him. There seems no other source of genius ; for whenever 
this has been refused by nature, as it is so often, no theory of 
genius, neither habit nor education, have ever supplied its 
want. To discriminate between the hahit BxidLih^ predisposi- 
tion is quite impossible ; because whenever great genius dis- 
covers itsdf, as it can only do by continuity, it has become a 
habit with the individual ; it is the fat^ notion of habit 
having the power of generating genius, which has so long 
served to delude the numerous votaries of mediocrity. Natu- 
ral or native power is enlarged by art ; but the most perfect 
art has but narrow limits, deprived of natural disposition. 
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A curious decision on this obscure subject may be drawn 
from an admirable judge of the nature of genius. Akenslde, 
in that fine poem which forms its history, tracing its source, 
sang, 

From Heaven my strains begm, from Heaven descends 

The flame of genius to the human hrtatt. 

But in the final revision of that poem, which he left many 
years after, the bard has vindicated the solitary and inde- 
pendent origin of genius, by the mysterious epithet, 

THB OHOBBV BBIA8T. 

The veteran poet was, perhaps, schooled by the vicissitudes of 
his own poetical life, and those of some of his brothers. 

Metaphors are but imperfect illustrations in metaphysical 
inquiries : usually they include too little or take in too much. 
Yet fanciful analogies are pot willingly abandoned. The 
iconologists describe Genius as a winged child with a flame 
above its head ; the wings and the flame express more than 
some metaphysical conclusions. Let me substitute for '' the 
white paper of Locke* which served the philosopher in his 
description of the opei'ations of the senses on the mind, a less 
artificial substance. In the soils of the earth we may dis- 
cover that variety of primary qualities which we believe to 
exist in human minds. The botanist and the geologist always 
find the nature of the strata indicative of its productions ; 
the meagre light herbage announces the poverty of the soil 
it covers, while the luxuriant growth of plants betrays the 
richness of the matrix in which the roots are fixed. . It is 
scarcely reasoning by analogy to apply this operating princi- 
ple of nature to the faculties of men. 

But while the origin and nature of that faculty which we 
imderstand by the term Genius remain still wrapt up in its 
mysterious bud, may we not trace its history in its votaries ? 
If Nature overshadow with her wings her first causes, still 
the effects lie open before us, and experience and observation 
will often deduce from consciousness what we cannot from 
demonstration. If Nature, in some of her great operations, 
has kept back her last secrets ; if Newton, even in the result 
of his reasonings, has religiously abstained from penetrating 
into her occult connexions, is it nothing tp be her historian, 
although we cannot be her legislator p 
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CHAPTEK V. 

Youth of gemus. — ^Its first impulses may be illustrated by its sabseqiieiit 
actions. — Parents have another association of the man of genius than we. 
— Of genius, its first habits. — ^Its melancholy. — Its reyeries. — Its love of 
solitude. — Its disposition to repose. — Of a youth distinguished by his 
equals. — Feebleness of its first attempts. — Of genius not discoverable even 
in manhood. — The education of the youth may not be that of his genius. — 
A^ luisettled impulse, querulous till it finds its true occupation. — With 
sofue, curiosity as intense a faculty as invention. — What the youth first 
applies to is commonly his delight afterwards. — Facts of the decisive 
character of genius. 

We are entering into a fairj land, touching only shadows, and 
chasii^ the most changeable lights ; many stories we shall 
hear, and many scenes will open on ns ; yet though realities are 
but dimly to be traced in this twilight of imagination and tra- 
dition, we think that the first impulses of genius may be often 
illustrated by the subsequent actions of the individual ; and 
whenever we find these in perfect harmony, it will be difficult 
to convince us that there does not exist a secret connexion 
between those first impulses and^ these last actions. 

Can we then trace in the faint lines of his youth an un- 
steady outline of the man p In the temperament of genius 
may we not reasonably look for certain indications or predis- 
positions, announcing the permanent character ? Is not great 
sensibility bom with its irritable fibres ? Will not the deep 
retired character cling to its musings ? And the unalterable 
being of intrepidity and fortitude, will he not, commanding 
even amidst his sports, lead on his equals ? The boyhood of 
Ca,TO was marked by the sternness of the man, observable in 
his speech, his countenance, and his puerile amusements ; and 
Bacon, Descaetes, Hobbes, Geat, and others, betrayed the 
same early appearance of their intellectual vigour and pre- 
cocity of character. 

The virtuous and contemplative Boyle imagined that he 
had discovered in childhood that disposition of mind which 
indicated an instinctive ingenuousness. An incident which he 
relates, evinced, as he thought, that even then he preferred to 
aggravate his fault rather than consent to suppress any part 
of the truth, an effort which had been unnatural to his mind. 
His fanciful, yet striking illustration may open our inquiry. 
" This trivial passage," the little story alluded to, " I have 
mentioned now, not that I think that in itself it deserves a 
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relation, but because as the sun is seen best at bis rising and 
bis setting, so men's native dispositions are clearliest per- 
ceived whilst tbej are children, and when they are dying^. 
These little sudden actions are the g^reatest discoverers of 
men's true humours." 

Alfiebi, that historian of the literary mind, was conscious 
that even in his childhood the peculiarity and the melancholy' 
of his character prevailed: a boyhood passed in domestic 
solitude fed the interior feelings of his impassioned character; 
and in noticing some incidents of a childish nature, this man 
of genius observes, " Whoever will reflect on these inept cir- 
cumstances, and explore into the seeds of the passions of man, 
possibly may find these neither so laughable nor so puerile as 
they may appear." His native genius, or by whatever oth^r 
term we may describe it, betrayed the wayward prediroosi- 
tions of some of his poetical brothers : ** Taciturn and placid 
for the most part, but at times loquacious and most vivacious, 
and usually in the most opposite extremes ; stubborn and im- 
patient against force, but most open to kindness, more 
restrained by the dread of reprimand than by anything else, 
susceptible of shame to excess, but inflexible if violently 
opposed." 8ucb is the portrait of a child of seven years old, 
a portrait which induced the great tragic bard to deduce this 
result from his own self-experience, that ^ man is a continua- 
tion of the child.*** 

That the dispositions of genius in early life presage its 
future character, was long the feeling of antiquity. Ciojbbo, 
in hb ^ Dialogue on Old Age," employs a beautiful analogy 
drawn from Nature, marking her secii^t conformity in all things 
which have life and come from her bauds ; and the human 
mind is one of her plants. " Youth is the vernal season of 
life, and the blossoms it then puts forth are indications of 
those future fruits which are to be gathered in the succeeding 
periods." One of the masters of the human mind, after much 
previous observation of those who attended his lectures, would 
advise one to engage in political studies, then exhorted another 
to compose history, elected these to be poets, and those to be 
orators ; for Isoguates believed that Nature had some con- 
cern in forming a man of genius, and endeavoured to g^ess at 
her secret by detecting the first energetic inclination of the 

* See in bui Life, c&ap. iy., entitled SvUuppo dell* indole indicato da 
vari fattwrelli. '* Development of geniuB, or natural inclination, indicated 
by varions little matters.*' 
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mind. This also was the principle which guided the Jesuits, 
those other great masters in the art of education. They 
studied the characteristics of their pupils with such singular 
care, as to keep a secret register in their colleges, descriptive of 
their talents, and the natural turn of their dispositions. In 
some cases they guessed with remarkable felicity. They 
described FonteneUe, adolescens omnibus numeris absolutus et 
inter discipulos princeps, "a youth accomphshed in every 
respect, and the model for his companions ;" but when they 
describe the elder Cr^billon, puer ingeniosus aed inngnis 
nehulo, " a shrewd boy, but a great rascal," they might not 
have erred so much as they appear to have done; for an 
impetuous boyhood showed the decision of a character which 
might not have merely and misanthropically settled in 
imaginary scenes of horror, and the invention of characters of 
unparalleled atrocity. 

In the old romance of King Arthur, when a cowherd comes 
to the king to request he would make his son a knight — ^^ It 
is a great thing thou askest," said Arthur, who inquired 
whether this entreaty proceeded from him or his son. The 
old man's answer is remarkable — " Of my son, not of me ; for 
I have thirteen sons, and all these will fall to that labour 
I put them ; but this child will not labour for me, for any- 
thing that I and my wife will do; but always he will be 
shooting and casting darts, and glad for to see battles, and to 
behold knights, and always day and night he desireth of me 
to be made a knight." The king commanded the cowherd to 
fetch all his sons ; '* they were all shapen much hke the poor 
man ; but Tor was not like none of them in shape and in 
conntenance, for he was much more than any of them. And 
so Arthur knighted him." This simple tale is the history of 
genius — ^the cowherd's twelve sons were like himself, but the 
unhappy genius in the family, who perplexed and plagued the 
cowherd and his wife and his twelve brothers, was the youth 
averse to the common labour, and dreaming of chivalry amidst 
a herd of cows. 

A man of genius is thus dropped among the people, and 
has first to encounter the difficulties of ordinary men, un- 
assisted by that feeble ductility which adapts itself to the 
common destination. Parents are too often the victims of 
the decided propensity of a son to a Virgil or a Euclid ; and 
the first step into life of a man of genius is disobedience and 
grief. LiLLi, our famous astrologer^ has described the fre* 

D 
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quent situation of such a youth, like the cowherd's son who 
would be a knight. Lilly proposed to his father that he 
should try his fortune in the metropolis, where he expected 
that his learning and his talents would prove serviceable to 
him ; the father, quite incapable of discovering the latent 
genius of his son in his studious disposition, very willingly 
consented to get rid of him, for, as Lilly proceeds, " I could 
not work, drive the plough, or endure any country labour ; 
my father oft would say I was ^ood for nothing ^^^ — words 
which the fathers of so many men of genius have repeated.* 

In reading the memoirs of a man of genius, we often repro- 
bate the domestic persecutions of those who opposed his in- 
clinations. No poet but is moved with indignation at the 
recollection of the tutor at the Port Boyal thrice burning the 
romance which Bacike at length got by heart ; no geometri- 
cian but bitterly inveighs against the father of Pascal for 
not suffering him to study Euclid, which he at length under- 
stood without studying. The father of Petrarch cast to 
the flames the poetical library of his son, amidst the shrieks, 
the groans, and the tears of the youth. Yet this burnt- 
offering neither converted Petrarch into a sober lawyer, nor 
deprived him of the Roman laurel. The uncle of Alfieri 
for more than twenty years suppressed the poetical character 
of this noble bard ; he was a poet without knowing how to 
write a verse, and Nature, like a hard creditor, exacted, with 
redoubled interest, all the genius which the uncle had so long 
kept from her. These are the men whose inherent impulse 
no human opposition, and even no adverse education, can 
deter from proving them to be great men. 

Let us, however, be just to the parents of a man of genius ; 
they have another association of ideas respecting him than 
ourselves. We see a gp*eat man, they a disobedient child ; we 
track him through his glory, they are wearied by the sullen 
resistance of one who is obscure and seems useless. The 
career of genius is rarely that of fortune or happiness ; and 
the father, who himself may not be insensible i-o glory, dreads 

* The father of Sir Joshua Beynolds reproached hiro frequently in his 
boyiih days for his constant attention to drawing, and wrote on the haek 
of one of his sketches the condemnatory words, " Done by Joshaa out of 
pure idleness.** Mignard distressed his father the surgeon, by sketching 
the expressive faces of his patients instead of attending to their diseases ; 
and our own Opie, when a boy, and working with his father at his busi* 
ness as a carpenter, used frequently to excite his anger by drawing with red 
chalk on the deal boards he had carefully planed for his trade. — £i>. 
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lest bis son be found among tbat obscure multitude, that 
populace of mean artists, self-deluded yet self-dissatisfied, who 
must expire at the barriers of mediocrity. 

If the youth of genius be struggling with a concealed im- 
pulse, he will ofben be thrown into a train of secret instruc- 
tion which no master can impart. Hippocrates profoundly 
observed, that " our natures have not been taught us by any 
master." The faculty which the youth of genius displays in 
afber-life may exist long ere it is perceived ; and it will only 
make its own what is homogeneous with itself. We may 
ofben observe how the mind of this youth stubbornly rejects 
whatever is contrary to its habits, and alien to its affections. 
Of a solitary character, for solitariness is the wild nurse of 
bis contemplations, he is fancifully described by one of the 
race — and here fancies are facts : 

He is retired as noon-tide dev. 
Or fountain in a noon-day grove. 

The romantic Sidney exclaimed, '* Eagles fly alone, and 
they are but sheep which always herd together. 

As yet this being, in the first rudiments of his sensations, 
is touched by rapid emotions, and disturbed by a vague rest- 
lessness ; for him the images of nature are yet dim, and he 
feels before he thinks ; for imagination precedes reflection. 
One truly inspired unfolds the secret story — 

EndoVd with all that Nature ean bestow, 

The child of f&ncy oft in silence bends 

0*er the mixt treasures of his pregnant breast 

With oonscions pride. From thence he oft resolves 

To frame he knows not what excelling things ; 

And win he knows not what sublime reward 

Of praise and wonder 1 

But the solitude of the youth of genius has a local in- 
fluence ; it is full of his own creations, of his unmarked pas- 
sions, and his uncertain thoughts. The titles which he gives 
his favourite haunts often intimate the bent of his mind — its 
employment, or its purpose ; as Petkaech called his retreat 
Zdntemum, after that of his hero Scipio ; and a young poet, 
from some favourite description in Cowley, called a spot he 
loved to muse in, " Cowley's Walk." 

A temperament of this kind has been often mistaken for 
melancholy.* " When the intermission of my studies allowed 

♦ This solemnity of manner was aped in the days of Elizabeth and 
James I. by such as affected scholar-like habits, and is frequently alluded 

d2 
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me leisure for recreation," says Botlb of his early life, " I 
would very often steal away from all company, and spend 
four or five hours alone in the fields, and think at random ; 
making my delighted imagination the busy scene where sonie 
romance or other was daily acted." This circumstance 
alarmed his friends, who concluded that he was overconrie 
with a growing melancholy. Alfieei found himself in this 
precise situation, and experienced these undefinable emotions, 
when, in his first travels at Marseilles, his lonely spirit only 
haunted the theatre and the seashore : the tragic drama was 
then casting its infiuences over his unconscious genius. 
Almost every evening, after bathing in the sea, it delighted 
him to retreat to a little recess where the land jutted out ; 
there would he sit, leaning his back against a high rock, 
which he tells us, " concealed from my sight every part of the 
land behind me, while before and aiound me I beheld nothing 
but the sea and the heavens : the sun, sinking into the waves, 
was lighting up and embellishing these two immensities ; there 
would I pass a delicious hour of fantastic ruminations, and 
there I should have composed many a poem, had I then 
known to write either in verse or prose in any language 

whatever.' 

An incident of this nature is revealed to us by the other 
noble and mighly spirit of our times, who could most truly 
exhibit the history of the youth of genius, and he has pamted 
forth the enthusiasm of the boy Tasso :— 



From my very birth 



My Boul was drunk with love, which did pervade 
And mingle with whatever I saw on earth ; 

Of objects all inanimate I made 

Idols, and out of wild and lonely flowers 
And rocks whereby they grew, a paradise, 
Where I did lay me down within the shade 
Of waving trees, and dream*d uncounted hours, 
Though I was <^ for wandering. 

The youth of genius will be apt to retire from the active 
sports of his mates. Beattib paint« himself in his own 
Minstrel : 

to by the satirists of the time. Ben Jonson, in bw "B^ery Man in his 
Humour," delineates the "country gull" Master Stephen, as affecUng 
"to be iightily given to melancholy,'' and receiving the assurancj " It s 
your only fine humour, sir; your true mebncholy breeds your perfect fine 
wlt» sir.*'— Bd. 
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Concourse, and noise, and toil he ever fled, 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fiay 
Of squabbling imps ; but to the forest sped. 

BossuET would uot join hi& young companions, and flew to 
his solitary task, while the classical hoys avenged themselves 
hy a schoolhoy*s villanous pun : stigmatising the studious ap- 
plication of Bossuet by the bos suetus arafro which frequent 
flog^ng had made them, classical enough to quote. 

The learned Huet has given an amusing detail of the in- 
ventive persecutions of his schoolmates, to divert him from 
his obstinate love of study. " At length, in order to indulge 
my own taste, I would rise with the sun, while they were 
buried in sleep, and hide myself in the woods, that I might 
read and study, in quiet ;" but they beat the bushes, and 
started in his burrow the future man of erudition. Sir 
William Jones was rarely a partaker in the active sports of 
Harrow ; it was said of Geat that he was never a boy ; the 
unhappy Chatteetok and Buens were singularly serious in 
youth ;* as were Hobbes and Bacon. Milton has preserved 
for us, in solemn numbers, his school-life — 

When I was yet a child, no childish play 
To me was pleasing : all my mind was set 
Serious to learn and know, and thence to do 
What might be public good : myself I thought 
Born to that end, born to promote all truth, 
All righteous things. 

It is remarkable that this love of repose and musing is re- 
tained throughout life. A man of £ne genius is rarely 
enamoured of common amusements or of robust exercises ; 
and he is usually unadroit where dexterity of hand or eye, or 
trivial elegances, are required. This characteristic of genius 
was discovered by Hoeace in that Ode which schoolboys 
often versify. Beattie has expressly told us of his Minstrel, 

The exploit of strength, dexterity or speed 
To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 



* Dr. Gr^ory says of Chatterton, " Instead of the thoughtless levity 
of childhood, he possessed the pensiveness, gravity, and melancholy dT 
matorer life. He was frequently so lost in contemplation, that for many 
days together he would say but very little, and that apparently by con- 
straint. His intimates in the school were few, and those of the most 
serious cast." Of Bums, his schoolmaster, Mr. Murdoch, says — " Kobert's 
countenance was geneitilly grave, and expressive of a serious, contem- 
plative, and thou^tful mind." — Ed. 
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Alfiebi said he could never be taught by a French dancings- 
master, whose art made him at once shudder and laugh. 
Horace, bj his own confession, was a very awkward rider, 
and the poet could not always secure a seat on his mule : 
Metastasio humorously complains of his gun ; the poetical 
sportsman could only frighten the hares and partridges ; the 
toith was, as an elder poet sings, 

Initead of hounds that make the vooded hills 
Talk in a hundred voices to the rills, 
I, like the pleasing cadence of a line, 
Struck by the concert of the sacred Nine. 

And we discover the true '* humour'' of the indolent contem- 
plative race in their great representatives Yiboil and 
HoBAOS. When they accompanied Me^eenas into the 
country, while the minister amused himself at tennis, the two 
bards reposed on a vernal bank amidst the freshness of the 
shade. The younger Pliny, who was so perfect a literary 
character, was charmed by the Eoman mode of hunting, or 
rather fowling by nets, which admitted him to sit a whole 
day with his tablets and stylus ; so, says he, '* should I return, 
with empty nets, my tablets may at least be full." Thom- 
son was the hero of his own '' Castle of Indolence ;" and the 
el^ant Wallbb infuses into his luxurious verses the true 
feeUng: 

Oh, how I kmg my eareless limbs to lay 
Under the plantane shade, and all the day 
Invoke the Muses and improve my yein. 

The youth of genuis, whom Beattie has drawn afler him- 
self, and I after observation, a poet of g^reat genius, as I 
understand, has declared to be " too effeminate and timid, 
and too much troubled with delicate nerves. The greatest 
poeti of all countries," he continues, " have been men emi- 
nently endowed with bodily powers, and rejoiced and excelled 
in all manly exercises,** May not our critic of northern 
habits have often mistaken the art of the g^at poets in 
describing such " manly exercises or bodily powers," for the 
proof of their ** rejoicing and excelling in them ?" Poets and 
artists, from their habits, are not usuallv muscular and 
robust.* Continuity of thought, absorbing reverie, and 

* Dr. Ourrie, in his **Life of Bums^" has a passage which may be 
quoted here : " Though by nature of an athletic form. Bums had in his 
constitution the peculiarities and the delicacies that belong to the tempera- 
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sedentary habits, will not combine with corporeal skill and 
activity. There is also a constitutional delicacy which is too 
often the accompaniment of a fine intellect. The incon- 
Teniences attached to the inferior sedentary labourers are 
participated in by men of genius ; the analogy is obvious, and 
their fate is common. Literary men may be included in 
Bamazzini's '' Treatise on the Diseases of Artizans." Eos- 
BEATJ has described the labours of the closet as enervating 
men, and weakening the constitution, while study wears the 
whole machinery of man, exhausts the spirits, destroys his 
strength, and renders him pusillanimous.* But there is a 
higher principle which guides us to declare, that men of genius 
should not excel in "all manly exercises." Sekeoa, whose 
habits were completely literary, admonishes the man of letters 
that " Whatever amusement he chooses, he should not slowly 
return from those of the body to the mind, while he should 
be exercising the latter night and day.** Seneca was aware 
that " to rejoice and excel in all manly exercises,'* would in 
some cases intrude into the habits of a literary man, and 
sometimes be even ridiculous. Mobtimeb, once a celebrated 
artnst, was tempted by his athletic frame to indulge in fre- 
quent violent exercises ; and it is not without reason sus- 
pected, that habits so unfavourable to thought and study 
precluded that promising genius from attaining to the matu- 
rity of his talents, however he might have succeeded in 
invigorating his physical powers. 

But to our solitude. So true is it that this love of loneli- 
ness is an early passion, that two men of genius of very 
opposite characters, the one a French wit and the other a 
French philosopher, have acknowledged that they have felt 
its influence, and even imagined that they had discovered its 
cause. The Abb€ be St. Piebbe, in his political annals, tells 
us, " I remember to have heard old Segbais remark, that 
most young people of both sexes had at one time of their 
lives, generally about seventeen or eighteen years of age, an 
inclination to retire from the world. He maintained this to 
be a species of melancholy, and humorously called it the 

ment of genias. He was liable, from a very early period of life, to that 
interruption in the process of digestion which arises from deep and anxious 
thought, and which is sometimes the effect, and sometimes the cause, of 
depression of spirits." — Ed. 

* In the Preface to the " Narcisse." 



40 Literary Character. 

small-pox of the mind, because scarce one in a thousand 
escaped the attack. I myself have had this distemper, bat 
am not much marked with it." 

But if the youth of genius be apt to retire from the ordi- 
nary sports of his mates, he will often substitute for them 
others, which are the reflections of those favourite studies 
which are haunting his young imagination, as men in their 
dreams repeat the conceptions which have habitually inte- 
rested them. The amusements of such an idler have oft^i 
been analogous to his later pursuits. Abiosto, while yet a 
schoolboy, seems to have been very susceptible of poetry, for 
he composed a sort of tragedy from the story of Pyramus and 
Thisbe, to be represented by his brothers and sisters, and at 
this time also delighted himself in translating the old French 
and Spanish romances. Sir William Jones, at Harrow, 
divided the fields according to a map of Greece, and to each 
schoolfellow portioned out a dominion ; and when wanting a 
copy of the Tempest to act from, he supplied it from his 
memory ; we must confess that the boy Jones was reflecting 
in his amusements the cast of mind he displayed in his after- 
life, and evincing that felicity of memory and taste so preva- 
lent in his literary character. Flobian's earhest years were 
passed in shooting birds all day, and reading every evening 
an old translation of the Iliad : whenever he got a bird 
remarkable for its size or its plumage, he personified it by one 
of the names of his heroes, and raising a funeral pyre, con- 
sumed the body : collecting the ashes in an urn, he presented 
them to his grandfather, with a narrative of his Patroclus 
or Sarpedon. We seem here to detect, reflected in his boyish 
sports, the pleasing genius of the author of Numa Pompilius, 
Gonsalvo of Cordova, and William Tell. Bacon, when a 
child, was so remarkable for thoughtful observation, that 
Queen Elizabeth used to call him " the young lord-keeper." 
The boy made a remarkable reply, when her Majesty, inquiring 
of him his age, he said, that " He was two years younger 
than her Majesty's happy reign.** The boy may have b^n 
tutored; but this mixture of gravity, and ingenuity, and 
political coui-tiership, undoubtedly caught from his father's 
habits, afterwards characterised Lord Bacon's manhood. I 
once read the letter of a contemporary of Hobbes, where I 
found that this great philosopher, when a lad, used to ride on 
packs of skins to market, to sell them for his father, who was 
a fellmonger; and that in the market-place he thus early 
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^ b^^n to vent his private opinions, which long afterwards so 
fully appeared in his writings. 

For a youth to be distinguished by his equals is perhaps a 

} criterion of talent. At that moment of life, with no flattery 
on the one side, and no artifice on the other, all emotion and 
no reflection, the boy who has obtained a predominance has 
acquired this merely by native powers. The boyhood of 

^ NELSoif was characterised by events congenial with those of 
his after-days ; and his father understood his character when 
he declared that, " in whatever station he might be placed, he 
would climb, if possible, to the top of the tree.'* Some 
puerile anecdotes which Fbankliit remembered of himself, 
betray the invention and the firm intrepidity of his character, 
and even perhaps his carelessness of means to obtain a pur- 
pose. In boyhood he felt a desire for adventure ; but as his 
father would not consent to a sea life, he made the river near 
him represent the ocean : he lived on the water, and was the 
daring Columbus of a schoolboy's boat. A part where he and 
his mates stood to angle, in time became a quagmire : in the 
course of one day, the infant projector thought of a wharf for 
them to stand on, and raised it with a heap of stones depo- 
sited there for the building of a house. With that sort of 
practical wisdom, or Ulyssean cunning, which marked his 
mature character, Franklin raised his wharf at the expense of 

^ another's house. His contrivances to aid his puny labourers, 

with his resolution not to quit the great work till it was 
effected, seem to strike out to us the invention and decision 
of his future character. But the qualities which would 
attract the companions of a schoolboy may not be those 
which are essential to fine genius. The captain or leader of 
his schoolmates is not to be disregarded ; but it is the seques- 

. tered boy who may chance to be the artist or the literary cha- 
racter. Some facts which have been recorded of men of genius 
at this period are remarkable. We are told by Miss Stewart that 
Johnson, when a boy at the free-school, appeared " a huge 
overgrown misshapen stripling;" but was considered as a 
stupendous stripling : " for even at that early period of life, 
Johnson maintained his opinions with the same sturdy, dog- 
matical, and arrogant fierceness." The puerile characters of 

* Lord BoLiNGBBOKE and Sir Robert Walpole, schoolfellows 
and rivals, were observed to prevail through their after-life ; 

' the liveliness and brilliancy of Bolingbroke appeared in his 

attacks on Walpole, whose solid and industrious qualities 
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triumphed by resistance. A parallel instance might be 
pointed out in two great statesmen of our own days ; in the 
wisdom of the one, and the wit of the other — men whom 
nature made rivals, and time made friends or enemies, as it 
happened. A curious observer, in looking over a collection of 
the Cambridge poems, which were formerly composed by its 
students, has remarked that *' Cowley from the first was 
quaint, Milton sublime, and Barrow copious." If then the 
characteristic disposition may reveal itself thus early, it affords 
a principle which ought not to be neglected at this obscure 
period of youth. 

Is there then a period in youth which yields decisive marks 
of the character of genius ? The natures of men are as 
various as their fortunes. Some, like diamonds, must wait to 
receive their splendour from the slow touches of the polisher, 
while others, resembling pearls, appear at once bom with their 
beauteous lustre. 

Among the inauspicious circumstances is the feebleness of 
the first attempts ; and we roust not decide on the talents of 
a young man by his first works. Dbidek and Swift might 
have been deterred from authorship had their earliest pieces 
decided their fate. Smollett, before he knew which way 
his genius would conduct him, had early conceived a high 
notion of his talents for dramatic poetry : his tragedy of the 
Jtegicide was refused by Garrick, whom for a long time he 
could not forgive, but continued to abuse our Roscius, 
through his works of genius, for having discountenanced his 
first work, which had none. Bacinx's earliest composition, 
as we may judge by some fragments his son has preserved, 
remarkably contrasts with his writings ; for these fi*agmeDt8 
abound with those points and conceits which he afterwacds 
abhorred. The tender author of " Andromache" could not 
have been discovered while exhausting himself in running 
after concetti as surprising as the worst parts of Cowley, in 
whose spirit alone he could have hit on this perplexing con* 
cetto, descriptive of Aurora ] '* Fille du Jour, qui nais devant 
ton p^re !" — " Daughter of Day, but bom before thy father !" 
GiBBOK betrayed none of the force and magnitude of his 
powers in his " Essay on Literature," or his attempted 
" History of Switzerland." Johnson's cadenced prose is 
not recognisable in the humbler simplicity of his earliest 
years. Many authors have begun unsuccessfully the walk 
they afterwards excelled in. Baphael, when he first drew 
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^ his meagre forms under Perugino, had not yet conceived one 
hne of that ideal beauty which one day he of all men could 
alone execute. Who could have imagined, in examining the 
Dream of Baphael, that the same pencil could hereafter have 
poured out the miraculous Transjigtiration ? Or that, in the 
imitative pupil of Hudson, o\vc country was at length to pride 
herself on another Kaphael ?* 

. Even the manhood of genius may pass unobserved by his 

companions, and, like ^neas, he may be hidden in. a cloud 
amidst his associates. The celebrated Fabiub Maximus in 
his boyhood was called in derision " the little sheep," from 
the meekness and gravity of his disposition. His sedateness 
and taciturnity, his indifference to juvenile amusements, his 
slowness and difficulty in learning, and his ready submission 
to his equals, induced them to consider him as one irrecover- 
ably stupid. The greatness of mind, unalterable courage, 
and invincible character, which Fabius afterwards displayed, 
they then imagined had lain concealed under the apparent 
contrary qualities. The boy of genius may indeed seem slow 
and dull even to the phlegmatic ; for thoughtful and observ- 
ing dispositions conceal themselves in timorous silent cha- 
racters, who have not yet experienced their strength ; and 
that assiduous love, which cannot tear itself away from the 
secret instruction it is perpetually imbibing, cannot be easily 
distinguished from the pertinacity of the mere plodder. We 
often hear, from the early companions of a man of genius, 
that at school he appeared heavy and unpromising. Kousseau 
imagined that the childhood of some men is accompanied by 
this seeming and deceitful dulness, which is the sign of a 
profound genius ; and Roger Ascham has placed among " the 
best natures for learning, the sad-natured and hard-witted 
chUd;" that is,thethoughtful,or the melancholic, and the slow. 
The young painters, to ridicule the persevering labours of 
DoMEKTCHiKO, which were at first heavy and unpromising, 
called him " the great ox ;" and Passeri, while he has happily 
expressed the still labours of his concealed genius, *wa taci' 
tuma J-entezzUy his silent slowness, expresses his surprise at 
the accounts he received of the early life of this great artist. 

* Hudson was the fashionable portrait*painter who succeeded Eneller, 
and made a great reputation and fortune ; but he was a very mean artist, 
who merely copied the peculiarities of his predecessor without his genius. 
His stiff hard style was formality itself ; but was approved in an age of 
formalism; the earlier half of the last century. — Ed. 
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" It is difficult to believe, what many assert, that, from the 
beginning, this great painter had a ruggedness about him. 
which entirely incapacitated him from learning his profession ; 
and they have heard from himself that he quite despaired oF 
success. Yet I cannot comprehend how such vivacious 
talents, with a mind so finely organised, and accompanied 
with such favourable dispositions for the art, would show 
such signs of utter incapacity ; I rather think that it is a 
mistake in the proper knowledge of genius, which some ima- 
gine indicates itself most decisively by its sudden vehemence, 
showing itself like lightning, and like lightning passiDg* 
away." 

A parallel case we find in Goldsmith, who passed through 
an unpromising youth ; he declared that he was never at- 
tached to literature till he was thirty ; that poetry had no 
peculiar charms for him till that age ;* and, indeed, to his 
latest hour he was surprising his friends by productions which 
they had imagined he was incapable of composing. Huitb 
was considered, for his sobriety and assiduity, as comfietent 
to become a steady merchant ; and it was said of Boileait 
that he had no great understanding, but would speak ill of 
no one. This circumstance of the character in youth being 
entirely mistaken, or entirely opposite to the subsequent one 
of maturer life, has been noticed of many. Even a dis- 
cerning parent or mast-er has entirely failed to develope the 
genius of the youth, who has afterwards ranked among^ 
eminent men ; we ought as little to decide from early un- 
favourable appearances, as from inequality of talent. The 
great Isaac Barbow's father used to say, that if it pleased 
God to take from him any of his children, he hoped it might 
be Isaac, as the least promising ; and during the three years 
Barrow passed at the Charter-house, he was remarkable only 
for the utter negligence of his studies and of his person. The 
mother of Shertdav, herself a literary female, pronounced 
early that he was the dullest and most hopeless of her sons. 
BoDMEB, at the head of the lit-erary class in Switzerland, who 
had so frequently discovered and animated the literary youths 
of his country, could never detect the latent genius of 
Gesneb : after a repeated examination of the young man, he 
put his parents in despair with the hopeless award that a 

* This is a remarkable expression from Goldsmith : but it is much more 
80 when we bear it from Lord Byron. See a note in the following chapter, 
on **The First Studies," p. 56. 
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mind of so ordinary a cast inust confine itself to mere writ- 
ing and accompts. One fact, however, Bodmer had over- 
looked when he pronounced the fate of our poet and artist — 
the dull youth, who could not retain barren words, discovered 
an active fancy in the image of things. While at his gram- 
mar lessons, as it happened to Lucian, he was employing 
tedious hours in modelling in wax, groups of men, animals, 
and other figures, the rod of the pedagogue ofben interrupted 
the fingers of our infant moulder, who never ceased working 
to amuse his little sisters with his waxen creatures, which 
constituted all his happiness. Those arts of imitation were 
already possessing the soul of the boy Gesner, to which 
afterwards it became so entirely devoted. 

Thus it happens that in the first years of life the education 
of the youth may not be the education of his genius ; he 
lives unknown to himself and others. In all these cases na- 
ture had dropped the seeds in the soil : but even a happy 
disposition must be concealed amidst adverse circumstances : 
I repeat, that genius can only make that its own which is 
homogeneous with its nature. It has happened to some 
men of genius during a long period of their lives, that an un- 
settled impulse, unable to discover the object of its apti- 
tude, a thirst and fever in the temperament of too sentient a 
being, which cannot find the occupation to which only it can 
attach itself, has sunk into a melancholy and querulous spirit, 
weary with the burthen of existence ; but the instant the 
latent talent had declared itself, his first work, the eager off- 
spring of desire and love, has astonished the world at once 
with the birth and the maturity of genius. 

We are told that Pelegbino Tibaldi, who afterwards 
obtained the glorious title of " the reformed Michael Angelo," 
long felt the strongest internal dissatisfaction at his own 
proficiency, and that one day, in melancholy and despair, he 
had retired from the city, resolved to starve himself to death : 
his firiend discovered him, and having persuaded him to 
change his pursuits from painting to architecture, he soon 
rose to eminence. This story D'Argenville throws some 
doubt over; but as Tibaldi during twenty years abstained 
from his pencil, a singular circumstance seems explained by 
an extraordinary occurrence. Tasso, with feverish anxiety 
pondered on five different subjects before he could decide in the 
choice of his epic ; the same embarrassment was long the fate 
of Gibbon on the subject of his history. Some have sunk into 
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a deplorable state of utter languishment, from the cirenm- 
stauce of being deprived of the means of pursuing their be- 
loved study, as in the case of the chemist Bebgmak. His 
friends, to gain him over to the more lucrative professions, 
deprived him of his books of natural history ; a plan which 
nearly proved fatal to the youth, who Mrith declining health 
quitted the university. At length ceasing to struggle with 
the conflicting desire within him, his renewed enthusiasm for 
his favourite science restored the health he had lost in aban- 
doning it. 

It was the view of the tomb of Virgil which so powerfully- 
influenced the innate genius of Boooaooio, and fixed his in- 
stant decision. As yet young, and in the neighbourhood of 
Naples, wandering for recreation, he reached the tomb of the 
Mantuan. Pausing before it, his youthful mind began to 
meditate. Struck by the universal glory of that great name, 
he lamented his own fortune to be occupied by the obscure 
details of merchandise; already he sighed to emulate the 
fame of the Roman, and as Yillani tells us, from that day he 
abandoned for ever the occupations of commerce, dedicating 
himself to literature. Pboctob, the lost Phidias of our 
country, would ofben say, that he should never have quitted 
his mercantile situation, but for the accidental sight of 
Barry's picture of " Venus rising from the Sea ;" a picture 
which produced so immediate an effect on his mind, that it 
determined him to quit a lucrative occupation. Surely we 
cannot account for such sudden effusions of the mind, and 
such instant decisions, but by the principle of that predispo- 
sition which only waits for an occasion to declare itself. 

Abundant facts exhibit genius unequivocally discovering 
itself in youth. In general, perhaps, a master-mind exhibits 
precocity. " Whatever a young man at first applies himself 
to, is commonly his delight afterwards." This remark was 
made by Habtley, who has related an anecdote of the in- 
fancy of his genius, which indicated the manhood. He de- 
clared to his daughter that the intention of writing a book 
upon the nature of man, was conceived in his mind when he 
was a very little boy — when swinging backwards and for- 
wards upon a gate, not more than nine or ten years old ; he 
was then meditating upon the nature of his own mind, how 
man was made, and for what future end. Such was the true 
origin, in a boy of ten years old, of his celebrated book on 
<< The Frame, the Duty, and the Expectation of Man.'* Joh5 
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HnrrBB conceived his notion of the principle of life, which 
to his last day formed the subject of his inquiries and expe- 
riments, when he was very young ; for at that period of life, 
Mr. Abemethy tells us, he began his observations on the 
incubated egg, which suggested or corroborated his opinions. 

A learned friend, and an observer of men of science, has 
supplied me with a remark highly deserving notice. It is an 
ob^rvation that will generidly hold good, that the most 
important systems of theory, however late they may be pub- 
lished, have been formed at a very early period of life. This 
important observation may be verified by some striking 
facts. A most curious one will be found in Lord Bacon's 
letter to Father Fulgentio, where he gives an account of his 
projecting his philosophy thirty years before, during his 
youth. Milton from early youth mused on the composition 
of an epic. De Thou has himself told us, that from his 
tender youth his mind was full of the idea of composing a 
history of his own times ; and his whole life was passed in 
preparation, and in a continued accession of materials for a 
future period. From the age of twenty, Montesquieu was 
preparing the materials of L* Esprit des Loix, by extracts 
from the immense volumes of civil law. Till'emont's vast 
labours were traced out in his mind at the early age of nine- 
teen^ on reading Baronius ; and some of the finest passages 
in Racine's tragedies were composed while a pupil, wan- 
dering in the woods of the Port-Royal. So true is it that 
the seeds of many of our great literary and scientific works 
were lying, for many years antecedent to their being given 
to the world, in a latent state of germination.* 

The predisposition of genius has declared itself in painters 
and poets, who were such before they understood the nature 

* I need not to be reminded, that I am not worth mentioning among the 
jUastrioas men who have long formed the familiar subjects of my delightful 
researches. But with the middling as well as with the great, the same 
habits must operate. Early in life, I was struck by the inductiye philo- 
sophy of Bacon, and sought after a Moral Experimental Philosophy ; and I 
had then in my mind an observation of Lord Bolingbroke^s, for I see I 
qnoted it thirty years ago, that "Abstract or general propositions, though 
never so true, appear obscure or doubtful to us very often till they are ex- 
plained by examples." So far back as in 1793 I published ** A Disserta- 
tion on Anecdotes," with the simplicity of a young votary; there I 
deduced results, and threw out a magnificent project not very practicable. 
From that time to the hour I am now writing, my metal has been running 
in this mould, and I still keep casting philosophy into anecdotes, and 
juieodotes into philosophy. As I began I fear I shall end. 
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of colours and the arts of verse ; and this vehement propen- 
sity, so mysteriously constitutional, may be traced in other 
intellectual characters besides those which belong to the class 
of imagination. It was said that Pitt was horn a minister ; 
the late Dr. Shaw I always considered as one horn a iiatu- 
ralist, and I know a great literary antiquary who seems to 
me to have been also horn such ; for the passion of curiosity 
is as intense a faculty, or instinct, with some casts of mind^ 
as is that of invention with poets and painters : I confess that 
to me it is genius in a form in which genius has not yet been 
suspected to appear. One of the biographers of Sir Hans 
Sloane expresses himself in this manner : — " Our author's 
thirst for knowledge seems to have been horn with him, so 
that his Cahinet of Barities may be said to have commenced 
with his heing,*' This strange metaphorical style has only 
confused an obscure truth. Sloake, early in life, felt an 
irresistible impulse which inspired him with the most en- 
larged views of the productions of nature, and he exulted in 
their accomplishment; for in his will he has solemnly re- 
corded, that his collections were the fruits of his early devo- 
tion, having had from my youth a strong inclination to the 
study of plants and all other productions of ^nature. The 
vehement passion of PEifiSSO for knowledge, according to 
accounts which Gassendi received from old men who had 
known him as a child, broke out as soon as he had been 
taught his alphabet ; for then his delight was to be handling 
books and papers, and his perpetual inquiries after their con- 
tents obliged them to invent something to quiet the child's 
insatiable curiosity, who was hurt when told that he had not 
the capacity to understand them. He did not study as an 
ordinary scholar, for he never read but with perpetual re- 
searches. At ten years of age, his passion for the studies of 
antiquity was kindled at the sight of some ancient coins dog 
up in his neighbourhood ; then that vehement passion for 
knowledge '* began to bum like fire in a forest,** as Gassendi 
happily describes the fervour and amplitude of the mind of 
this man of vast learning. Bavle, who was an experienced 
judge in the history of genius, observes on two friars, one of 
whom was haunted by a strong disposition to aenealogical^ 
and the other to geographical pursuits, that, '* let a man do 
what he will, if nature incline us to certain things, there is 
no preventing the gratification of our desire, though it lies 
bid under a monk's frock.*' It is not, therefore, as the world 
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19 spt to imagine, only poets &nd painters for nhom ia reserved 
this restless and impetuous propensity for their particular 
pursuits ; I claim it for the man of science as well as for the 
man of im^nation. And I confess that I consider this 
ittong hent of the mind in men eminent in pursuits in whicK 
un^ination is little concerned, and whom men of genius have 
cbosea to remove so far from their class, as another gifted 
aptitude. They, too, share in the glorious fever of genius, 
and we feel how just was the expression formerly used, of 
"their thir»t for knowledge." 

But to return to the men of genius who answer more 
Btrictly to the popular notion of inventors. We have Boc- 
caccio's own words for a proof of his early natural tendency 
to tale- writing, in a passage of his genealogy of the gods :— 
" Before seveu years of age, when as yet I bad met with no 
stories, was without a master, and hardly knew my letters, 
I had a natural talent for fiction, and produced some little 
tales." Thus the " Deeamerone" was appearing much earlier 
than we suppose. Debcabttb, while yet a boy, indulged such 
habits of deep meditation, that he was nicknamed by his com- 
panions " The Philosopher," always questioning, and ever 
settling the cause and the effect. He was twenty-five years 
of age before he left the army, but the propensity for medita- 
tion had been early formed ; and he has himself given an 
account of the pursuits which occupied his youth, and of the 
prc^fress of his genius ; of the secret struggle which he so 
long maiutaised with his own mind, wandering in conceal- 
meut over the world for more than twenty years, and, as he 
says of himself, like the statuary labouring to draw out a 
Minerva from the marble block. Michael Angelo, as yet 
a child, wherever he went, busied himself in drawing; and 
when bis noble parents, I • ■> ■ - -' "— —- 
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he conceived the project of quitting his native Seville and 
flying to Italy — ^the fever of genius broke forth with all its 
restlessness. But he was destitute of the most ordinary 
means to pursue a journey, and forced to an expedient, he 
purchased a piece of canvas, which dividing into parts, he 
painted on each figures of saints, landscapes, and flowers — 
an humble merchandise of art adapted to the taste and devout 
feelings of the times, and which were readily sold to the 
adventurers to the Indies. With these small means he d&> 
parted, having communicated his project to no one except to 
a beloved sister, whose tears could not prevail to keep the 
lad at home; the impetuous impulse had blinded him to 
the perils and the impracticability of his wild project. He 
reached Madrid, where the great Yelasqitez, his country- 
man, was struck by the ingenuous simplicity of the youth, 
who urgently requested letters for Rome; but when that 
noble genius understood the purport of this romantic journey. 
Yelasqusz assured him that he need not proceed to Italy to 
learn the art he loved. The great master opened the royal 
galleries to the youth, and cherished his studies. MT7itiLi<o 
returned to his native city, where, from his obscurity, he had 
never been missed, having ever lived a retired life of silent 
labour ; but this painter of nature returned to make the city 
which had not noticed his absence the theatre of his glory. 

The same imperious impulse drove Caxlot, at the age of 
twelve years, from his father's roof. His parents, from pre- 
judices of birth, had conceived that the art of engraving was 
one beneath the studies of their son ; but the boy had listened 
to stories of the miracles of Italian art, and with a curiosity 
predominant over any self-consideration, one morning the 
genius flew away. Many days had not elapsed, when finding 
himself in the utmost distress, with a gang of gipsies he 
arrived at Florence. A merchant of Nancy discovei^ed him, 
and returned the reluctant boy of genius to his home. Again 
he flies to Italy, and again his brother discovers him, and 
reconducts him to his parents. The father, whose patience 
and forgiveness were now exhausted, permitted his son to 
become the most original genius of fVench art— one who, 
in his vivacious groups, the touch of his graver, and the 
natural expression of his figures, anticipated the creations of 
H(^rarth. 

Facts of this decisive character are abundant. See the boy 
NAiiT£UiL hiding himself in a tree to pursue the delightful 
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exercise of his pencil, while his parents are averse to their son 
practising his young art ! See Handel, intended for a doctor 
of the civil laws, and whom no parental discouragement could 
deprive of his enthusiasm, for ever touching harpsichords, and 
having secretly conveyed a musical instrument to a retired 
apartment, listen to him when, sitting through the night, he 
awakens his harmonious spirit ! Ohserve FEsavsoK, the child 
of a peasant, acquiring the art of reading without any one 
suspecting it, hy hstening to his father teaching his brother ; 
observe him making a wooden watch without the shghtest 
knowledge of mechanism; and while a shepherd, studying, 
like an ancient Chaldean, the phenomena of the heavenS| 
on a celestial globe formed by his own hand. That great 
mechanic, Smeaton, when a child, disdained the ordinary 
playthings of his age; he collected the tools of workmen, 
observed them at their work, and asked questions till he could 
work himself. One day, having watched some millwrights, 
the child was shortly after, to the distress of the family, dis- 
covered in a situation of extreme danger, fixing up at the 
top of a bam a rude windmill. Many circumstajices of this 
nature occurred before his sixth year. His father, an attor- 
ney, sent him up to London to be brought up to the same 
profession ; but he declared that " the study of the law did 
not suit the hent of his genius^^ — a term he frequently used. 
He addressed a strong memorial to his father, to show his 
utter incompetency to study law ; and the good sense of the 
father abandoned Smeaton " to the bent of his genius in his 
own way." Such is the history of the man who raised the 
Eddy stone Lighthouse, in the midst of the waves, like the rock 
on which it stands. 

Can we hesitate to believe that in such minds there was a 
resistless and mysterious propensity, " growing with the 
growth *' of these youths, who seem to have been placed out 
of the influence of that casual excitement, or any other of 
those sources of genius, so frequently assigned for its pro- 
duction ? 

Yet these cases are not more striking than one related of 
the Abbe La Caille, who ranked among the first astrono- 
mers of the age. La Caille was the son of the parish clerk of 
a village. At the age of ten years his father sent him every 
evening to ring the church beU, but the boy always return^ 
home late : his father was angry, and beat him, and still the 
boy returned an hour after he had rung the bell. The father^ 

E 2 
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suspecting something mysterious in his conduct, one evening 
watched him. He saw his son ascend the steeple, ring the 
hell as usual, and remain there during an hour. When the 
unlucky boy descended, he trembled hke one caught in the 
fact, and on his knees confessed that the pleasure he took in 
watching the stars from the steeple was the real cause which 
detained him from home. As the 'father was not bom to be 
an astronomer, he flogged his son severely. The youth was 
found weeping in the streets by a man of science, who, when 
he discovered in a boy of ten years of age a passion for con- 
templating the stars at night, and one, too, who had discovered 
an observatory in a steeple, decided that the seal of Nature 
had impressed itself on the genius of that boy. Believing 
the parent from the son, and the son from the parent, he 
assisted the young La Caille in his passionate pursuit, and 
the event completely justified the prediction. How children 
feel a predisposition for the studies of astronomy, or mechanics, 
or architecture, or natural history, is that secret in nature we 
have not guessed. There may be a virgin thought as well as 
a virgin habit — ^nature before education — which first opens 
the mind, and ever afterwar^ is shaping its tender folds. 
Accidents may occur to call it forth, but thousands of youths 
have found themselves in parallel situations with Smeaton, 
FEBOUsoiir, and La Caille, without experiencing their 
energies. 

The case of Claibon, the great French tragic actress, who 
seems to have been an actress before she saw a theatre, de- 
serves attention. This female, destined to be a sublime 
tragedian, was of the lowest extraction ; the daughter of a 
violent and illiterate woman, who, with blows and menaces, 
was driving about the child all day to manual labour. '' I 
know not," says Clairon, "whence I derive my disgust, but I 
could not bear the idea to be a mere workwoman, or t6 
remain inactive in a comer." In her eleventh year, being 
locked up in a room as a punishment, with the windows 
fastened, she climbed upon a chair to look about her. A new 
object instantly absorbed her attention. In the house oppo- 
site she observed a celebrated actress amidst her family ; her 
daughter was performing her dancing lesson : the girl Ulairon, 
the future Melpomene, was struck by the influence of this 
graceful and affectionate scene. "All my little being col- 
lected itself into my eyes ; I lost not a single motion ; as soon 
as the lesson ended, all the family applauded, and the mother 



Youthful Studies. 53 

embraced the daughter. The difference of her fate and mine 
filled me with profound grief; my tears hindered me from 
seeing any longer, and when the palpitations of my heart 
allowed me to re-ascend the chair, all had disappeared." This 
scene was a discovery ; from that moment Clairon knew no 
rest, and rejoiced when she could get her mother to confine 
her in that room. The happy girl was a divinity to the un- 
happy one, whose susceptible genius imitated her in every 
gesture and every motion ; and Clairon soon showed the effect 
of her ardent studies. She betrayed in the common inter- 
course of life, all the graces she had taught herself; she 
charmed her friends, and even softened her barbarous mother ; 
in a word, the enthusiastic girl was an actress without know- 
ing what an actress was. 

In this case of the youth of genius, are we to conclude that 
the accidental view of a young actress practising her studies 
imparted the character of Clairon? Could a mere chance 
occurrence have given birth to those faculties which produced 
a sublime tragedian ? In all arts there are talents which may 
be acquired by imitation and reflection, — and thus far may 
genius be educated ; but there are others which are entirely 
the result of native sensibility, which often secretly torment 
the possessor, and which may even be lost from the want of 
development, dissolved into a state of languor from which 
many have not recovered, Clairon, before she saw the young 
actress, and having yet no conception of a theatre — for she had 
never entered one — had in her soul that latent faculty which 
creates a dramatic genius. " Had I not felt like Dido," she 
once exclaimed, " I could not have thus personified her!" 

The force of impressions received in the warm susceptibility 
of the childhood of genius, is probably little known to us ; 
but we may perceive them also working in the moral charac- 
ter, which frequently discovers itself in childhood, and which 
manhood cannot always conceal, however it may alter. The 
intellectual and the moral character are unquestionably closely 
allied. Erasmus acquaints us, that Sir Thomas Moee had 
something ludicrous in his aspect, tending to a smile, — a fea- 
ture which his portraits preserve ; and that he was more 
inclined to pleasantry and jesting, than to the gravity of the 
chancellor. This circumstance he imputes to Sir Thomas 
More " being from a child so delighted with humour, that 
he seemed to be even bom for it.'* And we know that he 
died as he had lived, with a jest on his lips. The hero, who 
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secondaiy causes of considerable influence in developing, or 
even crushing the germ — ^these have been of late often de- 
tected, and sometimes carried to a ridiculous extreme; but 
among them none seem more remarkable than the first studies 
and the first habits. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

The first stndies. — The self-educated are marked by stubborn peculiarities. 
— Their errors. — Their improvement firom the neglect or contempt they 
incur. — The history of self-education in Moses Mendelssohn. — Friends 
usually prejudicial in the youth of genius. — ^A remarkable interview be* 
tween Petrarch in his first studies, and his literary adviser. — Exhorta- 
tion. 

The first studies form an epoch in the history of genius, and 
unquestionably have sensibly influenced its productions. 
Oft^n have the first impressions stamped a character on the 
mind adapted to receive one, as the first step into life has 
often determined its walk. But this, for ourselves, is a far 
distant period in our existence, which is lost in the horizon 
of our own recoUections, and is usually unobserved by others. 
Many of those peculiarities of men of genius which are not 
fortunate, and some which have hardened the character in its 
mould, may, however, be traced to this period. Physicians 
tell us that there is a certain point in youth at which the 
constitution is formed, and on which the sanity of life revolves ; 
the character of genius experiences a similar dangerous period. 
Early bad tastes, early peculiar habits, early defective instruc- 
tions, all the egotistical pride of an untamed intellect, are 
those evil spirits which will dog genius to its grave. An 
early attachment to the works of Sir Thomas Browne pro- 
duced in Johnson an excessive admiration of that Latinised 
English, which violated the native graces of the language ; 
and the peculiar style of Gibbon is traced by himself " to the 
constant habit of speaking one language, and writing another." 
The first studies of Eembeandt affected his after-labours. 
The peculiarity of shadow which marks all his pictures, 
originated in the circumstance of his father's mill receiving 
light from an aperture at the top, which habituated the artist 
afterwards to view all objects as if seen in that magical light. 
The intellectual Potjssin, as Nicholas has been called, could 
never, firom an early devotion to the fine statues of antiquity, 
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extricate his genius on the canvas from the hard forms o£ 
marble : he sculptured with his pencil ; and that cold austerity 
of tone, still more remarkable in his last pictures, as it became 
mannered, chills the spectator on a first glance. When Pops 
was a child, he found in his mother's closet a small library of 
mystical devotion ; but it was not suspected, till the fact was 
discovered, that the effusions of love and religion poured forth 
in his " Eloisa " were caught from the seraphic raptures of 
those erotic mystics, who to the last retained a place in his 
library among the classical bards of antiquity. The acci- 
dental perusal of Quintus Curtius first made Boyle, to use 
his own words, " in love with other than pedantic books, and 
conjured up in him an unsatisfied appetite of knowledge ; so 
that he thought he owed more to Quintus Curtius than did 
Alexander." From the perusal of Eycaut's folio of Turkish 
history in childhood, the noble and impassioned bard of 
our times retained those indelible impressions which gave life 
and motion to the " Giaour," " the Corsair," and " ^p." A 
voyage to the country produced the scenery. Rycaut only 
communicated the impulse to a mind susceptible of the poeti- 
cal character ; and without this Turkish history we should 
still have had the poet.* 

The influence of first studies in the formation of the 

* The following maniiscript note by Lord Byron on this passage, cannot 
£ul to interest the lovers of poetry, as well as the inquirers into the his- 
tory of the human mind. His lordship's recollections of his first readings 
will not alter the tendency of my conjecture ; it only proves that he had 
read much more of Eastern history and manners than £ycaut*s folio, which 
probably led to this class of books : 

*< Enolles— Gantemir— De Tott— Lady M. W. Montagu^Hawkins's 
translation from Mignot's History of the Turks — the Arabian Nights — all 
travels or histories or books upon the East I could meet with, I had read, 
as well as Rycaut, before I was ten years eld, I think the Arabian 
Nights first. After these I preferred the history of naval actions, Don 
Quixote, and SmoUett's novels, particularly Eoderick Bandom, and I was 
passionate for the Roman History. 

*' When a boy I could never bear to read any poetry whatever without 
disgust and relactance." — MS, note by Lord Byron, Latterly Lord Byron 
acknowledged in a conversation held in Greece with Count Qamba, not 
long before he died, ** The Turkish History was one of the first books that 
gave me pleasure when a child ; and I believe it had much influence on my 
subsequent wishes to visit the Levant ; and gave perhaps the Orientid 
colouring which is observed in my poetry." 

I omitted the foUowing note in my last edition, but I shall now preterre 
it, as it may enter into the history of his lordship's character : 

'* When I was in Turkey I was oftener tempted to turn Mussulman than 
poet, and have often regretted nnce that I did not. 1818.'* 
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character of genius is a moral phenomenon which has not 
suflSciently attracted our notice. Feanklin acquaints us that, 
when young and wanting books, he accidentally found De 
Foe's "Essay on Projects,*' from which work impressions 
were derived which afterwards influenced some of the princi- 
pal events of his life. The lectiu'es of Keynolds probably 
originated in the essays of Eichardson. It is acknowledged 
that these iirst made him a painter, and not long afterwards 
an author ; and it is said that many of the principles in his 
lectures may be traced in those first studies. Many were the 
indelible and glowing impressions caught by the ardent Rey- 
nolds from those bewildering pages of enthusiasm ! Sir 
WikXTEB EAWLEiaH, according to a family tradition, when a 
young man, was perpetually reading and conversing on the 
discoveries of Columbus, and the conquests of Cortez and 
Pizarro. His character, as well as the great events of his 
life, seem to have been inspired by his favourite histories ; to 
pass beyond the discoveries of the Spaniards became a pas- 
sion, and the vision of his life. Ifc is formally testified that, 
from a copy of Vegetius de ^e Militari, in the school library 
of St. Paul's, Mablbobough imbibed his passion for a mili- 
tary life. If he could not understand the text, the prints 
were, in such a mind, sufficient to awaken the passion for 
military glory, Eoussea^ in early youth, full of his Plu- 
tarch, while he was also devouring 4he trash of romances, 
could only conceive human nature in the colossal forms, or be 
affected by the infirm sensibility of an imagination mastering 
all his faculties ; thinking like a Eoman, and feeling like a 
Sybarite. The same circumstance happened to Cathebine 
Macauley, who herself has told us how she owed the bent of 
her character to the early reading of the Roman historians ; 
but combining Roman admiration with English faction, she 
violated truth in English characters, and exaggerated r(Hnance 
in her Roman. But the permanent effect of a solitary bias 
in the youth of genius, impelling the whole current of his 
after-life, is strikingly displayed in the remarkable character 
of Archdeacon Blackbtjbne, the author of the famous 
" Confessional," and the curious "Memoirs of Hollis," written 
with such a republican tierc^iess. 

I had long considered the character of our archdeacon as a 
Iu8U8 poUticus et theologicus. Having subscribed to the 
Articles, and enjoying the archdeaconry, he was writing 
against subscription and the whole hierarchy, with a spirit so 
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tunate, for many die amidst a waste of talents and the wreck 
of mind. 

Many a sonl sablime 
Has felt the inflaence of malignant star. 

An unfavourable position in society is a usual obstruction 
in the course of this self-education ; and a man of genius, 
through half his life, has held a contest with a bad, or with 
BO education. There is a race of the late-taught, who, with a 
capacity of leading in the first rank, are mortified to discover 
themselves only on a level with theiir contemporaries. Wnrc- 
KELMAiTN^, who passed his youth in obscure^misery as a village 
schoolmaster, paints feelings which strikingly contrast with 
his avocations. " I formerly filled the office of a school- 
master with the greatest punctuality; and I taught the 
A, B, C, to children with filthy heads, at the moment I was 
aspiring after the knowledge of the beautiful, and meditating, 
low to myself^ on the similes of Homer; then I said to my- 
self, as I still say, * Peace, my soul, thy strength shall sur- 
mount thy cares.' " The obstructions of so unhappy a self- 
education essentially injured his ardent genius, and long he 
secretly sorrowed at this want of early patronage, and these 
habits of life so discordant with the habits of his mind. '' I 
am unfortunately one of those whom the Greeks named 
o^fioBcls, sero aapienteSj the late-learned, for I have appeared 
too late in the world and in Italy. To have done something, 
it was necessary that I should have had an education analo- 
gous to my pursuits, and at your age." This class of the 
late^learned is a useful distinction. It is so with a sister-art ; 
one of the greatest musicians of our country assures me that 
the ear is as latent with many ; there are the late-learned even 
in the musical world. BuD^us declared that he was both 
"self-taught and late-taught." 

The SELF-EDUCATED are marked by stubborn peculiarities. 
Ofben abounding with talent, but rarely with talent in its 
place, their native prodigality has to dread a plethora of 
genius and a delirium of wit : or else, hard but irregular stu- 
dents rich in acquisition, they find how their huddled know- 
ledge, like corn heaped in a granary, for want of ventilation 
and stirring, perishes in its own masses. Not having attended 
to the process of their own minds, and little acquainted with 
that of other men, they cannot throw out their intractable 
knowledge, nor with sympathy awaken by its softening 
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touches the thoughts of others. To conduct their native 
impulse, which had all along driven them, is a secret not 
always discovered, or else discovered late in life. Hence it 
has happened with some of this race, that their first work has 
not announced genius, and their last is stamped with it. 
Some are often judged by their first work, and when they 
have surpassed themselves, it is long ere it is acknowledged. 
They have improved themselves by the very neglect or even 
contempt which their unfortunate efforts were doomed to 
meet ; and when once they have learned what is beautiful, they 
discover a living but unsuspected source in their own wild but 
unregarded originality. Glorying in their strength at the 
time that they are betraying their weakness, yet are they still 
mighty in that enthusiasm which is only disciplined by its 
own fierce habits. Never can the native faculty of genius 
with its creative warmth be crushed out of the human soul ; 
it will work itself out beneath the encumbrance of the most un- 
cultivated minds, even amidst the deep perplexed feelings and 
the tumultuous thoughts of the most visionary enthusiast, 
who is often only a man of genius misplaced.* We may find 
a whole race of these self-taught among the unknown writers 
of the old romances, and tl^ ancient ballads of European 
nations ; there sleep many a Homer and Virgil — ^legitimate 
heirs of their genius, though possessors of decayed estates. 
Btjnyan is the Spenser of the people. The fire burned 
towards Heaven, although the altar was rude and rustic. 

Babby, the painter, has left behind him works not to be 
turned over by the connoisseur by rote, nor the artist who 
dares not be just. That enthusiast, with a temper of mind 
resembling Rousseau's, but with coarser feelings, was the 
same creature of untamed imagination consumed by the same 
passions, with the same fine intellect disordered, and the 
same fortitude of soul ; but he found his self-taught pen, Hke 
his pencil, betray his genius.f A vehement enthusiasm 

* ''One assertion I will venture to make, as suggested by my own ex- 
perience, that there exist folios on the human understanding and the 
nature of man which would have a far juster claim to their high rank and 
celebrity, if in the whole huge volume there could be found as moch ful« 
ness of heart and intellect as burst forth in many a simple page of George 
Fox and Jacob Behmen."— Jlfr. Coleridg^a Biograpkia lAUerarui^ L 148. 

t Like Hogarth, when he attempted to engrave his own works, his ori- 
ginality of style made them differ £rom the tamer and more mechanical 
labours of the professional engraver. They have consequently less beauty, 
but greater vigour. — £d. 
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breaks througli his ill-composed works, throwing the sparks 
of his bold conceptions into the soul of the youth of genius. 
When, in his character of professor, he delivered his lectures 
at the academy, at every pause his auditors rose in a tumult, 
and at every close their hands returned to him the proud 
feelings he adored. This gifted but self-educated man, once 
listening to the children of genius whom he had created about 
him, exclaimed, " Go it, go it, my boys ! they did so at 
Athens.*' This self-formed genius could throw up his native 
mud into the very heaven of his invention ! 

But even such pages as those of Baeet's are the aliment * 
of young genius. Before we can discern the beautiful, must 
we not be endowed with the susceptibility of love ? Must 
not the disposition be formed before even the object appears ? 
I have witnessed the young artist of genius glow and start 
over the reveries of the uneducated Baket, but pause and 
meditate, and inquire over the mature elegance of Reynolds ; 
in the one he caught the passion for beauty, and in the other 
he discovered the beautiful ; with the one he was warm and 
restless, and with the other calm and satisfied. 

Of the difficulties overcome in the self-education of genius, 
we have a remarkable instance in the character of Moses 
Mekdelssohk, on whom literary Germany has bestowed the 
honourable title of "the Jewish Socrates."* So great appa- 
rently were the invincible obstructions which barred out 
Mendelssohn from the world of literature and philo- 
sophy, that, in the history of men of genius, it is something 
like taking in the history of man the savage of Aveyron from 
his woods — who, destitute of a human language, should at 
length create a model of eloquence ; who, without the faculty 
of conceiving a figure, should at length be capable of adding 
to the demonstrations of Euclid ; and who, without a com- 
plex, idea and with few sensations, should at length, in the 
Bublimest strain of metaphysics, open to the world a new 
view of the immortality of the soul ! 

Mendelssohn, the son of a poor rabbin, in a village in 

* I composed the life of Mendelssohn so fax back as in 1798, in a 
periodical publication, whence our late biographers have drawn their no- 
tices ; a juvenile production, which happened to excite the attention of the 
late Babrt, then not personally known to me ; and he gave all the im- 
mortality his poetical pencil could bestow on this man of genius, by im- 
mediately placing in his Elysium of Genius Mendelssohn shaking hands 
with Addison, who wrote on the truth of the Christian religion, and near 
Locks, the English master of Mendelssohn's mind. 
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Germany, received an education completely rabbinical, and 
its nature must be comprehended, or the term of education 
would be misunderstood. The Israelites in Poland and 
Germany live with all the restrictions of their ceremonial law 
in an insulated state, and are not always instructed in the 
language of the country of their birth. They employ for 
their common intercourse a barbarous or patois Hebrew ; 
while the sole studies of the yoimg rabbins are strictly con- 
fined to the Talmud, of which the fundamental principle, like 
the Sonna of the Turks, is a pious rejection of every species 
of profane learning. This ancient jesdous spirit, which walls 
in the understanding and the faith of man, was to shut out 
what the imitative Catholics afterwards called heresy. It is, 
then, these numerous folios of the Talmud which the true 
Hebraic student contemplates through all the seasons of life, 
as the Fatuecos in their low valley imagine their surrounding 
moimtains to be the confines of the universe. 

Of such a nature was the plan of Mendelssohn's first 
studies ; but even in his boyhood this conflict of study ocoa* 
sioned an agitation of his spirits, which afiected his life ever 
after. Rejecting the Talmudical dreamers, he caught a 
nobler spirit from the celebrated Maimonides ; and his native 
sagacity was already clearing up the surroimding darkness. 
An enemy not less hostile to the enlargement of mind than 
voluminous legends, presented itself in the indigence of his 
father, who was compelled to send away the youth on foot 
to Berlin, to find labour and bread. 

At Berlin, Mendelssohn becomes an amanuensis to an- 
other poor rabbin, who could only still initiate him into the 
theology, the jurisprudence, and the scholastic philosophy of 
his people. Thus, he was as yet no farther advanced in that 
philosophy of the mind in which he was one day to be the 
rival of Plato and Locke, nor in that knowledge of literature 
which was finally to place him among the first polished 
critics of Germany. 

Some unexpected event occurs which gives the first great 
impulse to the mind of genius. Mendelssohn received this 
from the companion of his misery and his studies, a man of 
congenial but maturer powers. He was a Polish Jew, ex- 
pelled from the communion of the orthodox, and the calum- 
niated student was now a vagrant, with more sensibility than 
fortitude. But this vagrant was a philosopher, a poet, a 
naturalist, and a mathematician. Mendelssohn, at a distant 
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day, never alluded to him without tears. Thrown together 
into the same situation, they approached each other hy the 
same sympathies, and communicating in the only language 
which Mendelssohn could speak, the Polander voluntarily un- 
dertook his literary education. 

Then was seen one of the most extraordinary spectacles in 
the history of modern literature. Two houseless Hebrew 
youths might be discovered, in the moonlit streets of BerUn, 
sitting in retired comers, or on the steps of some porch, tlie 
one instructing the other, with a Euclid in his hand ; but 
what is more extraordinary, it was a Hebrew version, com- 
posed by the master for a pupil who knew no other language. 
Who could then have imagined that the future Plato of 
Germany was sitting on those steps ! 

The Polander, whose deep melancholy had settled on his 
heart, died — ^yet he had not lived in vain, since the electric 
spark that lighted up the soul of Mendelssohn had fallen 
from his own. 

Mendelssohn was now left alone ; his mind teeming with 
its chaos, and still master of no other language than that 
barren idiom which was incapable of expressing the ideas he 
was meditating on. He had scarcely made a step into the 
philosophy of his age, and the genius of Mendelssohn had 
probably been lost to Germany, had not the singularity of 
his studies and the cast of his mind been detected by the 
sagacity of Dr. Kisch. The aid of this physician was mo- 
mentoiis ; for he devoted several hours every day to the 
instruction of a poor youth, whose strong capacity he had 
the discernment to perceive, and the generous temper to aid. 
Mendelssohn was soon enabled to read Locke in a Latin 
version; but with such extreme pain, that, compelled to 
search for every word, and to arrange their Latin order, and 
at the same time to combine metaphysical ideas, it was ob- 
served t]^sit he did not so much translate, as guess by the 
force of meditation. 

This prodigious effort of his intellect retarded his progress, 
but invigorated his habit, as the racer, by running against 
the hill, at length courses with facility. 

A succeeding effort was to master the living languages, 
and chiefly the English, that he might read his favourite 
Locke in his own idiom. Thus a great genius for meta- 
physics and languages was forming itself alone, without aid. 

It is curious to detect, in the character of genius, the 
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eflPects of local and moral influences. There resulted from 
Mendelssohn's early situation certain defects in his Jewish 
education, and numerous impediments in his studies. Inhe- 
riting but one language, too obsolete and naked to serve the 
purposes of modem philosophy, he perhaps overvalued his 
new acquisitions, and in his delight of knowing many Ian* 
guages, he with difficulty escaped from remaining a mere 
philologist ; while in his philosophy, having adopted the pre- 
vailing principles of Wolf and Baumgarten, his genius was 
long without the courage or the skill to emancipate itself 
from their rusty chains. It was more than a step which had 
brought him into their circle, but a step was yet wanting to 
escape from it. 

At length the mind of Mendelssohn enlarged in literary 
intercourse : he became a great and original thinker in many 
beautiful speculations in moral and critical philosophy; 
while he had gradually been creating a style which the critics 
of Germany have declared to be their first luminous model of 
precision and elegance. Thus a Hebrew vagrant, first per- 
plexed in the voluminous labyrinth of Judaical learning, in 
his middle age oppressed by indigence and malady, and in his 
mature life wrestling with that commercial station whence 
he derived his humble independence, became one of the 
master-writers in the literature of his country. The history 
of the mind of Mendelssohn is one of the noblest pictures of 
the self-education of genius. 

Friends, whose prudential counsels in the business of life 
are valuable in our youth, are usually prejudicial in the youth 
of genius. The multitude of authors and artists origmates 
in the ignorant admiration of their early friends ; while the 
real genius has often been disconcerted and thrown into de- 
spair by the false judgments.of his domestic circle. The pro- 
ductions of taste are more unfortunate than those which 
depend on a chain of reasoning, or the detail of facts ; these 
are more palpable to the common judgments of men ; but 
taste is of such rarity, that a long life may be passed by 
some without once obtaining a familiar acquaintance with a 
mind so cultivated by knowledge, so tried by experience, and 
so practised by converse with the literary world, that its 
prophetic feeling can anticipate the public opinion. When 
a young writer's first essay is shown, some, through mere 
inability of censure, see nothing but beauties ; others, from 
mere imbecility, can see none; and others, out of pure 
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malice, see nothing but faults. "I was soon disgusted," 
says Gibbon, " with the modest practice of reading the ma- 
nuscript* to my friends. Of such friends some will praise for 
politeness, and some will criticise for vanity." Had several 
of our first writers set their fortunes on the cast of their 
friends' opinions, we might have lost some precious compo- 
sitions. The friends of Thomson discovered nothing but 
faults in his early productions, one of which happened to be 
his noblest, the "Winter;" they just could discern that these 
abounded with luxuriances, without being aware that they 
were the luxOriances of a poet. He had created a new 
school in art — and appealed from his circle to the public. 
From a manuscript letter of our poet's, written when em- 
ployed on his " Summer," I tranpcribe his sentiments on his 
former literary friends in Scotland — he is writing to Mallet : 
" Far from defending these two lines, I damn them to the 
lowest depth of the poetical' Tophet, prepared of old for 
Mitchell, Morrice, Book, Cook, Beckingham, and a long &c. 
Wherever I have evidence, or think 1 have evidence, which 
is the same thing, I'll be as obstinate as all the mules in 
Persia." This poet of warm affections felt so irritably the 
perverse criticisms of his learned friends, that they were to 
share alike a poetic Hell — probably a sort of Dunciad, or 
lampoons. One of these " blasts" broke out in a vindictive 
epigram on Mitchell, whom he describes with a "blasted 
eye ;" but this critic literally having one, the poet, to avoid 
a personal reflection, could only consent to make the blemish 
more active — 

Why all not faults, injarions Mitchell ! why 
Appears one beauty to thy blasting eye ? 

He again calls him "the planet-blasted, Mitchell." Of 
another of these critical friends he speaks with more sedate- 
ness, but with a strong conviction that the critic, a very 
sensible man, had no sympathy with the poet. " Aikman's 
reflections on my writings are very good, but he does not in 
them regard the turn of my genius enough ; should I alter 
my way, I would write poorly. I must choose what appears 
to me the most significant epithet, or I cannot with any 
heart proceed." The " Mirror,"* when periodically published 

* This weekly journal was chiefly supported by the abilities of the 
rising young inen of the Scottish Bar. Henry Mackenzie, the author of 
the "Man of Feeling," was the principal contributor. The publication 
was commenced in January, 1779, and concluded May, 1790. — Ed. 

r 
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in Edinburgh, was " fastidiously" received, as all " home- 
productions" are: but London avenged the cause of the 
author. When Swift introduced Pabkell to Lord'Boling- 
broke, and to the world, he observes, in his Journal, " it is 
pleasant to see one who hardly passed for anything in Ireland, 
make his way here with a Uttle friendly forwarding." Mon- 
taigne has honestly told us that in his own province they 
considered that for him to attempt to become an author was 
perfectly ludicrous : at home, says he, " I am compelled to 
purchase printers ; while at a distance, printers purchase me." 
There is nothing more trying to the judgment of the friends 
of a young man of genius than the invention of a new 
manner : without a standard to appeal to, without bladders 
to swim, the ordinary critic sinks into irretrievable distress ; 
but usually pronounces against novelty. When Betkolbs 
returned from Italy, warm with all the excellence of his art, 
and painted a portrait, his old master, Hudson, viewing it, 
and perceiving no trace of his own manner, exclaimed that 
he did not paint so well as when he lefb England; while 
another, who conceived no higher excellence than Kneller, 
treated with signal contempt the future Raphael of England. 
If it be dangerous for a young writer to resign himself to 
the opinions of his friends, he also incurs some peril in passing 
them >vrith inattention. He wants a Quintilian. One mode to 
obtain such an invaluable critic is the cultivation of his own 
judgment in a round of reading and meditation. Let him at 
once supply the marble and be himself the sculptor : let the 
great authors of the world be his gospels, and the best critics 
their expounders ; irom the one he will draw inspiration, and 
from the others he will supply those tardy discoveries in 
art which he who solely depends on his own experience may 
obtain too late. • Those who do not read criticism will rarely 
merit to be criticised ; their prog^ss is Uke those who travel 
without a map of the country. The more extensive an 
author's knowledge of what has been done, the greater will 
be his powers in knowing what to do. To obtain originality, 
and eflPect discovery, sometimes requires but a smgle step, if 
we only know from what point to set forwards. This impor- 
tant event in the life of genius has too often depended on 
chance and good fortune, and many have gone down to their 
graves without having discovered their unsuspected talent. 
Ourhan's predominant faculty was an exuberance of imagi- 
nation when excited by passion; but when young he gave no 
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evidence of this peculiar faculty, nor for several years, while 
a candidate for |)ublic distinction, was he aware of his par- 
ticular powers, so slowly his imagination had developed itsdf. 
It was when assured of the secret of his strength that his 
confidence, his ambition, and his industry were excited. 

Let the youth preserve his juvenile compositions, whatever 
these may be ; they are the spontaneous growth, and like the 
plants of the Alps, not always found in other soils ; they are 
his virgin fancies. By contemplating them, he may detect 
some of his predominant habits, resume a former manner 
more happily, invent novelty from an old subject he had 
rudely design^ and ofben may steal from himself some in- 
ventive touches, which, thrown into his most finished com- 
positions, may seem a happiness rather than an art. It was 
in contemplating on some of their earliest and unfinished 
productions, that more than one artist discovered with West 
that " there were inventive touches of art in his first and 
juvenile essay, which, with all his subsequent knowledge and 
experience, he had not been able to surpass." A young 
writer, in the progress of his studies, should ofben recollect 
a fanciful simile of Dryden — 

As those who nnripe veins in mines explore 
On the rich bed again the warm torf lay, 

Till time digests the yet imperfect ore ; 
And know it ^ill be gold another day. 

The youth of genius is that " age of admiration" as sings 
the poet of " Human Life," when the spell breathed into our 
ejff by our genius, fortunate or unfortunate, is — " Aspire!" 
Then we adore art and the artists. It was Kiohabdson's 
enthusiasm which gave Rbtnolds the raptures he caught in 
meditating on the description of a great painter ; and Ret- 
KOLDS thought Raphael the most extraordinary man the 
world had ever produced. West, when a youth, exclaimed 
that "A painter is a companion for kings and emperors!" 
This was the feeling which rendered the thoughts of obscuritj 
painful and insupportable to their young minds. 

But this sunshine of rapture is not always spread over the 
spring of the youthful year. There is a season of self«-contest, 
a period of iaremors, and doubts, and darkness. These fre- 
quent returns of melancholy, sometimes of despondence, which 
is the lot of inexperienced genius, is a secret history of the 
heart, which has been finely conveyed to us by Petrarch, in a 
conversation with John of Florence, to whom the young poet 

e2 
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often resorted when dejected, to reanimate his failing powers, 
to confess his faults, and to confide to him his dark and 
wavering resolves. It was a question with Petrarch, whether 
he should not turn away from the pursuit of literary fame, by- 
giving another direction to his life. 

" I went one day to John of Florence in one of those ague- 
fits of faint-heartedness which often happened to me; he 
received me with^ his accustomed kindness. ' What ails 
you?* said he, * you seem oppressed with thought: if I am 
not deceived, something has happened to you.' ' You do not 
deceive yomrself, my father (for thus I used to call him), and 
yet nothing newly has happened to me ; but I cdme to confide 
to you that my old melancholy torments me more than usual. 
You know its nature, for my heart has always been opened 
to you ; you know all which I have done to draw myself out 
of the crowd, and to acquire a name ; and surely not without 
some success, since I have your testimony in my favour. 
Are you not the truest man, and the best of critics, who have 
never ceased to bestow on me your praise — and what need I 
more ? Have you not often told me that I am answerable to 
God for the talents he has endowed me with, if I neglected 
to cultivate them P Your praises were to me as a sharp spur : 
I applied myself to study with more ardour, insatiable even 
of my moments. Disdaining the beaten paths, I opened a 
new road ; and I flattered myself that assiduous labour would 
lead to something great ; but I know not how, when I thought 
myself highest, I feel myself fallen ; the spring of my mind 
has dried up ; what seemed easy once, now appears to me 
above my strength ; I stumble at every step, and am ready- 
to sink for ever into despair. I return to you to teach me, 
or at least advise me. Shall I for ever quit my studies ? 
Shall I strike into some new course of life ? My father, have 
pity on me ! draw me out of the frightful state ia which I 
am lost.' I could proceed no farther without shedding tears. 
' Cease to afflict yourself, my son,' said that good man ; ' your 
condition is not so bad as you think : the truth is, you knew 
little at the time you imagined you knew much. The dis- 
covery of your ignorance ia the first great step you have 
made towsurds true knowledge. The veil is lifbed up, and you 
now view those deep shades of the soul which were concealed 
from you by excessive presumption. In ascending an elevated 
spot, we graduaUy discover many things whose existence be- 
fore was not suspected by us. Persevere in the career which 
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you entered with my advice ; feel confident that God will not 
ahandon you : there are maladies which the patient does not 
perceive; hut to he aware of the disease, is the first step 
towards the cure.*" 

This remarkable literary interview is here given, that it 
may perchance meet the eye of some kindred youth at one of 
those lonely moments when a Shakspeare may have thought 
himself no poet, and a Baphael believed himself no painter. 
Then may the tender wisdom of a John of Florence, in the 
cloudy despondency of art, lighten up the vision of its glory ! 

iNaEiJTJOTJs Youth ! if, in a constant perusal of the master- 
writers, you see your own sentiments anticipated — ^if, in the 
tumult of your mind, as it comes in contact with theirs, new 
sentiments arise — if, sometimes, looking on the public favou- 
rite of the hour, you feel that within which prompts you to 
imagine that you could rival or surpass him — if, in meditating 
on the confessions of every man of genius, for they all have 
their confessions, you find you have experienced the same 
sensations from the same circumstances, encountered the same 
difficulties and overcome tbem by the same means ; then let 
not your courage be lost in your admiration, but listen to 
that "still small voice" in your heart wWch cries with 
CoKKEQGio and with Montesquieu, "Ed io anche son 
pittore!" 



CHAPTER VII. 

Of the irritability of genius. — Genius in society often in a state of suffer- 
ing. — Equality of temper more prevalent among men of letters. — Of the 
occupation of making a great name. — Anxieties of the most successful. — 
Of the inventors. — Writers of learning. — ^Writers of taste. — Artists. 

The modes of life of a man of genius, often tinctured by 
eccentricity and enthusiasm, maintain an eternal conflict with 
the monotonous and imitative habits of society, as society is 
carried on in a great metropolis, where men are necessarily 
alike, and where, in perpetual intercourse, they shape them- 
selves to one another. 

The occupations, the amusements, and the ardour of the 
man of genius are at discord with the artificial habits of life : 
in the vortexes of business, or the world of pleasure, crowds of 
human beings are only treading in one another's steps. The 
pleasures and the sorrows of this active multitude are not his, 
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while his are not ohvious to them ; and his favourite occupa- 
tions strengthen his peculiarities, and increase his sensibility. 
Genius in society is often in a state of sufSsring. Professional 
characters, who are themselves so often literary, yielding to 
their predominant interests, conform to that assumed ur- 
banity which levels them with ordinary minds ; but the man 
of genius cannot leave himself behind in the cabinet he quits ; 
the train of his thoughts is not stopped at will, and in the 
range of conversation the habits of his mind will prevail : the 
poet will sometimes muse till he modulates a verse ; the artist 
18 sketching what a moment presents, and a moment changes ; 
the philosophical historian is suddenly absorbed by a new 
combination of thought, and, placing his hands over his eyes, 
is thrown back into the Middle Ages. Thus it happens that 
an excited imagination, a high-toned feeling, a wandering re- 
verie, a restlessness of temper, are perpetually carrying the 
man of g^us out of the processional line of the mere conver- 
sationists. Like all solitary beings, he is much too sentient, 
and prepares for defence even at a random t<ouch or a chance 
hit. His generalising views take things only in masses, 
while in his rapid emotions he interrogates, and doubts, and 
is caustic ; in a word, he thinks he converses while he is at his 
studies. Sometimes, apparently a complacent listener, we 
are mortified by detecting the absent man : now he aj^pears 
humbled and spiritless, ruminating over some failure which, 
probably may be only known to himself; and now haughty 
and hardy for a triumph he has obtained, which yet remains 
a secret to the world. No man is so apt to indulge the ex- 
tremes of the most opposite feelings : he is sometimes inso- 
lent, and sometimes querulous ; now the soul of tenderness 
and tranquillity, — then stung by jealousy, or writhing in 
aversion ! A fever shakes his spirit ; a fever which has some- 
times generated a disease, and has even produced a slight per- 
turbation of the faculties.* In one of those manuscript notes 

* I have giyen a histoiy of Utertury quarrels frompermmal motwu, in 
'^ Quarrels of Authors," p. 529. There we find how manj contruTersiei^ 
in which the public get inyolyed, have sprung from some sodden squabUes, 
some neglect of petty civility, some unlucky epithet, or some casual ob- 
servation dropped without much consideration, which mortified or enraged 
the genus irritabile ; a title which from ancient days has been assigned to 
every description of authors. The late Dr. Wills, who had some expe- 
rience in Ms intercourse with many literary characters, observed, that **iii 
whatever regards the fruits of their mental labours, this is universally ac- 
knowledged- to be true* Some of the malevolent passioni indeed fre- 
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by Lord Btboit on this work, which I have wished to preserve, 
I find his lordship observing on the feelings of genius, that 
" the depreciation of the lowest of mankind is more painful 
than the applause of the highest is pleasing." Such is the 
confession of genius, and such its liability to hourly pain. 

Once we were nearly receiving from the hand of genius the 
most curious sketches of the temper, the irascible humours, 
the delicacy of soul, even to its shadowiness, from the warm 
tiboxzos of BiTENs, when he began a diary of the heart, — ^a 
narrative of characters and events, and a chronology of his 
emotions. It was natural for such a creature of sensation 
and passion to project such a regular task, but quite impos- 
sible for him to get through it. The paper-book that he con- 
ceived would have recorded all these things turns out, 
therefore, but a very imperfect document. Imperfect as it 
was, it has been thought proper not to give it entire. Yet 
there we view a warm original mind, when he first stepped 
into the polished circles of society, discovering that he could 
no longer " pour out his bosom, his every thought and float- 
ing fancy, his very inmost soul, with unreserved confidence to 
another, without hazard of losing part of that respect which 
man deserves from man ; or, from the unavoidable imperfec- 
tions attending human nature, of one day repenting his 
confidence." This was the first lesson he learned at Edin- 
burgh, and it was as a substitute for such a human being that 
he bought a paper-book to keep under lock and key : " a 
security at least equal," says he, "to the bosom of any friend 
whatever." Let the man of genius pause over the fragments 
of this " paper-book ;" — ^it will instruct as much as any open 
confession of a criminal at the moment he is about to suffer. 
No man was more afflicted with that miserable pride, the 
infirmity of men of imagination, which is so jealously alive, 
even among their best friends, as to exact a perpetual acknow- 
ledgment of their powers. Our poet, with all his gratitude 
and veneration for " the noble Glencaim," was " wounded to 
the soul" because his lordship showed "so much attention, 
engrossing attention, to the only blockhead at table ; the 
whole company consisted of his lordship, Dunderpate, and 

queotlj become in learned men more than ordinarily strong, from want of 
that restraint upon their excitement which society imposes." A puerile 
critic has reproached me for having drawn my description entirely from my 
own fancy : — ^I have taken it from life ! See further symptoms of this 
disease at the close of the chapter on Self-praise in the present work. ^ 
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myself." This Dunderpate, who dined wifn Lord (Jlencaim, 
might have been a useful citizen, who in some points is of 
more value than an irritable bard. Bums was equally offended 
with another patron, who was also a literary brother, Dr. 
Blair. At the moment, he too appeared to be neglecting the 
irritable poet " for the mere carcass of greatness, or when his 
eye measured the difference of their point of elevation ; I 
say to myself, with scarcely any emotion," (he might have 
added, except a good deal of painful contempt,) " what do I 
care for him or his pomp either ?" — " Dr. Blair's vanity is 
proverbially known among his acquaintance," adds Bums, at 
the moment that the solitary haughtiness of his own genius 
had entirely escaped his self-observation. 

This character of genius is not singular. Grimm tells of 
Mabivatjx, that though a good man, there was something 
dark and suspicious in his character, which made it difficult to 
keep on terms with him ; the most innocent word would 
wound him, and he was always inclined to think that there 
was an intention to mortify him ; this disposition made him 
unhappy, and rendered his acquaintance too painful to endure. 

What a moral paradox, but what an unquestionable fact, is 
the wayward irritability of some of the finest geniuses, which 
is ofben weak to effeminacy, and capricious to childishness ! 
while minds of a less delicate texture are not frayed and 
fretted by casual frictions; and plain sense with a coarser 
grain, is sufficient to keep down these aberrations of their 
feelings. How mortifying is the list of — 

Fears of the brave and follies of the wise I 

Many have been sore and implacable on an allusion to 
some personal defect — on the obscurity of their birth — on 
some peculiarity of habit ; and have suffered themselves to be 
governed in life by nervous whims and chimeras, equally 
fantastic and trivial. This morbid sensibility lurks in the 
temperament of genius, and the infection is often discovered 
where it is not always suspected. Cumberland declared that 
the sensibility of some men of genius is so quick and captious, 
that you must first consider whom they can be happy with, 
before you can promise yourself any happiness with them : if 
you bring uncongenial humours into contact with each other, 
all the objects of society will be frustrated by inattention to 
the proper grouping of the guests. Look round on our con- 
temporaries; every day furnishes facts which confirm our 
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principle. Among the vexations of Pope was the libel of 
" the pictured shape ;"* and even the robust mind of John- 
so'Sf could not suffer to be exhibited as " blinking Sam.^t 
Milton must have delighted in contemplating his own per- 
son ; and the engraver not having reached our sublime bard's 
ideal grace, he has pointed his indignation in four iambics. 
The praise of a skipping ape raised the feeling of envy in that 
child of nature and genius, Goldsmith. Voitube, the son 
of a vintner, like our Peiob, was so mortified whenever 
reminded of his original occupation, that it was bitterly said, 
that wine, which cheered the hearts of all men, sickened the 
heart of Yoiture, Akeijside ever considered his lameness as 
an un supportable misfortune, for it continually reminded him 
of the fi^l of the cleaver from one of his father's blocks. 
Beccabia, invited to Paris by the literati, arrived melancholy 
and silent, and abruptly returned home. At that moment 
this great man was most miserable from a fit of jealousy : a 
young female had extinguished all his philosophy. The poet 
Rousseau was the son of a cobbler ; and when his honest 
parent waited at the door of the theatre to embrace his son 
on the success of his first piece, genius, whose sensibility is 
not always virtuous, repulsed the venerable father with insult 
and contempt. But I will no longer proceed from folly to. 
crime. 

Those who give so many sensations to others must them- 
selves possess an excess and a variety of feelings. We find, 
indeed, that they are censured for their extreme irritability ; 
and that happy equality of temper so prevalent among men 
OF LETTEBS, and which is conveniently acquired by men of 
the world, has been usually refused to great mental powers, 
or to fervid dispositions — authors and artists. The man of 
wit becomes petulant, the profound thinker morose, and the 
vivacious ridiculously thoughtless. 

When EoussEAU once retired to a village, he had to learn 
to endure its conversation ; for this purpose he was compelled 
to invent an expedient to get rid of his uneasy sensations. 
" Alone, I have never known ennui, even when perfectly 

* He was represented as an ill-made monkey in the frontispiece to a 
satire noted in ** Quarrels of Authors," p. 286 (last edition). — Ed. 

f Johnson was displeased at the portrait Reynolds painted of him which 
dwelt on his nearsightedness ; declaring that *•* a man's defects should 
neter be painted." The same defect was made the subject of a caricature 
particularly allusive to critical prejudices in his ** Lives of the Poets," in 
which he is pictured as an owl ** blinking at the stars." — Ed. 
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unoccupied : my imagination, filling the void, was sufficient 
to busy me. . It is only the inactive chit-chat of the room, 
when every one is seated face to face, and only moving their 
tongues, which I never could support. There to be a fixture, 
nailed with one hand on the other, to settle the state of the 
weather, or watch the flies about one, or, what is worse, to 
be bandying compliments, this to me is not bearable." He 
hit on the expedient of making lace-strings, carrying his 
working cushion in his visits, to keep the peace with the 
country gossips. 

Is the occupation of making a great name less anxious and 
precarious than that of making a great fortune ? the progress 
of a man's capital is unequivocal to him, but that of the fame 
of authors and artists is for the greater part of their lives of 
an ambiguous nature. They become whatever the minds or 
knowledge of others make them ; they are the creatures of 
the prejudices and the predispositions of others, and must 
suffer from those precipitate judgments which are the result 
of such prejudices and such predispositions. Time only is the 
certain friend of literary worth, for time makes the world 
disagree among themselves ; and when those who condemn 
discover that there are others who approve, the weaker party 
loses itself in the stronger, and at length they learn that the 
author was far more reasonable than their prejudices had 
allowed them to conceive. It is thus, however, that the regard 
which men of genius find in one place they lose in another. 
We may often smile at the local gradations of genius ; the 
fervid esteem in which an author is held here, and the cold 
indifference, if not contempt, he encounters in another place ; 
here the man of learning is condemned as a heavy drone, and 
there the man of wit annoys the unwitty listener. 

And are not the anxieties of even the most successful men 
of genius renewed at every work — often quitted in despair, 
often returned to with rapture ? the same agitation of the 
spirits, the same poignant delight, the same weariness, the 
same dissatisfaction, the same querulous languishment after 
excellence ? Is the man of genius an invektoe ? the dis- 
covery is contested, or it is not comprehended for ten years 
after, perhaps not during his whole life ; even men of science 
are as children before him. Sir Thomas Bodley wrote to 
Lord Bacon, remonstrating with him on his new mode ofphU 
losophisin^. It seems the fate of all originality of thinking 
to be immediately opposed ; a contemporary is not prepared for 
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iii0 oomprebension, and too often cantiooslj avoids it, firomthe 
{Miadentiail motive which tarns away from a new and solitary 
path. Bacox was not at all understood at home in his own 
day ; his reputation — ^for it was not celebrity — ^was confined 
to his history of Henry YII., and his Essays ; it was long 
after bis death before En^ish writers ventured to quote 
Bacon as an authority ; and with equal simplicity and gran- 
deur, Bacoit called himself "the servant of posterity." 
MoirTESQriEV gave his Esprit des Loix to be read by that 
man in France, whom he conceived to be the best judge, and 
in return received the most mortifying remarks. The great 
philosopher exclaimed in despair, " I see my own age is not 
ripe enough to understand my work ; however, it shall be 
published !" When Kepler published the first rational work 
on comets, it was condemned, even by the learned, as a wild 
dream. Copssnictjs so much dreaded the prejudice of man- 
kind against his treatise on " The Revolutions of the Heavenly 
Bodies," that, by a species of continence of all others most 
difficult to a philosopher, says Adam Smith, he detained it in 
his closet for thirty years tc^ther. Lin^jeds once in despair 
abandoned his beloved studies, from a too irritable feeling of 
the ridicule in which, as it appeared to him, a professor Sie- 
gesbeck had involved his famous system. Penury, neglect, 
and labour Lutk^its could endure, but that his botany should 
become the olject of ridicule for all Stockholm, shook the 
nerves of this great inventor in his science. Let him speak 
for himself. " No one cared how many sleepless nights and 
toilsome hours I had passed, while all with one voice declared, 
that Siegesbeck had annihilated me. I took my leave of Flora, 
who bestows on me nothing but Siegesbecks ; and cgndemned 
my too numerous observations a thousand times over to 
eternal oblivion. What a fool have I been to waste so much 
time, to spend my days in a study which yields no better 
fruit, and makes me the laughing stock of the world." Such 
are the cries of the irritability of genius, and such are often 
the causes. The world was in danger of losing a new science, 
had not Likn^tjs returned to the discoveries which he had 
forsaken in the madness of the mind ! The great SrDENHAM, . 
who, like our Habvet and our Hunter, effected a revolution 
in the science of medicine, and led on alone by the inde- 
pendence of his genius, attacked the most prevailing preju- 
dices, so highly provoked the malignant emulation of his rivals, 
that a conspiracy was raised against the father of our modern 
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practice to bauUh him out of the college, as "guilty of 
ibailiciil hsrwiy." JouK Humier was a great diacoverer in his 
own aciuiica ; but ouu who well knew him has told uh, that few 
of liiii c-oiiteiupuitu'iiM {leivuivMl the ultimate object of his 
jmniuittt 1 au<i his strong anil aotitaiy geniuB laboured to per- 
liivt )iiii ilciu>;ii« without the solace of sympathy, without one 
oliciJi'uig niijii-obHtioii. " We bees do not provide honey for 
tiurwlvc*," I'M-laiuiiid Van Hklmont, when worn out by the 
tiiiU ul' i-lH-uiii>li'y, nud still contemplating, amidst tribufntion 
itLid in'i-svi-uiioii, and appwHchiug death, his " Tree of Life," 
\t liii.'li lie iiiiaKined lie liad discovered in the cedar. But with 
H r-ubliinu mvlaucliuly his spirit breaks out ; " My mind 
hixiitiics some unhiiiud-of thing withiu ; though I, u unpro- 
lltHbli' l'»i' this lil'u, shuil bo buried !" Such were the mighty 
but iiidistini'L iuitioiputions of tbis visionary inventor, the 
Cullifr ..I' uii-dcrn chciiii-itry ! 

1 I'niinotr ijiiit tills stiurt record of the htes of the inrentors 
ill ^1'iciii.v, without tulvi'ftiugto another causeof that irritability 
(>f i;i'iiiuii which is so ototwty CMinected with their pursuits. 
If ttu look into the history of Iheories, we shall be surprised 
lit tho ^UIlt iiuuiboi' whicK have " not left a rack behind." 
And do wu ^ujicosu that the iuTentvin themselves were not 
ul> tiuii^a uluiimil by sevret doubts of their soundnesa and 
nUibiliu 'f I'lvvv I'clt.tooortenfoftheirtepose.thatthe noble 
iiivliilivUii'o which thcv bait nuwd might he built on move- 
iditu nttndii, lUid bw tiiund oiilv in the dust of libraries; a 
i'1>>iid,\ diky, or a tit of tudi^^tiou, would deprive an inventor 
t>l Ills tluvt'v idl at oiKv; and w one of them said, "afler 
lUiuu'r, idl bhitt I bavo written in the morning apjtears to me 
dill k, ini\>ii^ruouit, uoiuK'iisiv'al." At such moments we should 
liiiil tliia mail of Kyiiius iu no pleasant mood. The truecause 
lit tliik iii'iAoUH olatv caiitiot, nay. must not. be confided to 
ll»' woi-UI; lh>- lioiK'vir of hi* darling theory will alvraya be 
• K nil U> liin )iride than the txwfiwiiim of even slight doubts 
\\\\<\\i iiiH,\ >li^ik<.' it* truth. Itiitaeuriuusfactwhichwehave 
loil ii'i'iuil> ilisiMVi'i'vxl, tl>at KovssKiv was disturbed by a 
I' Mi'i )<>> t'v|H'iioi»i-<t. and which we well know was not ua- 
I likImI, tli.il b>« ltl1^1-l,■>\l(' etlueation were false aiidaliaurd. 
II. ,,iiililii,ii .'ii>titivtv'r<-<«>t«p<ureinhisown " Kmile"* with- 
i.i ill „"■! .iHyi lily' nvik had U<on pulili»hed! Heacknow- 
I' >,. ■\ |l..ii. iIl,.i.m\%'I>miisuv iiut1Vng\'«againsthisDotionathaa 
(.. ., I .1 . i.i W^--^ W Hk<>v *<i*irn <n \'66, apparentlj first pab- 
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for them. " I am not displeased," says he, "with myself on 
the style and eloquence, hut I still dread that my writings are 
good for nothing at the hottom, and that all my theories are 
full of extravagance.'* \Je craina toujours que je peche par le 
fondy et que totts mes systemes ne sent que des extravagances^ 
Habtley with his "Vibrations and Vibratiuncles," Leibnitz 
with his" Monads,'* Cudwoeth with his " Plastic Natures,** 
Mai<£Bsanche with his paradoxical doctrine of " Seeing all 
things in God,'* and Btjknet with his heretical " Theory of 
the Earth," must unquestionably at times have betrayed an 
irritability which those about them may have attributed to 
temper, rather than to genius. 

Is our man of genius — ^not the victim of fancy, but the 
slave of truth — a learned author ? Of the living waters of 
human knowledge it, cannot be said that " If a man drink 
thereof, he shall never thirst again.** What volumes remain 
to open ! what manuscript but makes his heart palpitate ! 
There is no term in researches which new facts may not alter, 
and a single date may not dissolve. Truth 1 thou fascinating, 
hut severe mistress, thy adorers are often broken down in thy 
servitude, performing a thousand unregarded task-works! 
Now winding thee through thy labyrinth with a single 
thread, often unravelling — now feeling their way in darkness, 
doubtful if it be thyself they are touching. How much of 
the real labour of genius and erudition must remain con- 
cealed from the world, and never be reached by their penetra- 
tion! Montesquieu has described this feeling after its 
agony : " I thought I should have killed myself these three 
months to finish a morceau (for his great work), which I 
wished to insert, on the origin and revolutions of the civil 
laws in France. You will read it in three hours ; but I do 
assure you that it cost me so much labour that it has 
whitened my hair.*' Mr. Hallam, stopping to admire the 
genius of Gibbon, exclaims, "In this, as in many other 
places, the masterly boldness and precision of his outline, 
which astonish those who have trodden parts of the same 
field, is apt to escape an uninformed reader.** Thrice has my 
learned friend, Shaeon Turnee, recomposed, with renewed 
researches, the history of our ancestors, of which Milton and 
Hume had despaired — thrice, amidst the self-contests of ill- 
health and professional duties ! 

The man of erudition in closing his elaborate work is still 
exposed to the fatal omissions of wearied vigilance, or the 



78 Literary Charaeier. 

accidental knowledge of some inferior mind, and always to the 
reigning taste, whatever it chance to be, of the public. Bi2r- 
net Criticised Vabillas unsparingly ;• but when he wrote 
history himself, Harmer's " Specimen of Errors in Burnet's 
History,'* returned Burnet the pangs which he had inflicted 
on another. Newton's favourite work was his "Chronology," 
which he had written over fifteen times, yet he desisted from. 
its publication during Jiis life-time, from the ill-usage of which 
he complained. Even the "Optics" of Newton had no 
character at home till noticed in France. The calm temper 
of our great philosopher was of so fearful a nature in r^^ard 
to criticism, that Whiston declares that he would not pub- 
lish his attack on the " Chronology," lest it might have 
killed our philosopher ; and thus Bishop Stillotgfleet's 
end was hastened by Loo£b' sconfutation of his metaphysics. 
The feelings of Sir John Mabsham could hardly be less 
irritable when he found his great work tainted by an accusa- 
tion that it was not friendly to revelation.f When the 
learned Pococe published a specimen of his translation of 
Abulpharagias, . an Arabian historian, in 1649, it excited 
great interest ; but in 1663, when he gave the world the 
complete version, it met with no encouragement : in the 
coarse of those thirteen years, the genius of the times had 
changed, and Oriental studies were no longer in request. 

The great Veetilam profoundly felt the retardment of his 
fame ; for he has pathetically expressed this sentiment in his 
testament, where he bequeaths his name to posterity, after 

SOME OENEBATIONS SHALL BE past. BbT7CE SUnk iuto his 

grave defrauded of that just fame which his pride and vivacity 
perhaps too keenly prized, at least for his happiness, and 
which he authoritatively exacted from an unwilling public. 
Mortified and indignant at the reception of his great labour 
by the coldr hearted scepticism of little minds, and the malicious- 
ness of idling wits, he, whose fortitude had toiled through 
a life of difficulty and danger, could not endure the laugh and 
scorn of public opinion ; for Bbitce there was a simoon more 
dreadful than the Arabian, and from which genius cannot 

* For an account of this work, and Burnet's exposS of it, see '* Curio- 
sities of Literature," vol. i. p. 132. — Ed. 

+ This great work the Canon OhronicuSf was published in 1672, and 
was the first attempt to make the Egyptian chronology clear and intelli- 
gible, and to reconcile the whole to the Scripture chronology ; a labour 
he had commenced in JHcUriba Ohronologica, published in 164d. — Ed. 
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hide its head. Yet Bruce only met with the fate which 
Mabco Polo had before encountered ; whose faithful narra- 
tive had been contemned by his contemporaries, and who was 
long thrown aside among legendary writers.* 

Habtet?, though his life was prolonged to his eightieth 
year, hardly lived to see his great discovery of the circulation 
of the blood established : no physician adopted it ; and when 
at length it was received, one party attempted to rob Harvey 
of the honour of the discovery, while another asserted that it 
was so obvious, that they could only express their astonish- 
ment that it had ever escaped observation. Incredulity 
and envy are the evil spirits which have often dogged great 
inventors to their tomb, and there only have vanished. — But 
I seem writing the " calamities of authors," and have only 
begun the catalogue. 

The reputation of a writer of taste is subject to more diffi- 
culties than any other. Similar was the fate of the finest 
ode-writers in our poetry. On their publication, the odes of 
CoLiiiNS could find no readers ; and those of Gbat, though 
ushered into the reading world by the fashionable press of 
Walpole, were condemned as failures. When Racine pro- 
duced his ** Athalie," it was not at all relished : Boileau indeed 
declared that he understood these matters better than the 
public, and prophesied that the public would return to it : 
they did so ; but it was sixty years afterwards ; and Kacine 
died without suspecting that " Athalie " was his masterpiece. 
1 have heard one of our great poets regret that he had devoted 
80 much of his life to the cultivation of his art, which arose 
from a project made in the golden vision of his youth : " at a 
time," said he, " when I thought that the fountain could 
never be dried up." — "Your baggage will reach posterity," 
was observed. — " There is much to spare," was the answer. 

Every day we may observe, of a work of genius, that those 

* His stories of the wealth and population of China, which he described 
as consisting of millions obtained for him the nickname of Marco Milione 
among the Venetians and other small Italian states, who were unable to 
comprehend the greatness of his truthfol narratives of Eastern travel. 
Upon his death-bed he was adjured by his friends to retract his state- 
ments, which he indignantly reused. It was long after ere his truthful- 
ness was established by other travellers ; the Venetian populace gave his 
house the name La Corte di Milioni : and a vulgar caricature of the great 
traveller was always introduced in their carnivals, who was termed Marco 
Milione; and delighted them with the most absurd stories, in which 
everything was computed by millions. — Bd. 
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parts which have all the raciness of the soil, and as such are 
most liked^ by its admirers, are those which are the most 
criticised. Modest critics shelter themselves under that 
general amnesty too freely granted, that tastes are allowed to 
differ ; but we should approximate much nearer to the truth, 
if we were to say, that but few of mankind are prepared to 
relish the beautiful with that enlarged taste which compre- 
hends all the forms of feeling which genius may assume ; 
forms which may be necessarily associated with defects. A 
man of genius composes in a state of intellectual emotion, and 
the magic of his style consists in the movements of his soul ; 
but the art of conveying those movements is far separated from 
the feeling which inspires them. The idea in the mind is not 
always found under the pen, any more than the artist's con- 
ception can always breathe in his pencil. Like Fiaminoo's 
image, which he kept polishing till his friend exclaimed, 
" What perfection would you have ?" — " Alas !" exclaimed the 
sculptor, '' the original I am labouring to come up to is in my 
head, but not yet in my hand.** 

The writer toils, and repeatedly toils, to throw into our 
minds that sympathy with which we hang over the illusion of 
his pages, and become himself. Abtosto wrote sixteen 
different ways the celebrated stanza descriptive of a tempest, 
as appears by his MSS. at Ferrara ; and the version he pre- 
ferred was the last of the sixteen. We know that Pbtbaeoh 
made forty-four alterations of a single verse : " whether for 
the thought, the expression, or the harmony, it is evident 
that as many operations in the heart, the head, or the ear of 
the poet occurred,'* observes a man of genius, Ugo Foscolo. 
Quintilian and Horace dread the over-fondness of an author 
for his comp)sitions : alteration is not always improvement. 
A picture over-finished fails in its effect. If the hand of the 
artist cannot leave it, how much beauty may it undo ! yet 
still he is lingering, still strengthening the weak, still sub- 
duing the daring, still searching for that single idea which 
awakens so many in the minds of others, while often, as it 
once happened, the dash of despair hangs the foam on the 
horse's nostrils. I have known a great sculptor, who for 
twenty years delighted himself with forming in his mind the 
nymph his hand was always creating. How rapturously he 
beheld her ! what inspiration ! what illusion ! Alas ! the last 
five years spoiled the beautiful which he had once reached, 
and could not stop and finish ! 
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The art of composition, indeed, is of such slow attainment, 
that a man of genius, late in life, may discover how its secret 
conceals itself in the habit ; how discipline consists in exercise, 
how perfection comes from experience, and how unity is the 
last effort of judgment. When Fox meditated on a history 
which should last with the language, he met his evil genius 
in this new province. The rapidity and the fire of his elocu- 
tion were extinguished by a pen unconsecrated by long and 
previous study ; he saw that he could not class with the great 
historians of every great people; he complained, while he 
mourned over the fragment of genius which, after such zealous 
preparation, he dared not complete. Gubban, an orator of 
vehement eloquence, often strikingly original, when late in 
life he was desirous of cultivating literary composition, unac- 
customed to its more gradual march, found a pen cold, and 
destitute of every grace. Rousseait has glowingly described 
the ceaseless inquietude by which he obtained the seductive 
doquence of his style ; and has said, that with whatever 
talent a man may be born, the art of writing is not easily ob- 
tained. The existing manuscripts of Rousseau display as 
many erasures as those of Ariosto or Petrarch ; they show his 
eagerness to dash down his first thoughts, and the art by 
which he raised them to the impassioned style of his imagina- 
tion. The memoir of Gibbon was composed seven or nine 
times, and, after all, was left unfinished ; and Buefok tells us 
that he wrote his " Epoques de la Nature " eighteen times 
before it satisfied his taste. Bubns's anxiety in finishing his 
poems was great ; " all my poetry,'* said he, " is the effect of 
easy composition, but of laborious correction." 

Pope, when employed on the Uiad, found it not only 
occupy his thoughts by day, but haunting his dreams by 
night, and once wished himself hanged, to get rid of Homer : 
and that he experienced often such literary agonies, witness 
his description of the depressions and elevations of genius : 

Who pants for glory, finds but short repose ; 
A breath reviyes him, or a breath overthrows f 

When Romnet undertook to commence the first subject 
for the Shakspeare Gallery, in the rapture of enthusiasm, 
amidst the sublime and pathetic labouring in his whole mind, 
arose the terror of failure. The subject chosen was " The 
Tempest ;" and, as Hayley truly observes, it created many a 
tempest in the fluctuating spirits of Romney. The vehement 

G 
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desire of that perfection which genius conceives, and cannot 
always execute, held a perpetual contest with that dejection 
of spirits which degrades the unhappy sufferer, and casts him, 
grovelling among the mean of his cla^. In a national work, 
a man of genius pledges his honour to the world for its per- 
formance ; but to redeem that pledge, there is a darkness in 
the uncertain issue, and he is risking his honour for ever. By 
that work he will always be judged, for public failures are 
never forgotten, and it is not then a party, but the public 
itself, who become his adversaries. With Komkey it was 
" a fever of the mad ;" and his friends could scarcely inspire 
him with sufficient courage to proceed with his arduous 
picture, which exercised his imagination and his pencil for 
several years. I have heard that he built a painting-room 
purposely for this picture ; and never did an anchorite pour 
fourth a more fervent orison to Heaven, than Bomney when 
this labour was complete. He had a fine genius, with all its 
solitary feelings, but he was uneducated, and incompetent 
even to write a letter ; yet on this occasion, relieved from his 
intense anxiety under so long a work, he wrote one of the 
most eloquent. It is a document in the history of g^iius, 
and reveals all those feelings which are here too faintly 
described.* I once heard an amiable author, whose literary 
career has perhaps not answered the fond hopes of his youth, 
half in anger and in love, declare that he would retire to some 
solitude, where, if any one would follow him, he would f(»md 
a new order — the order of the disappoikted. 

Thus the days of a man of genius are passed in labours as 
unremitting and exhausting as those of the artisan. The 
world is not always aware, that to some, meditation, composi- 
tion, and even conversation, may inflict pains undetected by 
the eye and the tenderness of friendship. Whenever Kousseau 
passed a morning in society, it was observed, that in the 
evening he was dissatisfied and distressed ; and John Huin:sB, 
in a mixed company, found that conversation fatigued, instead 
of amusing him. Hawkeswobth, in the second paper of the 

* *' Mt dbab FiUEin), — Tour kindness in rejoicing so heartily at the 
birth of my picture has given me great satisfaction. 

*' There hias been an anxiety labouring in my mind the greater part of 
the last twelvemonth. At times it had nearly overwhelmed me. I 
thought I should absolutely have sunk into despair. ! what a kind 
friend is in those times ! I thank Gbd, whatever my picture may be, 
I can say thus much, I am a greater philosopher and a better Chris- 
tian." 



Anxiety of Authors, 83 

"Adventurer," has drawn, from his own feelings, an eloquent 
comparative estimate of intellectual with corporeal labour; it 
may console the humble mechanic ; and Plato, in his work on 
" Laws," seems to have been aware of this analogy, for he con- 
secrates all working men or artisans to Vulcan and Minerva, 
because both those deities alike are hard labourers. Yet with 
genius all does not terminate, even with the most skilful 
kbour. What the toiling Vulcan and the thoughtful 
Minerva may want, will too often be absent — the presence 
of the Graces. In the allegorical picture of the School of 
Desi^, by Carlo Maratti, where the students are led through 
their various studies, in the opening clouds above the academy 
are seen the Graces, hovering over their pupils, with an in- 
scription they must ofben recollect — Senza di noi ognifatica 
e vana. 

The anxious uncertainty of an author for his compositions 
resembles the anxiety of a lover when he has written to a 
mistress who has not yet decided on his claims ; he repents 
his labour, for he thinks he has written too much, while he 
is mortified at recollecting that he had omitted some things 
which he imagines would have secured the object of his 
wishes. Madame Db Stael, who has often entered into 
feelings familiar to a literary and political family, in a pa- 
rallel between ambition and genius, has distinguished them 
in this ; that while " ambition perseveres in the desire of 
acquiring power, genius j^y« of itself. Genius in the midst 
of society is a pain, an internal fever which would require to 
he treated as a real disease, if the records of glory did not 
sofben the sufferings it produces." — " Athenians ! what 
troubles hlive you not cost me," exclaimed Demosthenes, 
** that I may be talked of by you !" 

These moments of anxiety often darken the brightest hours 
of genius. Racine had extreme sensibility; the pain in- 
flicted by a severe criticism outweighed all the applause he 
received. He seems to have felt, what he was often re- 
proached with, that his Greeks, his Jews, and his Turks, were 
all inmates of Versailles. He had two critics, who, like our 
Dennis with Pope and Addison, regularly dogged his pieces 
as they appeared.* Comeille's objections he would attribute 
to jealousy — at his pieces when burlesqued at the Italian 

* See the article " On the Influence of a bad temper in Criticism" in 
'* Calamities of Authors, " for a notice of Dennis and his career. — En. 

a2 
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theatre* he would smile outwardly, though sick at heart ; 
but his son informs us, that a stroke of railleiy from his 
witty friend Chapelle, whose pleasantry hardly sheathed its 
bitterness, sunk more deeply into his heart than the bur- 
lesques at the Italian theatre, the protest of Comeille, and 
the iteration of the two Dennises. More than once Moliers 
and Bacine, in vexation of spirit, resolved to abandon their 
dramatic career ; it was Boileau who ceaselessly animated 
their languor : " Posterity," he cried, " will avenge the in- 
justice of our age 1" And Congreve's comedies met with such 
moderate success, that it appears the author was extremely 
mortified, and on the ill reception of The Way of the Worlds 
determined to write no more for the stage. When he told 
Voltaire, on the French wit's visit, that Voltaire must con- 
sider him as a private gentleman, and not as an author, 
— which apparent affectation called down on Cong^ve the 
sarcastic severity of the French author,t — more of mortifica- 
tion and humility might have been in Congreve's language 
than of affectation or pride. 

The life of Tasso aboimds with pictures of a complete ex- 
haustion of this kind. His contradictory critics had perplexed 
him with the most intricate literary discussions, and either 
occasioned or increased a mental alienation. In one of his 
letters, we find that he repents the composition of his great 
poem, for although his own taste approved of that marvellous, 
which still forms a noble part of its creation, yet he confesses 
that his cold reasoning critics have decided that the history 
of his hero, Godfrey, required another species of conduct. 
" Hence,** cries the unhappy bard, " doubts torment me ; 
but for the past, and what is done, I know of no remedy ;'* 
and he longs to precipitate the publication, that '* he may be 
delivered from misery and agony.'* He solemnly swears — 
'* Did not the circumstances of my situation compel me, I 
would not print it, even perhaps during mv life, I so much 
doubt of its success." Such was the painful state of fear and 
doubt experienced by the author of the *' Jerusalem Delivered," 
when he gave it to the world ; a state of suspense, among 
the children of imagination, in which none are more liable to 



* See the article on *' The Sensibility of Racine*' in '* Literary 
laniea," (in the present Tolome) and that on "Parody," in '* Coriositiet 
of Literature,'* rol. ii. p. 469. — Ed. 

t Voltaire qnietly said he should not have tronUed himself to visit him 
if he had been merely a private gentleman.^En. 
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participate than the true sensitive artist. We may now in- 
spect the severe correction of Tasso's muse, in the fac-simile 
of a page of his manuscripts in Mr. Dibdin*s late " Tour." 
She seeros to have inflicted tortures on his pen, surp^sing 
even those which may be seen in the fac-simile page which, 
thirty years ago, I gave of Pope's Homer.* At Florence 
may still be viewed the many works begun and abandoned 
by the genius of Michael Ajtqelo ; they are preserved in- 
violate— "so sacred is the terrorof Michael Angelo's genius!" 
exclaims Forsyth. These works are not always to be consi- 
dered as failures of the chisel ; they appear rather to have 
been rejected for coming short of the artist's first conceptions : 
yet, in a strain of sublime poetry, he has preserved his senti- 
ments on the force of intellectual laboiu* ; he thought that 
there was nothing which the imagination conceived, that 
eould not be made visible in marble, if the hand were made 
to obey the mind: — 

Non ba Tottimo artista alcun concetto, 
Ch' un marmo solo in se non circoscriva 
Ool 8U0 soyerchio, e solo a qnello arriya 

La man che obbedisce alP intelletto. 

IMITATED. 

The sculptor never yet conceived a thought 
That yielding marble has refused to aid ; 

But never with a mastery he wrought — 
Save when the hand the intellect obeyed. 

An interesting domestic story has been preserved of Ges- 

KEB, who so zealously devoted his graver and his pencil to 

the arts. His sensibility was ever struggling after that ideal 

excellence which he could not attain. Often he sunk into 

fits of melancholy, and, gentle as he was, the tenderness of 

his wife and friends could not soothe his distempered feelings; 

it was necessary to abandon him to his own thoughts, till, after 

a long abstinence from his neglected works, in a lucid moment, 

some accident occasioned him to return to them. In one of 

these hypochondria of genius, after a long interval of despair, 

one morning at breakfast with his wife, his eye fixed on one 

of his pictures : it was a group of fauns with young shepherds 

dancing at the entrance of a cavern shaded with vines ; his 

eye appeared at length to glisten ; and a sudden return to 

• It now forms the frontispiece to vol. ii. of the last edition of the 
** Cariosities of Literature." — ^Ed. 
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good homour broke out in tliie lively apostroplie — "AIi 1 see 
those playful chtldreu, they always dance!" This was the 
moment of gaiety and inepiratioQ, and he flew to his foraakeu 
easel. 

La Harpe, an author by profession, observes, that as it has 
been ehonu that there are some maladiee peculiar to artisang* 
— there are also some sorrows peculiar to them, and which the 
world can neither pity nor solWn, because they do not enter 
into their experience. The querulous language of bo many 
men of genius has been sometimes attributed to causes very 
different from the real ones — the most fortunate live to 
see their taleats contested and their beat works decried. 
Assuredly many an Biithor has simk into his grave without 
the consciousness of having obtained that fame for which he 
had sacrificed an arduous life. The too feeling Smollett has 
left this testimony to posterity : — " Had some of those, who 
are pleased to call themselves my trienda, been at any pains 
to deserve the character, and told me ingenuously what I 
had to expect in the capacity of an author, I should, in all 
probability, have spared myself the incredible labour aad 
chagrin I have since undergone." And Smollett waa a 
popular writer ! PoP£'s solemn decla^ration in the preface to 
bis collected works comes by no means short of Smollett's 
avowal. Hume's philosephical indifference could often 
suppress that irritabiUty which Pope and Smollett folly 
indulged. 

But were the feelings of Hume more obtuse, or did Ms 

temper, gentle as it was by constitution, bear, with a saintly 

patience, the mortifications his literary life so long endured p 

Alter recomposing two of his works, which incurred the same 

Delect in their altered form, he raised the,most sanguine 

hopes of his History, but he tells us, " miserable was my din* 

appointment!" Although he never deigned to reply to his 

opponents, yet they haunted him ; and an eye-witness has 

*'■■■'' •'"""ribed the irritated author discovering in conversa- 

iippressed resentment — " His forcible mode of ex- 

;be brilliant quick movements of his eyes, and the 

f his body," these betrayed the pangs of contempt, 

lUiiiil, " De Murbii Artifidam Diatriba," vhich Dr. Jamaa 
I 1750. It ii a nd reBectidn. mnltiug favni this cnrioiu trea- 
t art! CDtail no imall miachief npun their reipei^tiTe workmen ; 
neana bf wbich thej liTg an too aflea the oocaiioa of their 
1 out of the wurld. 
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or of aversion ! Hogarth, in a fit of the spleen, advertised 
that he had determined not to give the world any more 
original works, and intended to pass the rest of his days in 
painting portraits. The same advertisement is marked by 
farther irritability. He contemptuously offers the purchasers 
of his " Analysis of Beauty,'* to present them gratia with 
"an eighteenpenny pamphlet," published by Ramsay the 
painter, written in opposition to Hogarth's principles. So un- 
tameable was the irritability of this great inventor in art, 
that he attempts to conceal his irritation by offering to 
dispose gratuitously of the criticism which had disturbed his 
nights.* 

Parties confederate against a man of genius, — as happened 
to Comeille, to D'Avenant,t and Milton ; and a Pradon and 
a Settle carry away the meed of a Racine and a Dryden. It 
was to support the drooping spirit of his friend Racine on the 
opposition raised against Phaedra, that Boileau addressed to 
him an epistle "On the Utility to be drawn from the 
Jealousy of the Envious." The calm dignity of the historian 
De Thou, amidst the passions of his times, confidently 
expected that justice from posterity which his own age 
refused to his early and his late labour. That great man 
was, however, compelled by his injured feelings, to compose a 
poem under the name of another, to serve as his apology 
against the intolerant court of Rome, and the factious poli- 
ticians of France ; it was a noble subterfuge to which a great 
genius was forced. The acquaintances of the poet CoLLiNa 
probably complained of his wayward humours and irritability; 
but how could they sympathise with the secret mortification 
of the poet, who imagined that he had composed his Pastorals 
on wrong principles, or when, in the agony of his soul, he 
consigned to the flames with his own hands his unsold, but 
immortal odes ? Can we forget the dignified complaint of 

* Hogaiih was not without reason for exasperation. He was severely 
attacked for his theories about the curved line of beauty, which was 
branded as a foolish attempt to prove crookedness efegant, and himself 
vulgarly caricatured. It was even a88ei*ted that the theory was stolen from 
Lomazzo. — En. 

t See "Quarrels of Authors," p. 403, on the confederacy of several 
wits against D'Avenant, a great genius ; where I discovered that a volume 
of poems/ said **to be written by the author*s friends," which had 
hitherto been referred to as a volume of panegyrics, contains nothing but 
irony and satire, which had escaped the discovery of so many transcriben 
of title-pages, frequently miscalled literary historians. 
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the Rambler, with which he awfuU j closes his work, appealing 
to posterity ? 

Genius contracts those peculiarities of which it is so loudly 
accused in its solitary occupations — that loftiness of spirit, 
those quick jealousies, those excessive afiPections and aversious 
which view everything as it passes in its own ideal world, 
and rarely as it exists in the mediocrity of reality. If this 
irritability of genius be a malady which has raged even among 
philosophers, we must not be surprised at the temperament 
of poets. These last have abandoned their country; they 
have changed their name; they have punished themselves 
with exile in the rage of their disorder. No ! not poets only. 
DESOABrES sought in vain, even in his secreted life, for a 
refuge for his genius; he thought himself persecuted in 
France, he thought himself calumniated among strangers, 
and he went and died in Sweden ; and little did that man of 
genius think that his countrymen would beg to have his 
ashes restored to them. Even the reasoning Hume once 
proposed to change his name and his country ; and I believe 
did. The great poetical genius of our own times has openly 
alienated himself from the land of his brothers. He becomes 
immortal in the language of a people whom he would con* 
tenm.* Does he accept with ingratitude the fame he loves 
more than life ? 

Such, then, is that state of irritability in which men of 
genius participate, whether they be inventors, men of learning, 
fine writers, or artists. It is a state not friendly to equality 
of temper. In the various humours incidental to it, when 
they are often deeply affected, the cause escapes all perception 
of sympathy. The intellectual malady eludes even the ten- 

* I shall preserve a manuscript note of Lord Btboh on this passage ; 
not without a hope that we shall never receive from him the geoias of 
Italian poetry, otherwise than in the language of his ^^faiher land ;** aa 
expressive term, which I adopted from the Dutch language some years 
past, and which I have seen since sanctioned by the pens of Lord Byron 
and of Mr. Southey. 

His lordship has here observed, " It is not my fault that I am obliged to 
write in English. If I understood my present language equally well, I 
would write in it ; but this will require ten years at least to form a 
style : no tongue so easy to acquire a little of, or so difficult to master tho- 
rov^hly, as Italian." On the same page I find the following note : 
"What was rumoured of me in that language f If true, I was unfit for 
England : if false, England was unfit for me : — * There is a world else- 
where.' I have never regretted for a moment that country, but often that I 
ever returned to it at ail. " 
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demess of friendship. At those moments, the lightest injury 
to the feelings, which at another time would make no im- 
pression, may produce a perturbed state of feeling in the 
warm temper, or the corroding chagrin of a self-wounded 
Bpirit. These are moments which claim the encouragements 
of a friendship animated by a high esteem for the intellectual 
excellence of the man of genius ; not the general intercourse 
of society ; not the insensibility of the dull, nor the levity of 
the volatile. 

Men of genius are ofben reverenced only where they are 
known by their writings — intellectual beings in the romance 
of life; in its history, ^they are men! Ebasmus compared 
them to the great figures in tapestry-work, which lose their 
eflTect when not seen at a distance. Their foibles and their 
infirmities are obvious to their associates, ofben only capable 
of discerning these qualities. The defects of great men are 
the consolation of the dimces. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The spirit of literature and the spirit of society. — The Inventors. — Society 
offers seduction and not reward to men of genius. — The notions of per- 
sons of fashion of men of genius. — The habitudes of the man of genius 
distinct from those of the man of society. — Study, meditation, and en- 
thusiasm, the progress of genius. — The disagreement between the men 
of the world and the literary character. 

The inventohs, who inherited little or nothing from their 
predecessors, appear to have pursued their insulated studies in 
the full independence of their mind and development of their 
inventive faculty ; they stood apart, in seclusion, the solitary 
lights of their age. Such were the founders of our literature 
— Bacon and Hobbes, Newton and Milton. Even so late as 
the days of Dryden, Addison, and Pope, the man of genius 
drew his circle round his intimates ; his day was uniform, his 
habits unbroken ; and he was never too far removed, nor too 
long estranged from meditation and reverie : his works were 
the sources of his pleasure ere they became the labours of his 
pride. 

But when a more uniform light of knowledge illuminates 
from all sides, the genius of society, made up of so many sqrts 
of genius, becomes greater than the genius of the individual 
who has entirely yielded himself up to his solitary art. Hence 
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the character of a man of genius becomes subordinate. A 
conversation age succeeds a studious one ; and the family oF 
genius, the poet, the painter, and the student, are no longer 
recluses. They mix with their rivals, who are jealous of 
equality, or with others who, incapable of valuing them for 
themselves alone, rate them but as parts of an integral. 

The man of genius is now trammelled with the artificial and 
mechanical forms of life ; and in too close an intercourse with 
society, the loneliness and raciness of thinking is modified 
away in its seductive conventions. An excessive indulgence 
in the pleasures of social life constitutes the great interests 
of a luxuriant and opulent age ; but of late, while the arts of 
assembling in large societies have been practised, varied by 
all forms, and pushed on to all excesses, it may become a 
question whether by them our happiness is as much improved, 
or our individual character as well formed as in a society not 
so heterogeneous and unsocial as that crowd termed, with the 
sort of modesty peculiar to our times, " a small party :" the 
simplicity of parade, the humility of pride engendered by the 
egotism which multiplies itself in proportion to the numbers 
it assembles. 

It may, too, be a question whether the literary man and 
the artist are not immolating their genius to society when, 
in the shadowiness of assumed talents — ^that coimterfeiting of 
all shapes — they lose their real form, with the mockery of 
Proteus. But nets of roses catch their feet, and a path, 
where all the senses are flattered, is now opened to win an 
Epictetus from his hut. The art of multiplying the enjoy- 
ments of society is discovered in the morning lounge, the 
evening dinner, and the midnight coterie. In frivolous 
fatigues, and vigils without meditation, perish the unvalued 
hours which, true genius knows, are always too brief for art, 
and too rare to catch its inspirations. Hence so many of our 
contemporaries, whose card-racks are crowded, have produced 
only flashy fragments. Efforts, but not works — they seem 
to be effects without causes ; and as a great author, who is not 
one of them, once observed to me, " They waste a barrel of 
guiTpowder in squibs." 

And yet it is seduction, and not reward, which mere fashion- 
able society offers the man of true genius. He will be sought; 
lor with enthusiasm, but he cannot escape from his certain 
fate — that of becoming tiresome to his pretended admirers. 

At first the idol — shortly he is changed into a victim. He 
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forms, indeed, a figure in their little pageant, and is invited 
as a sort of improvisatore ; but the esteem they concede to 
him is only a part of the system of politeness ; and should he 
be dull in discovering the favourite quality of their self-love, 
or in participating in their volatile tastes, he will find fre- 
quent opportunities of observing, with the sage at the court 
of Cyprus, that " what he knows is not proper for this place, 
and what is proper for this place he knows not." This 
society takes little personal interest in the literary character. 
HoBACE Walpole lets us into this secret when writing to 
another man of fashion, on such a man of genius as Geat — 
" I agree with you most absolutely in your opinion about 
Gray; he is the worst company in the world. From a 
melancholy turn, from living reclusely, and from a little too 
much dignity, he never converses easily ; all his words are 
measured and chosen, and formed into sentences : his writings 
are admirable — he himself is not agreeable." This volatile 
being in himself personified the quintessence of that society 
which is called " the world," and could not endure that 
equaHty of intellect which genius exacts. He rejected Chat- 
terton, and quarrelled with every literary man and every 
artist whom he first invited to familiarity — and then hated. 
Witness the fates of Bentley, of Muntz, of Gray,, of Cole, 
and others. Such a mind was incapable of appreciating the 
literary glory on which the mighty mind of Burke was 
meditating. Walpole knew Bubee at a critical moment of 
his life, and he has recorded his own feelings : — " There was 
a young Mr. Buekj: who wrote a book, in the style of Lord 
Bolingbroke, that was much admired. He is a sensible man, 
but has not worn off his authorism yet, and thinks there is 
nothing so charming as writers, and to be one : he will know 
better one of these daysP Ghat and Bubke ! What mighty 
men must be submitted to the petrifying sneer — that indiffe- 
rence of selfism for great sympathies— of this volatile and 
heartless man of literature and rank ! 

That thing of silk, 

Spoms, that mere white cord of ass's milk I 

The confidential confession of Kacine to his son is remark- 
able : — " Do not think that I am sought after by the great 
for my dramas ; Corneille composes nobler verses than mine, 
but no one notices him, and he only pleases by the mouth of 
the actors. I never allude to my works when with men of 
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the world, but I amuse them about matters they like to hear. 
Mj talent with them consists, not in making them feel that 
I have any, but in showing them that they have." Racine 
treated the great like the children of society ; Corkeii«lb 
woidd not compromise for the tribute he exacted, but he 
consoled himself when, at his entrance into the theatre, the 
audience usually rose to salute him. The great comic genius 
of France, who indeed was a very thoughtful and serious man, 
addressed a poem to the painter Mionabd, expressing his 
conviction that " the court," by which a Frenchman of the 
court of Louis XIV. meant the society we call " fashionable/* 
is fatal to the perfection of art — 

Qui 86 donne & la cour se d^robe & son art; 

Un esprit partag6 rarement bo oonsomme, 

£t les emplois de fen demandent tout rhomme. 

Has not the fate in society of our reigning literary favou- 
rites been uniform ? Their mayoralty hardly exceeds the 
year : they are pushed aside to put in their place another, 
who, in his turn, must descend. Such is the history of the 
literary character encountering the perpetual difficulty of 
appearing what he really is not, while he sacrifices to a few, in a 
certain corner of the metropolis, who have long fantastically 
styled themselves " the world," that more dignified celebrity 
which makes an author's name more familiar than his person. 
To one who appeared astonished at the extensive celebrity 
of BuFFOK, the modern Pliny replied, " I have passed fifty 
years at my desk." Hati>n would not yield up to society 
more than those hours which were not devoted to study. 
These were indeed but few: and such were the uniformity 
and retiredness of his life, that " He was for a long time the 
only musical man in Europe who was ignorant of the cele- 
brity of Joseph Haydn." And has not one, the most sub- 
lime of the race, sung, 

che aeggendo in piama, 

In Fama non si rien, nd sotto ooltre ; 
Sanza la qual chi sua vita eousuma 
Cotal Testigio in terra di se lascia 
Qual fummo in aere^ ed in aoqua la schiuma. 

For not on downy plumes, nor under shade 
Of canopy leposing, Fame is won : 
Without which, whosoever consumes his days, 
Leareth such yestige of himself on earth 
As smoke in air, or foam upon the wa^e.* 



* Gary's Dante, Canto xxi?. 
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But men of genius, in their intercourse with persons of 
fashion, have a secret inducement to court that circle. They 
feel a perpetual want of having the reality of their talents 
confirmed to themselves, and they often step into society to 
observe in what degree they are objects of attention; for, 
though ever accused of vanity, the greater part of men of 
genius feel that their existence, as such, must depend on the 
opinion of others. This standard is in truth always pro- 
blematical and variable ; yet they cannot hope to find a more 
certain one among their rivals, who at all times are adroitly 
depreciating their brothers, and " dusking'* their lustre. 
They discover among those cultivators of literature and the 
arts who have recourse to them for their pleasure, impassioned 
admirers, rather than unmerciful judges — judges who have 
only time to acquire that degree of illumination which is just 
sufficient to set at ease the fears of these claimants of genius. 
When literary men assemble together, what mimetic fiiend- 
ships, in their mutual corruption ! Creatures of intrigue, 
they borrow other men's eyes, and act by feelings often even 
contrary to their own : they wear a mask on their face, and 
only sing a tune they have caught. Some hierophant in 
their mysteries proclaims their elect whom they have to 
initiate, and their profane who are to stand apart under their 
ban. They bend to the spirit of the age, but they do not 
elevate the public to them ; they care not for truth, but only 
study to produce effect, and they do nothing for fame but 
what obtains an instant purpose. Yet their fame is not there- 
fore the more real, for everything connected with fashion 
becomes obsolete. Her ear has a great susceptibility of 
weariness, and her eye rolls for incessant novelty. Never 
was she earnest for anything. Men's minds with her become 
tarnished and old-fashioned as furniture. But the steams of 
rich dinners, the eye which sparkles with the wines of France, 
the luxurious night which flames with more heat and bril- 
liancy than Qod has made the day, this is the world the man 
of coterie-celebrity has chosen ; and the Epicurean, as long as 
his senses do not cease to act, laughs at the few who retire 
to the solitary midnight lamp. Posthumous fame is — a 
nothing ! Such men live like unbelievers in a future state, 
and their narrow calculating spirit coldly dies in their artificial 
world : but true genius looks at a nobler source of its exist- 
ence ; it catches inspiration in its insulated studies ; and to 
the great genius, who feels how bis present is necessarily con- 
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n^lmt with his future celebrity, poethumons fame u a reality, 

tiMr the iiense acts upon him ! 
The hahitudee or genius, berore geuins loses Its freshness in 

»i.:. ".njety. are the mould in which the character is cast ; and 
1 spite of all the disguise of the man, will make him a 
being from the man of society. Those who have 
1 the literary character often for purposes very distinct 
erary ones, imagine that their circle is the public ■ 
his factitious public all their interests, their opinions' 
n their passions, are temporary, and the admirers 
e admii-ed pass away with their season. "It is not 
t that we speak tJie same language," aays a wittj 
iher, " but we must learn their dialect ; we must 
. they think, and we must echo their opinions, as we 
mitation." Let the man of genius then dread to 
nself to the mediocrity of feeling and talent required 
circles of society, lest he become one of themselves- 
ioon find that to think like them will in time become 
ke them. But he who in solitude adopts no transient 
and reflects no artificial lights, who is only himself 
) an immense advantage : he baa not attached impor- 
I what is merely local and fugitive, but listens to 
truths, and fixes on the immutable nature of things, 
e man of every age. Malebranche has observed, that 
lot indeed thought to be charitable to disturb com- 
nioufl, because it is not truth which unites society as 
so much as opinion and custom :" a principle which 
Id would not, I think, disagree with ; but which 
< render folly wisdom itself, and to make error im- 

ile is the light scourge of society, and the terror of 
Eidicule surrounds him with her chimeras, which like 
owy monsters opposing .^neas, are impalpable to his 

but remember when the sibyl bade the hero proceed 
noticing them, he found these airy nothings as hann- 
;hey were unreal. The habits of the literary eha- 
ill, however, be tried by the men and women of the 

their own standard: they have no other; the salt 
,e gives a poignancy to their deficient comprehension, 
■ perfect ignorance, of the persona or tilings which 
subjects of their ingenious animadversions. The 

the literary character seem inevitably repulsive to 
jf the world. Voltaibb, and his companion, the 
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fdentific Madame D« CeiTELET, she who introJnced Xew 
too to the French Dation, l«»ed eDtirelv devoted to literarr 
poisnits. and their habits were utrii-tlv Uteruy. It happened 
once that this learned pair dropped anexpeete'llT into k 
bshionable circle in the ehdleait of a French nobleman. A 
Madame de Stael, the perriflemr in office of Madame Du 
Deffand, has copiously narrated the whole affair. They 
arrired at midnight like two famished apectres, and there was 
lome trouble to put them to supper and bed. They are 
called apparitions, because they were never visible by day, 
only at ten at night ; for the one is biuietl in describing great 
deeds, and the other in commenting on Xewton. Like other 
apparitions, they are uneaay companions : they will neither 
pby nor walk ; they will not dissipate their mornings with 
the charming circle about them, nor allow the charming 
circle to break into their studies. Voltaire and Madame de 
Chatelet would have suffered the same pain in being forced 
to an abstinence of their regular studies, as this circle of 
"igr^bles" would have at the loss of their meals and their 
airings. However, the pernjUwr declares they were ciphers 
" en societe," adding no value to the number, and to which 
their learned writings bear no reference. 

Bnt if this literary couple would not play, what wai- worse, 
Voltaire poured out a vehement declamation against a fashion- 
able species of gambling, which appears to have made them 
all stare. But Madame de Chatelet is the more frequent 
victim of our pernfleur. . The learned lady would change her 
apartment — for it was too noisy, and it had smoke without 
fire — which last was her emblem. " She is reviewing her 
Friaoipia; an eiercise she repeats every year, without which 
]incaatton they might escape from her, and get so far away 
Ibat she might never find them ^ain. I believe that her 
hmd in respect to them is a house of imprisonnient rather 
than the place of their birth ; so that she is right to watch 
them closely ; and she prefers the fresh air of this occupation 
id persists in her invisibility till night- 
seven tables in her apartments, for she 
zes; immense ones to spread out her 
lold her instruments, lighter onus, &a 
3ould not escape from the ac-uiiliitit 
ij) II., after passing tlio night in 
ink fell over the despatchoii ; but 
le moderation of the pnnco ) indrad. 
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she had not written on State affairs, and what was spoilt in 
her room was algebra, much more difficult to copy out.'* 
Here is a pair of portraits of a great poet and a great mathe- 
matician, whose habits were discordant with the fashionable 
circle in which they resided — the representation is just, for it 
is by one of the coterie itself. 

Study, meditation, and enthusiasm, — ^this is the progress of 
genius, and these cannot be the habits of him who lingers till 
he can only live among polished crowds ; who, if he bear about 
him the consciousness of genius, will still be acting under 
their influences. And perhaps there never was one of this 
class of men who had not either first entirely formed himself 
in solitude, or who amidst society will not oe often breaking 
out to seek for himself. Wilkes, no longer touched by the 
fervours of literary and patriotic glory, suffered life to melt 
away as a domestic voluptuary ; and then it was that he ob* 
served with some surprise of the great Earl of Chathah, 
that he sacrificed every pleasure of social life, even in youth, 
to his great pursuit of eloquence. That ardent character 
studied Barrow's Sermons so often as to repeat them from 
memory, and could even read twice from beginning to end 
Bailey's Dictionary ; these are little facts which belong only 
to great minds ! The earl himself acknowledged an artifice 
he practised in his intercourse with society, for he said, 
'* when he was young, he always came late into company, and 
left it early." Vittoeio Alfiebi, and a brother-spirit, our 
own noble poet, were rarely seen an\^dst the brilliant circle in 
which they were bom. The workings of their imagination 
were perpetually emancipating them, and one deep loneliness 
of feeling proudly insulated them among the unimpaissioned 
trifiers of their rank. They preserved unbroken the unity of 
their character, in constantly escaping from the processional 
spectacle of society.* It is no trivial observation of another 
noble writer. Lord Shaftesbubt, that '* it may happen that 
a person may be so much the worse author, for being the finer 
gentleman." 

* In a note which Lord Btboh has written in a copy of this work his 
lordship says, *' I fear this was not the case ; I have heen but too mach in 
that circle, especially in 1812-13-14.*' 

To the expression of '* one deep loneliness of feeling,'* his lordship has 
marked in the margin ** True." I am gratified to confirm the theory of 
my ideas of the man of genins, by the practical experience of the greatoit 
of onr age. 
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An extraordinary instance of this disagreement between 
the man of the world and the literary character, we find in a 
philosopher seated on a throne. The celebrated Juliak 
stained the imperial purple with an author's ink ; and when 
he resided among the Antiochians, his unalterable character 
shocked that volatile and luxurious race. He slighted the 
plaudits of their theatre, he abhorred their dances and their 
horse-races, he was abstinent even at a festival, and incorrupt 
himself, perpetually admonished the dissipated citizens of 
their impious abandonment of the laws of their country. 
The Antiochians libelled their emperor, and petulantly lam- 
pooned his beard, which the philosopher carelessly wore 
neither perfumed nor curled. JuUan, scorning to inflict a 
sharper punishment, pointed at them his satire of *' the Miso- 
pogon, or the Antiochian ; the Enemy of the Beard," where, 
amidst irony and invective, the literary monarch bestows on 
himself many exquisite and characteristic touches. All that 
the persons of fashion alleged against the literary character, 
Julian unreservedly confesses-^his undressed beard and awk- 
wardness, his obstinacy, his unsociable habits, his deficient 
tastes, while at the same time he represents his good qualities 
as so many extravagances. But, in this Cervantic pleasantry 
(^ self-reprehension, the imperial philosopher has not failed to 
show this light and corrupt people that the reason he could 
not possibly resemble them, existed in the unhappy cir- 
cumstance of having been subject to too strict an education 
under a family tutor, who had never suffered him to swerve 
from the one right way, and who (additional misfortune !) 
had inspired him with such a silly reverence for Plato and 
Socrates, Aristotle and Theophrastus, that he had been in- 
duced to make them his modeb. *' Whatever manners," says 
the emperor, "I may have previously contracted, whether 
gentle or boorish, it is impossible for me now to alter or un- 
learn. Habit is said to be a second nature ; to oppose it is 
irksome, but to counteract the study of more than thirty years 
is extremely difficidt, especially when it has been imbibed 
with so much attention." 

And what if men of genius, relinquishing their habits, coidd 
do this violence to their nature, should we not lose the 
original for a factitious genius, and spoil one race without 
improving the other ? If nature and habit, that second nature 
which prevails even over the first, have created two beings 
distinctly different, what mode of existence shall ever assimi- 
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the world, but I amuse them about matters they like to hear. 
My talent with them consists, not in making them feel that 
I have any, but in showing them that they have." Racine 
treated the great like the children of society ; CoBirEii«i«B 
woidd not compromise for the tribute he exacted, but ho 
consoled himself when, at his entrance into the theatre, the 
audience usually rose to salute him. The great comic genius 
of France, who indeed was a very thoughtful and serious man, 
addressed a poem to the painter Mionabd, expressing his 
conviction that " the court," by which a Frenchman of the 
court of Louis XIV. meant the society we call " fashionable,'* 
is fatal to the perfection of art — 

Qui 86 donne & la cour se d^robe & son art; 

Un esprit partag6 raremcDt se oonsomme, 

Et les emplois de fen demandent tout rhomme. 

Has not the fate in society of our reigning literary favou- 
rites been uniform ? Their mayoralty hardly exceeds the 
year : they are pushed aside to put in their place another, 
who, in his turn, must descend. Such is the history of the 
literary character encountering the perpetual difficulty of 
appearing what he really is not, while he sacrifices to a few, in a 
certain comer of the metropolis, who have long fantastically 
styled themselves " the world," that more dignified celebrity 
which makes an author's name more familiar than his person. 
To one who appeared astonished at the extensive celebrity 
of BuTFOK, the modern Plmy replied, " I have passed fifty 
years at my desk." Hati>n would not yield up to society 
more than those hours which were not devoted to study. 
These were indeed but few : and such were the uniformity 
and retiredness of his life, that " He was for a long time the 
only musical man in Europe who was ignorant of the cele- 
brity of Joseph Haydn." And has not one, the most sub- 
lime of the race, sung, 

che aeggendo in piama, 

In Fama non si vien, nd sotto ooltre ; 
Sanza la qual chi sua vita eonsnma 
Cotal yestigio in terra di se lascia 
Qual fummo in aere^ ed in aoqua la scbiuma. 

For not on downy plumes, nor under shade 
Of canopy teposing. Fame is won : 
Without which, whosoever consumes his days, 
Leaveth sach vestige of himself on earth 
As smoke in air, or foam upon the wave.* 



* Cary^s Dante, Canto xxi?. 
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But men of genius, in their intercourse with persons of 
fashion, have a secret inducement to court that circle. They 
feel a perpetual want of having the reality of their talents 
confirmed to themselves, and they often step into society to 
observe in what degree they are objects of attention; for, 
though ever accused of vanity, the greater part of men of 
genius feel that their existence, as such, must depend on the 
opinion of others. This standard is in truth always pro- 
blematical and variable ; yet they cannot hope to find a more 
certain one among their rivals, who at all times are adroitly 
depreciating their brothers, and " dusking*' their lustre. 
They discover among those cultivators of literature and the 
arts who have recourse to them for their pleasure, impassioned 
admirers, rather than unmerciful judges — ^judges who have 
only time to acquire that degree of illumination which is just 
sufficient to set at ease the fears of these claimants of genius. 
When literary men assemble together, what mimetic fiiend- 
ships, in their mutual corruption ! Creatures of intrigue, 
they borrow other men's eyes, and act by feelings often even 
contrary to their own : they wear a mask on their face, and 
only sing a tune they have caught. Some hierophant in 
their mysteries proclaims their elect whom they have to 
initiate, and their profane who are to stand apart under their 
ban. They bend to the spirit of the age, but they do not 
elevate the public to them ; they care not for truth, but only 
study to produce effect, and they do nothing for fame but 
what obtains an instant purpose. Yet their fame is not there- 
fore the more real, for everything connected with fashion 
becomes obsolete. Her ear has a great susceptibility of 
weariness, and her eye rolls for incessant novelty. Never 
was she earnest for anything. Men's minds with her become 
tarnished and old-fashioned as furniture. But the steams of 
rich dinners, the eye which sparkles with the wines of France, 
the luxurious night which flames with more heat and bril- 
liancy than God has made the day, this is the world the man 
of coterie-celebrity has chosen ; and the Epicurean, as long as 
his senses do not cease to act, laughs at the few who retire 
to the solitary midnight lamp. Posthumous fame is — a 
nothing ! Such men live like unbelievers in a future state, 
and their narrow calculating spirit coldly dies in their artificial 
world : but true genius looks at a nabler source of its exist- 
ence ; it catches inspiration in its insulated studies ; and to 
the great genius, who feels how his present is necessarily con- 
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among "the great," not only in rank but in intellect, the 
most delightful conversationists ; but the poet felt that he 
could not contribute to these seductive pleasures, and at 
last confessed that he could amuse and instruct himself 
much more by another means : " As much company as I have 
kept, and as much as I love it, I love reading better, and 
would rather be employed in reading, than in the most agree- 
able conversation." Pope's conversation, as preserved by 
Spence, was sensible ; and it would seem that he had never 
said but one witty thing in his whole life, for only one has 
been recorded. It was ingeniously said of Vatjcanson, that 
he was as much an automaton as any which he made. 
Hogarth and Swift, who looked on the circles of society 
with eyes of inspiration, were absent in company ; but their 
grossness and asperity did not prevent the one from being the 
greatest of comic painters, nor the other as much a creator of 
manners in his way. Genius, even in society, is pursuing its 
own operations, and it would cease to be itself were it always 
to act like others. 

Men of genius who are habitually eloquent, who have prac- 
i^sed conversation as an art, for some even sacrifice their 
higher pursuits to this perishable art of acting, have indeed 
excelled, and in the most opposite manner. Hobke Tookb 
finely discriminates the wit in conversation of Sheridak and 
GuRRAK, after having passed an evenine in their company. 
" Sheridan's wit was like steel highly polished and sharpened 
for display and use ; Curran's was a mine of virs^ gold, in- 
cessantly crumbling away from its own richness. Charles 
Butler, whose reminiscences of his illustrious contemporaries 
are derived from personal intercourse, has correctly described 
the familiar conversations of Pitt, Fox, and Burke : '* The 
most intimate friends of Mr. Fox complained of his too fre- 
quent ruminating silence. Mr. Pitt tdked, and his talk was 
fascinating. Mr. Burke's conversation was rambling, but 
splendid and instructive beyond comparison." Let me add, 
that the finest genius of our times, is also the most delightful 
roan; he is tliat rarest among the rare of human beings, 
whom to have known is nearly to adore ; whom to have seen, 
to have heard, forms an era in our life ; whom youth remem- 
bers with enthusiasm, and whose presence the men and 
women of "the world" feel like a dream from which thjy 
would not awaken. His bonhomie attaches our hearts to him 
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by its simplicity ; his legendary conversation makes us, for a 
moment, poets like himself.* 

But that deficient agreeableness in social life with which 
men of genius have been ofben reproached, may really result 
from the nature of those qualities which conduce to the 
greatness of their public character. A thinker whose mind 
is saturated with knowledge on a particular subject, will be 
apt to deliver himself authoritatively ; but he will then pass 
for a dogmatist : should he hesitate, that he may correct an 
equivocsd expression, or bring nearer a remote idea, he is in 
danger of sinking into pedantry or rising into genius. Even 
the fulness of knowledge has its tediousness. *' It is rare," 
said Malebba^che, "that those who meditate profoundly can 
explain well the objects they have meditated on ; for they hesi- 
tate when they have to speak ; they are scrupulous to convey 
£sdse ideas or use inaccurate terms. They do not choose to 
speak, like others, merely for the sake of talking." A vivid 
and sudden perception of truth, or a severe scrutiny after it, 
may elevate the voice, and burst with an irruptive heat on the 
subdued tone of conversation. These men are too much in 
earnest for the weak or the vain. Such seriousness kills their 
feeble animal spirits. Smeatok, a creative genius of his class, 
had a warmth of expression which seemed repulsive to many: it 
arose from an intense application of mind, which impelled him 
to break out hastily when anything was said that did not 
accord with his ideas. Persons who are obstinate till they 
can give up their notions with a safe conscience, are trouble- 
some intimates. Ofben too the cold tardiness of decision is 
only the strict balancing of scepticism or candour, while 
obscurity as frequently may arise from the deficiency of pre- 
vious knowledge in the listener. It was said that Newton 
in conversation did not seem to understand his own writings, 
and it was supposed that his memory had decayed. The fact, 
however, was not so ; and Pemberton makes a curious dis- 
tinction, which accounts for Newton not always being ready 
to speak on subjects of which he was the sole master. '* In- 
ventors seem to treasure up in their own minds what they 
have found out, after another manner than those do the 

* This was written under the inspiration of a nigWs conversation, or 
rather listening to Sir Walter Soott. — I cannot bring myself to erase 
what now, alas ! has closed in the silence of a swift termination of his 
glorious existence. 
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company not dways to be risked.'' The truth is, that many^. 
eminent for their genius, have been remarkable in society for 
a simpdicity and playfulness almost infantine. Such was the 
gaiety of Hume, such the bonhomie of Fox.; and:one who had> 
long lived in a circle of men of genius, in. the last ^^.was 
disposed to consider this infantine mmplicity a& characteristic, 
of genius. It is a solitary grace, which can. never lend its. 
charm to a man of the world, whose purity of mind has long 
been lost in a hacknied intercourse wiUi everything exteriortto. 
himself. 

But above all, what most offends, is that freedom of opinion, 
which a man of genius can no more divest himself of, than of 
the features of liis* face. But what if this intractable obstif- 
Bacy be only resistance of character ? Bums never could 
account to himself why, " though when he had a mind he 
was pretty generally beloved, ^ he could never get the surt of. 
commanding respect," and imagined it was owing.to his de- 
ficiency in what Sterne calls " that understrapping virtue of. 
discretion ;'* '^ I am so apt to a lapsus lingua,* ^ says thi» 
honest sinner. Amidst the stupidity of a formal circle,, and 
the inanity of triflers, however such mea may conceal their 
impatience, one of them has forcibly described the reaction of 
this suppressed feeling: "The force with which it burst out, 
when the pressure was taken off, gave the measure of the' 
constraint which had been endured." Erasmus, that learned 
and charming writer, who was blessed with the genius which 
could enliven a folio, has well described himself , sum naturA 
propensior ctd jocos quetm fortasse dececU : — more constitu- 
tionally inclined to pleasantry than, as he is pleased to add, 
perhaps became him. We know in. his intimacy with Sir 
Thomas More, that Erasmus was a most' exhilarating com- 
panion ; yet in his intercourse witb the great he was not 
fortunate. At the first glance he saw througji affectation- 
and parade, his praise of folly was too ironical,, and his free- 
dom carried with it no pleasantry for those who knew not to- 
pnze a laughing sage. 

In conversation the operations of the intellect with some 
are habitually slow, but there will be found no difference 
between the residt of their perceptions and those of a quicker 
i^ature ; and hence it is that slaw-minded men are not, as 
Dien of the world imagine,, always the dullest. Nicollb said 
0^ a sciutillant wit, " He vanquishes me in the drawing-room,. 
but surrenders to me at discretion cm the stairs." Many a 
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great wit has thought the wit it was too late to speak, and 
many a great reasoner has only reasoned when his opponent 
has disappeared. Conversation with sach men is a losing 
game; and it is often lamentable to observe how men of 
genius are reduced to a state of helplessness from not com- 
manding their attention, while inferior intellects habitually 
are found to possess what is called *' a ready mind." For 
this reason some, as it were in despair, have shut themselves 
up in silence. A lively Frenchman, in describing the distinct 
sorts of conversation of his literary friends, among whom was 
Dr. Franklin, enei^tically hits off that close observer and 
thinker, wary, even in society, by noting down *' the silence 
of the celebrated Franklin. We learn from Cumberland 
that Lord Mansfield did not promote that conversation which 
gave him any pains to carry on. He resorted to society" fra* 
simple relaxation, and could even find a pleasure in dulness 
when accompanied with placidity. " It was a kind of cushion 
to his understanding," observes the wit. Chavoeb, like La 
FoKTAUTE, was more facetious in his tales than in his conver- 
sation; for the Countess of Pembroke used to rally him, 
observing that his silence was more agreeable to her than bis 
talk. Tasso's conversation, which his friend Manso has 
attempted to preserve for us, was not agreeable. In company 
he sat absorbed in thought, with a melancholy air; and it was 
on one of these occasions that a person present observing that 
this conduct was indicative of madness, that Tabso, who had 
heard him, looking on him without emotion, asked whether he 
was ever acquainted with a madman who knew when to hold his 
tongue ! Malebranche tells us that one of these mere men of 
learning, who can only venture to praise antiquity, once said, 
*' I have seen Desoabtes ; I knew him, and frequently have 
conversed with him ; he was a good sort of man, and was not 
wanting in sense, but he had nothing extraordmary in him." 
Had Aristotle spoken French instead of Greek, and had this 
man frequently conversed with him, unquestionably he >Nrould 
not have discovered, even in this idol of antiquity, anything 
extraordinary. Two thousand years would have been wanting 
for our learned critic's perceptions. 

It is remarkable that the conversationists have rarely 
proved to be the abler writers. He whose fancy is susceptible 
of excitement in the presence of his auditors, making the 
minds of men run with his own, seizing on the first impres- 
•wns, and touching the shadows and outlines of things — ^with 
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a memory, where all lies ready at hand, quickened by habitual 
associations, and vaiying with all those extemporary changes 
and fugitive colours which melt away in the rainbow of con- 
versation ; with that wit, which is only wit in one place, and 
for a time ; with that vivacity of animal spirits which often 
exists separately from the more retired intellectual powers — 
this man can strike out wit by habit, and pour ibrth a stream 
of phrase which has sometimes been imagined to require only 
to be written down to be read with the same delight with 
which it was heard ; but he cannot print his tone, nor his air 
and manner, nor the contagion of his hardihood. All the 
while we were not sensible of the flutter of his ideas, the in- 
coherence of his transitions, his vague notions, his doubtful 
assertions, and his meagre knowledge. A pen is the extin- 
guisher of this luminary. 

A curious contrast occurred between Bupfon and his 
friend Montbelliard, who was associated in his g^eat work. 
The one possessed the reverse quaHtie&of the other : Buffon, 
whose style in his composition is elaborate and declamatory, 
was in conversation coarse and careless. Pleading that con- 
versation with bim was only a relaxation, he rather sought 
than avoided the idiom and slang of the mob, when these 
seemed expressive and facetious ; while Montbelliabd threw 
every charm of animation over his delightful talk : but when 
he took his. seat at the rival desk of Buffon, an immense 
interval separated them ; he whose tongue dropped the honey 
and the music of the bee, handled a pen of iron ; while 
Buffon's was the soft pencil of the philosophical painter of 
nature. Cowley and Kille^bew furnish another instance. 
CowLBT was embarrassed in conversation, and had no quick- 
ness in argument or reply : a mind pensive and elegant could 
liot be struck at to catch fire ; while with Killegbew the 
sparkling bubbles of his fancy rose and dropped.* When the 
felightful conversationist wrote, the deception ceased. Den- 
ham, who knew them both, hit off the difference between them : 

Had Ck>wle7 ne^er spoke, ETiMegrew ne^er writ. 
Combined in one they had made a matchless wit. 

* Eillegrew^s eight plays, upon which his character as an author rests, 
We not been republished with one exception — the Par»on*t Wedding/ — 
which is given in Dodsley*s collection ; and which is sufficient to satisfy 
p^osity. He was a favourite with Charles the Second, and had great 
Mifluence with him. Some of his witty court jests are preserved, but are 
^ much imbued with the spirit of the age to be quoted here. He was some- 
^es useful by devoting his satiric sallies to urge the king to his duties. — £b. 
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Not, however, that a man of genius does not throw oat 
many things in eonversation which have only heen found admir- 
able when the publio possessed them. The public often widely 
differ from the individual, and a century* 8 opinion may inteiV' 
vene beitween them< The fate of genius is sometimes that of 
the Athenian sculptor, who submitted his colossal Minerva to 
a private party for inspection. Before the artist they 
trembled for his daring chisel, and i^e man of genius smiled ; 
behind him they calumniated, and the man of genius forgave; 
Once fixed in a public place, in the eyes of the whole city, • 
the statue was the Divinity ! There is a certain distance at- 
which opinions, as well as statues, must be viewed. 

But enough of those defects of men of genius which often 
attend their conversations. Musi we i^en bow to authorial- 
dignity, and kiss hands, because they are inked ? Must we 
bend to the artist, who considers us as nothing unless we are 
canvas or marble under his hands P Are there not men of 
genius the grace of society and the charm of their circle ? 
Fortunate men ! more blest than their brothers ; but for this, 
they are not the more men of genius, nor the others less. To' 
how many of the ordinary intimates of a superior genius whc 
complain of his defects might one say, '' Bo his productions' 
not delight and sometimes surprise you P — ^You are silent ! 
I ^^ your pardon ; the public has informed you of a great 
name; you would not otherwise have perceived the precious • 
talent of your neighbour : you know lii^lc of your friend but 
his name,** The personal familiarity of ordinary minds with a 
man of genius has often produced a ludicrous prejudice. A. 
Scotchman, to whom the name of a Dr. Robertson had trar 
veiled down, was curious to know who he was. — " Yourneigh- 
hour!*' — But he could not persuade himself that the man 
whom he conversed with was the great historian of his coun- 
try. Even a good man could not beheve in the announce-- 
ment of the Messiah, from the same sort of prejudice : '* Can 
there anything good come out of Nasareth P*' 

Suffer a man of genius to be such as nature and habit have 
formed him, and he will then be the most interesting com- 
panion ; then will you see nothing but his character. Aksk- 
8 IDE, in conversation with select friends, often touched by a 
romantic enthusiasm, would pass in review those eminent' 
ancients whom he loved ; he imbued with his poetic faculty 
even the details of their lives; and seemed another Plato 
while he poured libations to their memory in the language of 
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Plato, ' among those whose studies and feelings were congenial 
with his own. Bomnbt, with a fancy entirely his own,- 
would give vent to his effusions, uttered in a hurried accent- 
and ^evated tone, and often accompanied hy tears, to which 
hy constitution he was prone; thus Cumberland, from per- 
sonal intimacy, describes the conversation of this man of 
genius. Even the temperatei sensibility of Hume was touched 
by the bursts of feeHng of Bousseav ; whoj he says, " in con- 
versation kindles often to a degree of heat which looks like 
inspiration." Babby, that unhappy genius ! was the most 
repulsive of men in his exterior. The vehemence of his lan- 
guage, the wildness of his glance, his habit of introducing, 
vulgar oaths, which, by some unlucky association of habit, 
served him as expletives and interjections, communicated even 
a horror to some. A pious and a learned lady, who had felt 
intolerable uneasiness in his presence, did not, however, leave 
this man of genius that very evening without an impression 
that she had never heai*d so divine a man in her life. The 
conversation happening to turn on that principle of benevo- 
lence which pervades Christianity, and on the meekness of 
the Founder, it gave Babbt an opportunity of opening on 
the character of Jesus with that copiousness of heart and 
nund which, once heard, could never be forgotten. That 
artist indeed had long in his meditations an ideal head of 
Christ, which he was always talking of executing : " It is 
here !" he would cry, siriking his head. That which baffled 
the invention, as we are told, of Leonardo da Vinci, who left his 
Christ headless, having exhausted his creative faculty among 
the apostles, this imaginative picture of the mysterious union 
of a divine and human nature, never oeased, even when con- 
versing, to haunt the reveries of Babbt. 

There are few authors and artists who are not eloquently 
instructive on that class of knowledge or that department of 
art which reveals the mastery of their life. Their conversa- 
tions of this nature affect the mind to a distant period of life. 
Who, having listened to such, has forgotten what a man of 
genius has said at such moments ? Who dwells not on the 
single thought or the glowing expression, stamped in the heat 
of the moment, which came from its source F Then the mind 
of genius rises as the melody of the ^olian harp, when the 
winds suddenly sweep over the strings — it comes and goes-'— 
and leaves a sweetness beyond the harmonies of art. 

The Miscellanea of Politian are not only the result of his 
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studies in the rich library of Lorenzo de' Medici, but of con- 
versations which had passed in those rides which Lorenzo, ac- 
companied by Politian, preferred to the pomp of cavalcades. 
When the Cardinal de Cabassolle strayed with Petbakch 
about his valley in many a wandering discourse, they sometimes 
extended their walks to such a distance, that the servant sought 
them in vain to announce the dinner-hour, and found them 
returning in the- evening. When Helvetius enjoyed the 
social conversation of a Hterary friend, he described it as ''a 
chase of ideas." Such are the literary conversations which 
HoBKE TooEE alluded to, when he said " I assure you, we 
find more difficuky to finish than to begin our conversations.'* 

The natural and congenial conversations of men of letters 
and of artists must th«n be those which are associated with 
their pursuits, and these are of a different complexion with 
the talk of men of the world, the objects of which are drawn 
from the tempoitary passions of party-men, or the variable on 
dits of triflers — topics studiously rejected from these more tran- 
quiUising conversations^ Diaimonds can only be polished by 
their own dust, and are only shaped by the friction of other 
diamonds ; and so it happens with literary men and artists. 

A meetmg of this nature has been recorded by Cicero, 
which himself and Atticfs- had with Yabbo in the country. 
Yarro arriving from Home in their neighbourhood somewhat 
fatigued, had sent a messenger to his friends. ^ As soon as 
we had heard these tidings," says Cicero, '' we could not 
delay hastening to see one who was attached to us by the 
same pursuits and by former friendship." They set off, but 
found Yarro half way, urged by the same eager desire to join 
them. They conducted him to Cicero^s villa. Here, while 
Cicero was inquiring after the news ef Rome, Atticus inter- 
rupted the political rival of CsBsar, observing, ^ Let us leave 
off inquiring after things which cannot be heard without pain. 
Bather ask about what we know, for Yarro's muses are longw 
silent than they used to be, yet surely he has not forsaken 
them, but rather coneeak what he writes." — *' By no means !*' 
replied Yarro, *' for I deem him to be a whimsical man to 
write what he wishes to suppress. I have indeed a great 
work in hand (on the Latin language), long designed for 
Cicero." The conversation then took its natural turn bj 
Atticus having got rid of the p^itical anxiety of Cicero. 
8uch, too, were the conversations which passed at the literary 
residence of the Medici family, which was described, with as 
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much truth as fancy, as " the Lyceum of philosophy, the 
Arcadia of poets, and the Academy of painters." We have 
a pleasing instance of such a meeting of literary friends in 
those conversations which passed in Pope's garden, where 
there was often a remarkahle union of nohility and literary 
men. There Thomson, Mallet, Gay, Hooke, and Glover met 
Cobham, Bathurst, Chesterfield, Lyttleton, and other lords ; 
there some of these poets found patrons, and Pope himself 
discovered critics. The contracted views of Spence have un- 
fortunately not preserved these literary conversations, but a 
curious passage has dropped from the pen of Lord Boling^ 
BROKE, in what his lordship calls " a letter to Pope," often 
probably passed over among his political tracts. It breathes 
the spirit of those delightful conversations. " My thoughts," 
writes his lordship, " in what order soever they flow, shall be 
communicated to you just as they pckss through my mind — 
just as they used to be when we conversed together on these 
or any other subject ; when we sauntered alone, or as we 
have often done with good Arbuthnot, and ihe jocose Dean 
of St. Patrick, among the multiplied scenes^ of your little 
garden. The theatre is large enough for my ambition." 
Such a scene opens a beautiful subject for a curious portrait- 
painter. These literary groups in the garden of Pope, 
sauntering, or divided in confidential intercourse, would fur- 
nish a scene of literary repose and enjoyment among some of 
the most illustrious names in our literature. 



CHAPTER X. 

Literary solitude. — Its necessity. — Its pleasures. — Of visitors by 

profession. — Its inconveniences. 

The literary character is reproached with an extreme passion 
for retirement, cultivating those insulating habits, which, 
while they are great interruptions, and even weakeners, of 
domestic happiness, induce at the same time in public life to 
a secession from its cares, and an avoidance of its active 
duties. Yet the vacancies of retired men are eagerly filled 
by tKe many unemployed men of the world happily framed 
for its business. We do not hear these accusations raised 
against the painter who wears away his days by his easel, or 
the musician by the side of his instrument ; and much less 
should we against the legal and the commercial character ; 
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yet all these are as much withdrawn from public and private 
:life as the literary character. The desk is as insulating as the 
libcary. Yet the man who is working fori his individual 
interest is more highly, estimated than the retired student, 
whose disinterested pursuits are at least, more profitable to the 
;World than to himself. La Bruyere discovered the wcurld's 
erroneous estimate of literary labour: *' There requires a 
better najne/' he says, 'Hoi be* bestowed on the leisure (the 
idleness he calls it) of theUterary character,— rto meditate, to 
compose, to read and to be tranquil, Ihould be called worhinQ.^* 
But so invisible is the progpness of intdlectual pursuits and so 
rarely lure the objects . palpable to the observers, that the 
literary character appears to be denied for his pursjcuts, what 
c9nnot be refused to every other. That unremitting ^plica- 
tion and unbroken series of their thoughts, admired in every 
profession,, is only complained of in tbat one whose proCssMMrs 
with so much sincerity mourn over the brevity of life, which 
has often closed on them while sketching their works. 

It is, however, only in solitude that the genius of emineat 
men has been formed. There their first thoughts sprang, and 
there it will become them to find their last : for the solitude 
of old age-^and old age must be often in solitude — ^may he 
found the happiest with the literary character. Solitude is 
the nurse of enthusiasm, and enthusiasm is the true parait of 
genius. In all ages solitude has been called for — has been 
flown to. No considerable work was ever composed till* its 
author, like an ancient magician, first retired to the grove, or 
to the closet, to invocate. When genius languishes in an 
irksome solitude among orow;ds, ' that is the moment to fly 
into seclusion and meditation. There is a society in the 
deepest solitude ; in all the men of genius of the past 

^irst of your kind, Society diyine 1 

and in themselves; for there only can they indulge in the 
romances of their soul, and there only can they occupy them- 
selves in their dreams and their vigils, and, with the morning, 
fly without interruption to the hibour they had reluotantlr 
quitted. If there be not periods when they shall allow their 
days to melt hu*mouiously into each other, if they do not 
pass whole weeks together in their study, without intervening 
absences, they will not be admitted into the last recess of the 
Muses. Whether their glory come from researches, or firom 
enthusiasm, time, with not a feather ruffled on his wings. 



Solitude of Genius. Ill 

•time alone opens digeoveries and kindles meditation. This 
des^i of solitude, «o vast and so dreary to the man of the 
world, to the man of genius is the magieal garden of Armida, 
whose enchantments arose amidst -solitude, while solitude was 
everywhere among those enchantments. 

Whenever Michael Anselo, that "divine madman," as 
J^icjimrdson once wrote on the back of one of his drawings, 
;W3»* -meditating on some great design, he closed himself up 
•from the world, **Why do you lead so solitary a life?" 
raskod a friend. " Art," replied the sublime artist, " Art is a 
'jeaknagod; it requires the whole and entire man." During 
M» 'mighty labour in the Sistine Chisel, he refused to have 
^aay communication with any person even at his own house. 
Sueh undisturbed Mid solitary attention is demanded even by 
'imdoabted genius as the piioe of performsmee. How then 
shall we deem of that feeble race who exult in occasional 
-eio^Mioe, and who so often deceive themselves by mistaking 
:?tbe eranescent flashes of gei^us for that holier flame which 
•bums <Mi its altar, because the fuel is incessantly supplied ? 

iWe observe m^i of genius, in public situations, sighing for 
this : solitude. Amidst the impediments of the world, they 
juexLoemed to view their intellectual banquet ofben rising be- 
fore them, like some fairy delusion, never to taste it. The 
grsat TeruIiAM often con^kdned of the disturbances of his 
•public life, and rejoiced in the occasional retirement he stole 
from public affairs. "And now, because! am in the country, 
. I. will send you some of my country fruits, which with me are 
,good meditations; when I am in the city, they are choked 
with buwness." Lord CiiABENDON, whose life so happily 
oombined the contemplative with the active powers of man, 
dwells on three periods of retirement which he enjoyed ; he 
:always took pleasure in relating the great tranquillity of spirit 
'experienced during his solitude at Jersey, where for more than 
two years, employed on his history, he daily wrote " one sheet 
of litge paper with his own hand." At the close of his life,' 
his literary labours in his other retirements are detailed with 
a proud satisfaction. Each of his solitudes occasioned a new 
acquisition ; to one he owed > the Spanish, to another the 
French, and to a third the Italian literature. The public are 
not yet acquainted with the fertility of Lord Clarendon's 
literary labours. It was not vanity that induced Scipio to 
declare of solitude, that it had no loneliness for him, since he 
'Voluntarily retired amidst a glorious life to his Lintemum. 
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CiOEBO was uneasy amid applauding Borne, and has distin- 
guished his numerous works hj the titles of his various villas. 
AuLUS Gellius marked his solitude hj his ''Attic Nights." 
The " Golden Grove " of Jebbmt Tatloe is the produce of 
his retreat at the Earl of Carberry's seat in Wales ; and the 
** Diversions of Purley " preserved a man of genius for 
posterity. Yoltaibe had talents well adapted for society ; but 
at one period of his life he passed five years in the most secret 
seclusion, and indeed usually lived in retirement. Montes- 
quieu quitted the brilliant circles of Paris for his books and 
his meditations, and was ridiculed by the gay triflers he 
deserted ; " but my great work," he observes in triumph, 
'' avance k pas de g6ant." Harrington, to compose bis 
" Oceana," severed himself from the society of his friends. 
Descabtes, inflamed by genius, hires an obscure house in an 
unfrequented quarter at Paris, and there he passes two years, 
unknown to his acquaintance. Adah Smith, after the publi- 
cation of his first work, withdrew into a retirement that 
lasted ten years : even Hume rallies him for separating him- 
self from the world ; but by this means the great political 
inquirer satisfied the world by his great work. And thus it 
was with men of genius long ere Petrarch withdrew to his 
Yal chiusa. 

The interruption of visitors by profession has been feelingly 
lamented bv men of letters. The mind, maturing its specu- 
lations, feels the unexpected conversation of cold ceremony 
chilling as March winds over the blossoms of the Spring. 
Those unhappy beings who wander from house to house, 
privileged by the charter of society to obstruct the knowledge 
they cannot impart, to weary because they are wearied, or to 
seek amusement at the cost of others, belong to that class of 
society which have affixed no other idea to time than that of 
getting rid of it. These are judges not the best qualified to 
comprehend the nature and evil of their depredations in the 
silent apartment of the studious, who may be often driven to 
exclaim, in the words of the Psalmist, '' Verily I have cleansed 
my heart in vain, and washed my hands in iunocency : for 
all the day long have I been pla^/ued^ and chastened every 
mominy" 

When Montesquieu was deeply engaged in his great worl^ 
he writes to a friend : — " The favour which your (riend Mr. 
Hein often does me to pass his mornings with me, occasions 
great damage to my work as well by his impure French as 
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the length of his details.*' — " We are afraid," said some of 
those visitors to Baxter, " that we hreak in upon your time." 
— "To be sure you do," replied the disturbed and blunt 
scholar. To hint as gently as he could to his friends that he 
was avaricious of time, one of the learned Italians had a pro- 
minent inscription over the door of his study, intimating that 
whoever remained there must join in his labours. The 
amiable Melancthok, incapable of a harsh expression, when 
lie received these idle visits, only noted down the time he had 
expended, that he might reanimate his industry, and not lose 
a day. Eveltn", continually importuned by morning visitors, 
or " taken up by other impertinencies of my life in the coun- 
try," stole his hours from his night rest "to redeem his 
losses." The literary character has been driven to the most 
inventive shifts to escape the irruption of a formidable party 
at a single rush, who enter, without " besieging or beseeching," 
as Milton has it. The late Mr. Ellis, a man of elegant tastes 
and poetical temperament, on one of these occasions, at his 
country-house, assured a Hterary friend, that when driven to 
the last, he usually made his escape by a leap out of the win- 
dow ; and Boileau has noticed a similar dilemma when at the 
villa of the President Lamoignon, while they wiere holding 
their deHghtful conversations in his grounds. 

Qnelqaefois de f&cheux arrivent trois voltes, 
Que du pare & rinstant assidgent les allies ; 
Alors sauve qui peut, et quatre fois heureux 
Qui salt s'6chapper, d, quelque autre iguor6 d*euz. 

Bbaitd Hollis endeavoured to hold out " the idea of singu- 
larity as a shield;" and the great Kosebt Boyle was com- 
pelled to advertise in a newspaper that he must decline visits 
on certain days, that he might have leisure to finish some of 
his works.* 

♦ This curious advertisemeut is preserved in Dr. Birch's " Life of Boyle," 
p. 272. Boyle's labours were so exhausting to his naturally weak fi:ame, 
and BO continuous from his eager desire for inyestigation, that this adver- 
tisement was concocted by the advice of his physician, **to desire to be 
excused from receiving visits (unless upon occasions very extraordinary) two 
days in the week, namely, on the forenoon of Tuesdays and Fridays (both 
foreign post days), and on Wednesdays and Saturdays in the afternoons, 
that he may have some time, both to recruit his spirit49, to range his 
papers, and fill up the lacuncB of them, and to take some care of his afGEurs 
in Ireland, which are very much disordered and have their face often 
changed by the public calamities there." He ordered likewise a board to 
be placed over his door, with an inscription signifying when he did, and 
-when he did not receive visits. — Sd. 
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Boccaccio has given an interesting account of the mode of 
life of the studious Petrarch, for on a visit he found tha<# 
Petrarch would not suffer his hours of study to be broken 
into even by the person whom of all men he loved most, and 
did not quit hja morning studies for his guest, who during^ 
that time occupied himself by reading or transcribing the 
works of his master. At the decline of day, Petrarch quitted 
his study for his garden, where he delighted to open his hea^ 
in mutual confidence. 

But this solitude, at first a necessity, and then a pleasure, 
at length is not borne without repining. To tame the fervid 
wildness of youth to the strict regularities of study, is a 
sacrifice performed by the votary ; but even Milton appears 
to have felt this irksome period of life ; for in the pre&ce to 
^ Smectymnuus" he says: — **It is but justice not to defraud of 
due esteem the wearisome labours and studious watching^ 
wherein I have spent and tired out almost a whole youth.*' 
Cowley, that enthusiast for seclusion, in his retirement calls 
himself *' the Melancholy Cowley." I have seen an original 
letter of this poet to Evelyn, where he expresses his eagerness 
to see Sir George Mackenzie's '* Essay on Solitude ;** for a 
copy of which be had sent over the town, without obtaining 
one, being '* either all bought up, or burnt in the fire of Lon- 
don." • — " I am the more desirous," he says, " because it is a 
subject in which I am most deeply interested. Thus Cowley 
was requiring a book to confirm his predilection, and we know 
he made the experiment, which did nqt prove a happy one. 
We find even Gibbok, with all his fame about him, anti« 
cipating the dread he entertained of solitude in advanced life. 
'*I feel, and shall continue to feel, that domestic solitude, 
however it may be alleviated by the world, by study, and even 
by friendship, is a comfortless state, which will grow more 
painful as I descend in the vale of years." And again : — 
*' Your visit has only' served to remind me that man, how- 

* Tliifl erent happening wben London was the chief emporimn of 
books, occasioned nianj printed just before the time to be ezoessiTely ran. 
The booksellers of Paternoster-row had removed their stock to the faults 
b^w St. Paul's for safety as the fire approached theu« Ameog the stock 
was Prynne's records, toI iii., which were all bamt, except a few copies 
which had been sent into the conotry, a perfect set has been valaed in 
consequence at one hundred pounds. The rarity of all books published 
about the era of the great fire of London induced one curious collector, 
Dr. Bliss, of Oxford, to especially derote himadf to gathering such in his 
library. — Bi>. 
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eTer ainased or occupied in his closet, was not made to live 
alone." 

Had the mistaken notions of Sprat not deprived ns of 
Cowley's correspondence, we doubtless had viewed the picture 
of lonely genius touched by a tender pencil.* But we have 
Shekstoke, andGBAT, and Switt. The heart of Shenstone 
bleeds in the dead oblivion of solitude : — ** Now I am come 
from a visit, every little uneasiness is sufficient to introduce 
xnj whole train of melancholy considerations, and to make 
me utterly dissatisfied with the life I now lead, and the life 
X foresee I shall lead. I am angry, and envious, and de- 
jected, and frantic, and disregard all present things, as 
becomes a madman to do. I am infinitely pleased, though 
it is a gloomy joy, with the application of Dr. Swift's com- 
plaint, that he is forced to die in a rage, like a rat in a 
poisoned hole." Let the lover of solitude muse on its picture 
^roxighout the year, in this stanza, by the same amiable but 
suffering poet : — 

Tedious again to curse the drizzling day. 
Again to trace the wintry tracks of snow, 

Or, soothed by Temal airs, again surrey 
The self-same hawthorns bud, and cowslips blow. 

Swift's letters paint with terrifying colours a picture of 
solitude; and at length his despair closed with idiotism. 
]Bven the playful muse of Gbesset throws a sombre queru- 
lousness over the solitude of men of genius : — 

Je les Tois, victimes du g€nie, 



An foible prix d'un 6cUt passager, 

YiTre isolls, sans jouir de la Tie 1 

Yingt ans d'ennuis pour quelques jours de gloire. 

Such are the necessity, the pleasures, and the inconve- 
niences of solitude ! It ceases to be a question whether men 
of genius should blend with the masses of society ; for whe- 
ther in solitude, or in the world, of all others they must 
learn to live with themselves. It is in the world that they 
borrow the sparks of thought that fly upwards and perish ; 
but the flame of genius can only be lighted in their own 
solitary breast. 

* See the article on Cowley in ** Calamities of Authors." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The meditations of genins. — ^A vork on tbe art of meditation not yet pro* 
dnced. — Predisposing the mind. — Imagination awakens imagination. — 
Generating feelings by mnsic. — Slight habits. — ^Darkness and silence, bj 
8aq>ending the exercise of our senses, increase the Tiracity of onr ocm- 
oeptioDS. — The arts of memory. — ^Memory the foundation of genina.— 
InTontions by several to preserve their own moral and literary diaracter. 
— And to assist their studies. — ^The meditations of genius depend on 
habit. — Of the night-time. — ^A day of meditation should precede a daj 

. of compontion. — Works of magnitude from slight conceptions. — 0/ 
thoughts never written. — The art of meditation exercised at all hoars 
and places. — Ck>ntinuity of attention the source of philosophical dia- 

' coveries. — Stillness of meditation the first state of existence in genius. 

A ooKTisuiTY of attention, a patient quietness of mind, 
forms one of the characteristics of genius. To think, and to 
feel, constitute the two grand divisions of men of genius — 
the men of reasoning and the men of imagination. There ii 
a thread in our thoughts, as there is a pulse in our hearts ; 
he who can hold the one, knows how to think ; and he who 
can move the other, knows how to feel. 

A work on the art of meditation has not yet heen pro- 
duced ; yet such a work might prove of immense advantage 
to him who never happened to have more than one solitary 
idea. The pursuit of a single principle has produced 
a great system. Thus prohahly we owe Aj>am Smith to the 
French economists. And a loose hint has conducted to a 
new discovery. Thus Gibabd, taking advantage of an idea 
first started hy Fenelon, produced his " Synonymes." But 
while, in every manual art, every great workman improves 
on his predecessor, of the art of the mind, notwithstanding 
the facility of practice, and our incessant experience, millions 
are yet ignorant of the first rudiments ; and men of genius 
themselves are rarely acquainted with the materials they are 
working on. Certain constituent principles of the mind itself, 
which the study of metaphysics curiously developes, offer 
many important reg^ulations in this desirahle art. We may 
even suspect, since men of genius in the present age have 
confided to us the secrets of their studies, that this art may 
be carried on by more obvious means than at first would ap- 
pear, and even by mechanical contrivances and practical 
habits. A mind well organised may be regulated by a single 
contrivance, as by a bit of lead we govern the fine machinenr 
by which we track the flight of time. Many secrets in this 
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art of the mind yet remain as insulated facts, which may 
hereafter enter into an experimental history. 

Johnson has a curious ohser^ation on the Mind itself. He 
thinks it ohtains a stationary point, from whence it can never 
advance, occurring before the middle of life. " When the 
powers of nature have attained their intended energy, they 
can be no more advanced. The shrub can never become a tree. 
^Nothing then remains but practice and experience ; and per- 
haps why ihey do so little may he worth inquiry y* The 
result of this inquiry would probably lay a broader founda- 
tion for this art of the mind than we have hitherto possessed. 
Adam Feeguson has expressed himself with sublimity : — > 
'' The lustre which man casts around him, like the flame of 
a meteor, shines only while his motion continues ; the mo- 
ments of rest and of obscurity are the same." What is this 
art of meditation, but the power of withdrawing ourselves 
from the world, to view that world moving within ourselves, 
while we are in repose ? As the artist, by an optical instru- 
ment, reflects and concentrates the boundless landscape 
aronnd him, and patiently traces all nature in that small 
space. 

There is a government of our thoughts. The mind of 
genius can be made to take a particular disposition or train 
of ideas. It is a remarkable circumstance in the studies of 
men of genius, that previous to composition they have often 
awakened their imagination by the imagination of their 
favourite masters. By touching a magnet, they become a 
magnet. A circumstance has been recorded of Geat, by Mr. 
Mathias, '*as worthy of all acceptation among the higher 
votaries of the divine art, when they are assured that Mr. 
Gray never sate down to compose any poetry without pre- 
viously, and for a considerable time, reading the works of 
Spenser." But the circumstance was not unusual with Mal- 
herbe, ComeiUe, and Racine ; and the most fervid verses of 
Homer, and the most tender of Euripides, were often re- 
peated by Milton. Even antiquity exhibits the same ex- 
citing intercourse of the mind of genius. Cicero informs us 
how his eloquence caught inspiration from a constant study 
of the Latin and Grecian poetry ; and it has been tecorded of 
Pompey, who was great even in his youth, that he never 
undertook any considerable enterprise without animating his 

* I recommend the reader to turn to the whole passage, in Johnson's 
>' Letters to Mrs. Thrale," vol. i. p. 296. 
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genius by having read to him the character of Achilles in 
the first Iliad; although he acknowledged that the enthu* 
siasm he caught came rather from the poet than the hero. 
When BossuET had to compose a funeral oration, he was 
accustomed to retire for several dajs to his study, to rumi- 
nate over the pages of Homer ; and when asked the reason 
of this habit, he exclaimed, in these lines — 

magnam mihi mentem, animumque 

Belius inspiret Yates. 

It is on the same principle of predisposing the mind, that 
many have first generated their feelings by the symphonies 
of music. Alfiebi often before he wrote prepared his mind 
by listening to music: ** Almost all my tragedies were 
sketched in my mind either in the act of hearing music, or a 
few hours after" — a circumstance which has been recorded 
of many others. Lord Baooit had music often played in the 
room adjoining his study : Miltok listened to his organ for 
his solemn inspiration, and music was even necessary to 
Wabbitbtok. The symphonies which awoke in the poet 
sublime emotions, might have composed the inventive mind 
of the great critic in the visions of his theoretical mysteries. 
A celebrated French preacher, Bourdaloue or Massillon, was 
once found playing on a violin, to screw his mind up to the 
pitch, preparatory for his sermon, which within a short in- 
terval he was to preach before the court. Cubbak's favou- 
rite mode of meditation was with his violin in his hand ; for 
hours together would he forget himself, running voluntaries 
over the strings, while his imagination in collecting its tones 
was opening all his faculties for the coming emergency at 
the bar. When Lbokabpo DAViiroi was painting his ** Lisa,'^ 
commonly called La Joeonde, he had musicians constantly in 
waiting, whose light harmonies, by their associations, in- 
spired feelings of 

Tipsy danoe and rereliy. 

There are slight habits which ma^ be contracted by genius, 
which assist the action of the nund;/ but these are of a 
nature so trivial, that they seem ridiculous when they have 
not been experienced : but the imaginative race exist by the 
acts of imagination. Haydn would never sit down to oom- 
pose without being in full dress, with his great diamond ring, 
and the finest paper to write down his musical compositions^ 
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BoussEAU has told us, when occupied by his celebrated ro- 
mance, of the influence of the rose-coloured knots of ribbon 
which tied his portfolio, his fine paper, his brilliant ink, and 
Jiis gold sand. Similar facts are related of many. Whenever 
Apostolo Zeko, the predecessor of Metastasio, prepared 
himself to compose a new drama, he used to say to himself, 
"Apo9tolo/ recordati che quetta e la prima opera che dai in 
luee.^^ — " Apostolo! remember that this is the first opera you 
are presenting to the public." We are scarcely aware how 
we may govern our thoughts by means of our sensations : 
De Luo was subject to violent bursts of passion ; but he 
calmed the interior tumult by the artifice of filling his mouth 
with sweets and comfits. When Gtoldoni found his sleep 
disturbed by the obtrusive ideas still floating from the stu^ 
dies of the day, he contrived to lull himself to rest by con- 
ning in his mind a vocabulary of the Venetian dialect, trans- 
lating some word into Tuscan and French ; which being a 
very uninteresting occupation, at the third or fourth version 
this recipe never failed. This was an art of withdrawing 
attention from the greater to the less emotion ; by which, as 
the interest weakened, the excitement ceased. MENDELSSOHir, 
whose feeble and too sensitive frame was often reduced to the 
last stage of suffering by intellectual exertion, when engaged 
in any point of difficulty, would in an instant contrive a 
perfect cessation* from thinking, by mechanically going to 
the window, and counting the tiles upon the roof of his 
neighbour's house. Such facts show how much art may be 
concerned in the government of our thoughts. 

It is an unquestionable fact that some profound thinkers 
cannot pursue their intellectual operations amidst the dis- 
tractions of light and noise. With them, attention to what 
is passing within is interrupted by the discordant impressions 
from objects pressing and obtruding on the external senses. 
There are indeed instances, as in the case of Priestley and 
others, of authors who have pursued their literary works 
amidst conversation and their family; but such minds are 
not the most original thinkers, and the most refined writers ; 
or their subjects are of a nature which requires little more 
than judgment and diligence. It is the mind only in its 
ftdness which can brood over thoughts till the incubation 
produces vitality. Such is the feeling in this act of study. 
In Plutarch's time they showed a subterraneous place of 
study built by Demosthenes, and where he often continued 
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for two or three months together. Malebranche, Hobbei, 
Comeille, and others, darken^ their apartment when they 
wrote, to concentrate their thoughts, as Milton says of the 
mind, "in the spacious circuits of her musing.'* It is in 
proportion as we can suspend the exercise of all our other 
senses that the liveliness of our conception increases — this is 
the observation of the most elegant metaphysician of our 
times ; and when Lord Chesterfield advised that his pupil^ 
whose attention wandered on every passing object, which 
unfitted him for study — should be instructed in a darkened 
apartment, he was aware of this principle; the boy would 
learn, and retain what he learned, ten times as well. We 
close our eyes whenever we would collect our mind together, 
or trace more distinctly an o^ect which seems to have faded 
away in our recollection. The study of an author or an 
artist would be ill placed in the midst of a beautiful land- 
scape; the " Penseroso" of Milton, " hid from day's garish 
eye,'* is the man of genius. A secluded and naked apart- 
ment, with nothing but a desk, a chair, and a single sheet of 
paper, was for fifty years the study of BurroN ; the single 
ornament was a print of Newton placed before his eves- 
nothing broke into the unity of his reveries. Cumberland's 
liveliest comedy. The West Indian^ was written in an unfur- 
nished apartment, close in front of an Irish turf-stack ; and 
our comic writer was fully aware of the advantages of the 
situation. " In all my hoiu*s of study," says that elegant 
writer, " it has been through life my object so to locate my- 
self as to have little or nothing to distract my attention, and 
therefore brilliant r6oms or pleasant prospects^ I have ever 
avoided. A dead wall, or, as in the present case, an Irish 
turf-stack, are not attractions that can call off the fancy 
from its pursuits ; and whilst in these pursuits it can find 
interest and occupation, it wants no outward aid to cheer it. 
Mv father, I believe, rather wondered at my choice." The 
prmciple ascertained, the consequences are obvious. 

The arts of memory have at all times excited the attention 
of the studious ; they open a world of undivulged mysteries, 
where every one seems to form some discovery of his own, 
rather exciting his astonishment than enlarging his compre- 
hension. Lb Sags, a modem philosopher, had a memory 
singularly defective. Incapable of acquiring languages, and 
deficient in all those studies which depend on the exercise of 
the memory, it became the object of his subsequent exertions 
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to supply this deficiency by the order and method he observed 
in arranging every new fact or idea he obtained ; so that in 
reality with a very bad memory, it appears that he was still 
enabled to recall at will any idea or any knowledge which he 
had stored up. John Hukteb happily illustrated the advan- 
tages which every one derives from putting his thoughts in 
writing, "it resembles a tradesman taking stock; without 
which he never knows either what he possesses, or in what 
he is deficient." The late William Hutton, a man of an 
original cast of mind, as an experiment in memory, opened a 
book which he had divided into 365 columns, according to 
the days of the year: he resolved to try to recollect an. anec- 
dote, for every column, as insignificant and remote as he was 
able, rejecting all under ten years of age ; and to his surprise, 
he ^ed those spaces for small reminiscences, within ten 
columns ; but till this experiment had been made, he never 
conceived the extent of his faculty. Wolf, the German 
metaphysician, relat-es of himself that he had, by the most 
persevering habit, in bed and amidst darkness, resolved his 
algebraic problems, and geometrically composed all his 
methods merely by the aid of his imagination and memory ; 
and when in the daytime he verified the one and the other of 
these operations, he had always found them true. Unques- 
tionably, such astonishing instances of a well-regulated 
memory depend on the practice of its art gradually formed 
by frequent associations. When we reflect that whatever we 
know, and whatever we feel, are the very smallest portions of 
all the knowledge we have been acquiring, and all the feelings 
we have experienced through life, how desirable would be 
that art which should again open the scenes which have 
vanished, and revivify the emotions which other impressions 
have effaced ? But the faculty of memory, although perhaps 
the most manageable of all others, is considered a subordinate 
one ; it seems only a grasping and accumulating power, and 
in the work of genius is imagined to produce nothing of itself^ 
yet is memory the foundation of Genius, whenever this faculty 
is associated with imagination and passion; with men of 
genius it is a chronology not merely of events, but of emo- 
tions ; hence they remembOT nothing that is not interesting 
to their feelings. Persons of inferior capacity have imperfect 
recollections from feeble impressions. Are not the incidents 
of the great novelist often founded on the common ones of 
life ? and the personages so admirably alive in his fictions, 
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were they not discovered among the crowd P The ancients 
have described the Muses as the daughters of Memory ; an 
elegant fiction, indicating the natural and intimate connexion 
between imagination and reminiscence. 

The arts of memory will form a saving-bank of genius, to 
which it may have recourse, £^ a wealth which it can aocuma*- 
late imperceptibly amidst the ordinary expenditure. Looks 
taught us the first rudiments of this art, when he showed as 
how he stored his thoughts and his facts, by an artificial 
arrangement ; and Addison, before he commenced his ** Speo^ 
tators," had amassed three folios of materials. But the 
higher step will be the volume which shall give an account of 
a man to himself, in which a smgle observation immediately 
becomes a clue of past knowledge, restoring to him his tost 
studies, and his evanescent existence. Self-contemplation 
makes the man more nearly entire r and to preserve the past, 
is half of immortality. 

The worth of the diary must depend on the diarist ; but 
*^ Of the things which ccmcem himself,^ as Mabous Akto- 
irrFirs entitles his celebrated work-^this volume, reserved for 
solitary contemplation, should be considered as a future relio 
of ourselves. The late Sir Sucxtel Homixly commenced, 
even in the most occupied period of hia life, a diary of his last 
twelve years ; which he declares in his will, *^ 1 bequeath to 
my children, as it may be serviceable to them.'* Perhaps in 
this Bomilly bore in mind the example of another eminent 
lawyer, the celebrated Whiteloces, who had drawn up a 
great work, entitled '' Bemembranees of the Labours of 
Whitelocke, in the Annals of his Life, for the Instruction of 
his Children*" That neither of these family books has 
appeared, is our common loss. Such legacies from such men 
ought to become the inheritance of their countrymen. 

To register the transactions of the day, with observations 
on what, and on whom, he had seen^ was the advice of Lord 
Kaimes to the late Mr. CirBWEK ; and for years his head 
never reached its pillow without performing a task which 
habit had made easy. '* Our best and surest road to know- 
ledge," said Lord Kaimes, ** is by profiting from the labours 
of others, and making their experience our own." In this 
manner Curwen tells us he acquired by habit the art of think' 
ing ; and he is an able testimony of the practicability and 
success of the plan, for he candidly tells us, ** Though many 
would sicken at the idea of imposing such a task upon them- 
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idres, yet the attempt, penevered in for a short time, would 
toon become a custom more irksome to omit than it was 
difficult to commence." 

Ck>ukl we look into the libraries of authors, the studios of 
artists, and the laboratories of chemists, and view what they 
have only sketched, or what lie scattered in fragments, and 
could we trace their first and last thoughts, we might dis- 
oover that we have lost more than we possess. There we 
might view foundations without superstructures, once the 
monuments of their hopes ! A living architect recently ex- 
hibited to the public an extraordinary picture of his mind, in 
his ** Architectural Visions of Early Fancy in the Gay Morn- 
ing of Youth," and which now were " dreams in the evening 
of Bfe." In this picture he had thrown together all the 
architectural designs his imagination had conceived, but which 
remained unexecuted. The feeling is true, however whimsical 
such unaccomplished fancies might appear when thrown to- 
gether into one picture. In literary history such instances 
have occurred but too frequently : the imagination of youth, 
measuring neither time nor ability, creates what neither time 
nor ability can execute. Adam Smith, in the preface to the 
first edition of his *' Theory of Sentiments," announced a 
lar^ work on law and government; and in a late edition 
he still repeated the promise, observing that '* Thirty years 
ago I entertained no doubt of being able to execute every- 
thing' which it announced." The " Wealth of Nations" was 
but a fragment of this greater work. Surely men of genius, 
of all others, may moum over the length of art and the 
brevity of life ! 

Yet many glorious efforts, and even artificial inventions, 
have been contrived to assist and save its moral and literary 
existence in that perpetual race which genius holds with time. 
We trace its triumph in the studious days of such men as 
GiBBOir, Sir William Jones, and Pbiestlbt. An inven- 
tion by which the moral qualities and the acquisitions of the 
literary character were combined and advanced together, is 
what Sir William Jones ingeniously calls his " Andrometer." 
In that scale of human attainments and enjoyments which 
ought to accompany the eras of human life, it reminds us of 
what was to be learned, and what to be practised, assigning 
to stated periods their appropriate pursuits. An occasional 
recurrence, even to so fanciful a standard, would be like look- 
ing on a clock to remind the student how he loiters, or how 
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he advances in tbe great day's work. Siicb romantic plans 
have been often invented by the ardour of genius. There 
was no communication between Sir William Jones aud 
Dr. Franklin ; yet, when young, the self-taught philosopher 
of America pursued the same genial and generous devotion 
to his own moral and literary excellence. 

" It was about this time I conceived," says Franklin, " tlie 
bold and arduous project of arriving at moral perfection,** &c. 
He began a daily journal, in which against thirteen virtues 
accompanied by seven columns to mark the days of the week, 
he dotted down what he considered to be his failures ; he 
found himself fuller of faults than he had imagined, but at 
length his blots diminished. This self-examination, or this 
" Faultbook," as Lord Shaftesbury would have called it, Vas 
always carried about him. These books still exist. An ad- 
ditional contrivance was that of journalising his twenty -four 
hours, of which he has furnished us both with descriptions 
and specimens of the method ; and he closes with a solemn 
assurance, that " It may be well my posterity should be in- 
formed, that to this, little artifice their ancestor owes the 
constant felicity of his life.*' Thus we see the fancy of 
Jones and the sense of Franklin, unconnected either by cha- 
racter or communication, but acted on by the same glorious 
feeling to create their own moral and literary character, in- 
venting similar although extraordinary methods. 

The memorials of Gibbon and Priestley present us with 
the experience and the habits of the literary character. 
** What I have known," says Dr. Priestley, " with respect to 
myself, has tended much to lessen both my admiration and 
my contempt of others. Could we have entered into the 
mind of Sir Isaac Newton, and have traced all the steps by 
which he produced his great works, we might see nothing 
very extraordinary in the process." Our student, with an 
ingenuous simplicity, opens to us that ** variety of mecha* 
nical expedients by which he secured and arranged his 
thoughts," and that ctisdpline of the mind, by means of a 
peculiar arrangement of his studies for the day and for the 
year, in which he rivalled the calm and unalterable system 
pursued by Gibbon, Buffon, and Voltaire, who of^en only 
combined the knowledge they obtained by humble methods. 
They knew what to ask for ; and where what is wanted may 
be found : they made use of an intelligent secretary ; aware, as 
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Lord Eacon has expressed it, that some books ^' may be read 
by deputy." 

Buffon laid down an excellent rule to obtain originality, 
when he advised the writer first to exhaust his , own 
thoughts, before he attempted to consult other writers ; and 
Gibbon, the most experienced reader of all our writers, offers 
the same important advice to an author. When engaged on 
a particular subject, he tells us, " I suspended my perusal of 
any new book on the subject, till I had reviewed all that I 
knew, or believed, or had thought on it, that I might be 
qualified to discern how much the authors added to my ori- 
ginal stock." The advice of Lord Bacon, that we should 
pursue our studies in whatever disposition the mind may be, 
is excellent. If happily disposed, we shall gain a great 
step ; and if indisposed, we " shall work out the knots and 
strands of the mind, and make the middle times the more 
pleasant." Some active lives have passed away in incessant 
competition, like those of Mozart, Cicero, and Voltaire, who 
were restless, perhaps unhappy, when their genius was 
quiescent. To such minds the constant zeal they bring to 
their labour supplies the absence of that inspiration which 
cannot always be the same, nor always at its height. 

Industry is the feature by which the ancients so frequently 
describe an eminent character ; such phrases as '^ incredihiU 
induatria; diligentia stngulari,^^ are usual. We of these 
days cannot conceive the industry of Cicero; but he has 
himself told us that he suffered no moments of his leisure to 
escape from him. Not only his spare hours were consecrated 
to his books ; but even on days of business he would take a 
few turns in his walk, to meditate or to dictate ; many of his 
letters are dated before daylight, some from the senate, at his 
meals, and amid his morning levies. The dawn of day was 
the summons of study to Sir William Jones. John Hunter, 
who was constantly engaged in the search and consideration 
of new facts, described what was passing in his mind by a 
remarkable illustration : — ^he said to Abernethy, " My mind is 
like a bee-hive." A simile which was singularly correct; 
" for," observes Abernethy, " in the midst of buzz and appa- 
rent confusion there was great order, regularity of structure, 
and abundant food, collected with incessant industry from 
the choicest stores of nature." Thus one man of genius is 
the ablest commentator on the thoughts and feelings of an- 
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pth«r. WIm «e reAert m libe Bagmtude of the laboon of 
Oif^Tt) «i)d tfe elder Ffaj, m tboae of EnsmiiB, Petrarch, 
BiiK$ffte^ Lord Bacxn, U^mt, mad Bajle, we seem at the 
Ivffiie /€ tiwBe wwmf ata of stedr, we seem searody awake 
1;^ hftiiw> IVew w«re tike Undoaa iastnicton of man- 
|rti>d ^ tlwir age k» ^oeed. 

\<<t kt Bot tkoBe oth er stbte of tlie nmid, who work in 
tih^ ainr looaw of fiarr aad wit, imagiiie that tbey are 
^ < ^T Mii g their wefaa, whhoat the directioii of a principle, and 
m^^lhwit a aeeret habh which thcj hare aequired, and wliicdi 
'W a e have ima^iined, hw its quekaeai and ^Kilitj, to be an 
iMfebci. "^ Habit," tm Bad, *^ difim from instiiict, not m 
iMi natiire, bot in ita oiigin ; the hMt being natoval, the first 
iMwred.** What we are aecoito in ed to do, gives a fadlitj 
«ad prooeDeaa to do on Eke orrarioiiB ; and there ma j be even ! 
an art, unpereeiTed hj themadTea, in opening and pursuing^ a | 

aeeneof pure inrention, and even in the happiest turns of wit. 
One who had all the ezpencoee of such an artist has em- I 
plojed the Tetj terms we have used, of ** meehanical*' and 
"-habttuaL" '^ fie aMnred,** aajs Goldsmith, '^ that wit is in 
some measure medianical ; and that a man long halntuated to 
catch at even its reaemUanoe, will at last be happj enough to 
possess the substance. Bj a long habit of writii^ he ac- 
quires a justoess of thinking, and a masterj of manner whid 
holiday writers, even with ten times his genius, maj vainlj 
attempt to equaL" The wit of BrrLxm was not extetn- 
poraneous, but painiullj daborated from notea which he in* 
oesaantlj accumulated ; and the familiar riate of BxBiri, the 
borleaque poet, his existing manuscripts will prove, were 
produced by perpetoal re4oudies. Even in the suUime 
eflbrts of imagination, this art of meditation maj be prac- 
tised ; and Alfibbi has shown us, that in those energetio 
tragic dramas which were often prpduoed in a state of en* 
thusiasm, he pursued a regulated foooess. *^ All m j tragedieB 
have been composed three times ;" and he describes the three 
stages of conception, devdopmoit, and versifTing. ** After 
these three opeia^oDs, I proceed, Hke other authors, to pub- 
lish, correct, or amend." 

''All is habit in mankind, even virtue itsdf!" ezdaimed 
MsTASTASio; and we maj add, even the meditatioDs of 
genius. Some of its boldest conceptions are indeed for- 
tuitous, starting up and vanishing almost in the perception ; 
like that giant form, sometimeB seen amidst the glaciers^ a&r 
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from the opposite traveller, moving as lie moves, stopping as 
be stops, yet, in a moment lost, and perhaps never more seen, 
although but his own reflection ! Often in the still obscurity 
of the night, the ideas, the studies, the whole history of the 
day, is acted over again. There are probably few mathe- 
maticians who have not dreamed of an interesting problem, 
observes Professor Dugald Stewart. In these vivid scenes we 
are often so completely converted into spectators, that a gpreat 
poetical contemporary of our country thinks that even his 
dreams should not pass away mmoticed, and keeps what he 
calls a register of nocturnals* Tasbo has recorded some of 
his poetical dreams, which were often disturbed by waking 
himself in repeating a verse aloud. '* This night I awaked 
with this verse in my mouth — 

E i duo eke manda U nero adusto suolo. 
The two, the dcirk and burning soil has sent. 

He discovered that the epithet black was not suitable ; ** I 
again fell asleep, and in a dream I read in Strabo that the 
sand of Ethiopia and Arabia is extremely tohite, and this 
morning I have found the place. You see what learned 
dreams I have." 

But incidents of this nature are not peculiar to this great 
bard. The improvvisatori poets, we are told, cannot sleep 
after an evening's effusion ; the rhymes are still ringing in 
their ears, and imagination, if they have any, will still haunt 
them. Their previous state of excitement breaks into the 
calm of sleep ; for, like the ocean, when its swell is subsiding, 
the waves still heave and beat. A poet, whether a Milton or 
a Blackmore, will ever find that his muse will visit his 
" slumbers nightly." His fate is much harder than that of 
the great minister. Sir Robert Walpole, who on retiring to 
rest could throw aside his poUtical intrigues with his clothes ; 
but Sir Robert, to judge by his portrait and anecdotes of 
him, had a sleekiness and good-humour, and an unalterable 
equanimity of countenance, not the portion of men of genius : 
indeed one of these has regretted that his sleep was so pro- 
fotmd as not to be interrupted by dreams ; from a throng of 
fEmtastic ideas he imagined that he could have drawn new 
sources of poetic imagery. The historian De Thof was one 
of those great literar}' characters who, all his life, was pre- 
paring to write the history which he afterwards composed ; 
omitting nothing, in his travels and his embassies, which 



128 Literary Character. 

went to the formation of a great man. De Thott has g^ven 
a very curious account of his dreams. Such was his passion 
for study, and his ardent admiration of the great men whom 
he conversed with, that he often imagined in his sleep that he 
was travelling in Italy, Germany, and in England, where he 
saw and consulted the learned, and examined their curious 
libraries. He had all his lifetime these literary dreams, but 
more particularly in his travels they reflected these images of 
the day. 

If memory do not chain down these hurrying fietding 
children of the imagination, and 

Snat<^ the Ruthless fngitiyes to light 

with the beams of the morning, the mind suddenly finds 
itself forsaken and solitary.* Housseatt has uttered a com- 
plaint on this occasion. Full of enthusiasm, he devoted to the 
subject of his thoughts, as was his custom, the long sleepless 
intervals of his nights. Meditating in bed with his eyes 
closed, he turned over his periods in a tumult of ideas ; but 
when he rose and had dressed, all was vanished ; and when he 
sat down to his breakfast he had nothing to write. Thus genius 
has its vespers and its vigils, as well as its matins, which we 
have been so often told are the true hours of its inspiration ; 
but every hour may be full of inspiration for him who knows 
to meditate. No man was more practised in this art of the 
mind than Pope, and even the night was not an unregarded 
portion of his poetical existence, not less than with Leonardo 
DA Vinci, who tells us how often he found the use of recoU 
lecting the ideas of what he had considered in the day after 
he had retired to bed, encompassed by the silence and obscu- 
rity of the night. Sleepless nights are the portion of senius 
when engaged in its work ; the train of reasoning is stiU pur* 
sued ; the images of fancy catch a fresh illomination ; and 
even a happy expression shall linger in the ear of him who 
turns about for the sofb composure to which his troubled 
spirit cannot settle. 

But while with genius so much seems fortuitous, in its 
great operations the march of the mind appears regular, and 

* One of the most extraordinary instances of inspiration in dreams is 
told of Tartini, the Italian mnsician, whose '*Devirs Sonata" is wdl 
^own to mosicians. He dreamed that the &ther of evil played thjs pieoe 
to him, and npon waking he pat it on paper. It is a strange wild per* 
formance, possessing great originali^ and vigour. — Sd. 
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requires preparation. The intellectual faculties are not always 
co-existent, or do not always act simultaneously. Whenever 
any particular faculty is highly active, while the others are 
languid, the work, as a work of genius, may be very deficient. 
Hence the faculties, in whatever degree they exist, are un- 
questionably enlarged by meditation. It seems trivial to 
observe that meditation should precede composition, but we 
are not always aware of its importance ; the truth is, that it 
is a difficulty unless it be a habit. We write, and we find 
we have written ill ; we re- write, and feel we have written 
well : in the second act of composition we have acquired the 
necessary meditation. Still we rarely carry on our meditation 
so far as its practice would enable us. Many works of me- 
diocrity might have approached to excellence, had this art of 
the mind been exercised. Many volatile writers might have 
reached even to deep thinking, had they bestowed a day of 
meditation before a day of composition, and thus engendered 
their thoughts. Many productions of genius have originally 
been enveloped in feebleness and obscurity, which have only 
been brought to perfection by repeated acts of the mind. 
There is a maxim of Confucius, which in the translation 
seems quaint, but whicl\is pregnant with sense — 

Labonr, but slight not meditation; 
Meditate, but slight not labour., 

Few works of magnitude presented themselves at once, in 
their extent and with their associations, to their authors. 
Two or three striking circumstances, unobserved before, are 
perhaps all which the man of genius perceives. It is in re- 
volving the subject that the whole mind becomes gradually 
agitated; as a summer landscape, at the break of day, is 
wrapped in mist : ai first, the sun strikes on a single object, 
but the light and warmth increasing, the whole scene glows 
in the noonday of imagination. How beautifully this state 
of the mind, in the progress of composition, is described by 
Dbtden, alluding to his work, " when it was only a confused 
mass of thoughts, tumbling over one another in the dark; when 
the fancy was yet in its first work, moving the sleeping images 
of things towards' the light, there to be distiuguished, and 
then either to be chosen or rejected by the judgment! '' At 
that moment, he adds, ** I was in that eagerness of imagination 
which, by over-pleasing fanciful men, flatters them into the 
danger of writing." Gibboit tells us of his history, " At the 
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onset all was dask and cbnbtfiil ; even the title of the work, 
the true era of the decline and fall of the empire, &e. I was 
often .tempted to oast away the labour of seven years.'* 
WlKCEELHAKK was k>ng lost in composing his '^History of 
Ar^;*' a hundred fruitless attempts were made, before he 
eould discover a plan amidst the labyrinth. Slight concep- 
tions kindle finidied works. A lady asking for a few verses 
on rural topics of th^ Abb^ de LiUe, his specimens pleased, 
and sketches hei^)ed on sketches produced ^Les Jardins.*' 
In writing the '* Pleasures of Memory," as it happened with 
^' The Bape of the Lock," the poet at first proposed a simple 
description in a few Hues, till condueted by meditation the 
perfect composition of several years closed in that fine poem. 
That still valuable work, X'J[r^ de Benser of the Port-Koyal, 
was originally projected to teach a young nobleman all that 
was practically useful in the art of logic in a few days, aad 
was intended to have been written in one morning by the 
great Abkavld ; but to that profound thinker so many new 
ideas crowded in that slight task, that he was compelled to 
call in his friend Nioollx ; and thus a few projected pages 
dosed ia a volume so excellent, that our elegant metaphysiciaa 
has recently declared, that " it is hardly possible to estimate 
the merits too highly.*' Pemberton, who knew NswroK 
intimately, informs us that his Treatise on Natural Philosophy*, 
full of a variety of profound inventions, was composed by him 
from scarcely any other materials than the few propositions 
"he "had set down several yeofts hefore^ and which having re- 
sumed, occupied him in writing one year and a half. A 
curious circumstance has been preserved in the Hfe of the 
other immortal man in philosophy, Lord Bacok. When 
yoimg, he wrote a letter to Father Fulgentio concerning an 
Essay of his, to which he gave the title of '* The Greatest 
Birth of Time,'* a title which he censures as too pompous. 
The Essay itself is lost, but it was the first outline of that 
great design which he afterwards pursued and finished in his 
'^ Instauration of the Sciences." Lookb himself has informed 
us, that his great work on '* The Human Understanding,*' 
when he first put pen to paper, he thought '* would have been 
ooAtained in one sheet, but that the fisher he went on, the 
larger prospect he had.'* In this manner it would be beautiful 
to trace the history of the human mind, and observe how a 
NiwTON and a Baoof and a Looks were proceeding for 
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thirty years together, in accumulating truth upon truth, and 
finally building up these fabrics of their inven^on. 

Were it possible to collect some thoughts of great thinkers; 
whi(^ were never written, we should discover vivid con- 
ceptions, and an originality they never darecl to pursue in 
their works ! Artists have this advantage over authors, that 
th^r virgin fancies, their chance felicities, which labour cannot 
afterwards produce, are constantly perpetuated ; and those 
" studies," as they are called, are as precious to posterity as 
their more complete designs. In literature we possess one re- 
markable evidence of these fortuitous thoughts of genius. 
PoPB and SwiTT, being in the country together, observed, 
i^t if contemplative men were to notice " the thoughts which 
suddenly present themselves to their minds when walking in 
the fields, Ac, they might find many as well worth preserving 
as some of their more deliberate reflections." They made a 
trial, and agreed to write down such involuntary thoughts as 
occurred during their stay there. These furnished out the 
"Thoughts" in Pope's and Swift's Miscellanies.* Among 
Lord Biacon's Remains, w& find a paper entitled " Sudden 
Thoughts, set down for Profit." At all hours, by the side of 
VoIiTaieb's bed, or on his table, stood his pen and ink with 
sKps of paper. The margins of his books were covered with 
his " sudden thoughts." Cioebo, in reading, constantly took 
notes and made comments. There is an art of reading, as 
well as an art of thinking, and an art of writing. 

The art of meditation may be exercised at all hours, and in 
all places ; and men of genius, in their walks, at table, and 
amidst assemblies, turning the eye of the mind inwards, can 
form an artificial solitude; retired amidst a crowd, calm 
amidst distraction, and wise amidst folly. When Domeni- 
CHnffO was reproached for his dilatory habits, in not finishing 
a great picture for which he had contracted, his reply de- 
scribed this method of study : £h ! lo la sto continuamente 
dipinaeruh erdro di me — I am continually painting it within 
myself. Hogabth, with an eye always awake to the ridi- 
culous, would catch a character on his thumb-nail. LEOKABno 
DA. ViMtJi has left a great number of little books which he 
usually carried in his girdle, that he might instantly sketch 

• This anecdote is found in RnflFhead's ** Life of Pope," evidently given 
by Warbnrton, as was everytiiing of personal knowledge in that tasteless 
Yolimie of a mere lawyer^ who presamed to write the life of a poet. 

k2 
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whatever be wished to recal to his recollection; and Anio«> 
retti discovered, that, in these light sketches, this fine genius 
was forming a system of physiognomy which he frequently 
inculcated to his pupils.* Hatdn" carefully noted down in a 
pocket-book tBe passages and ideas which came to him in bis 
walks or amid company. Some of the great actions of men 
of this habit of mind were first meditated on amidst the noise 
of a convivial party, or the music of a concert. The victory 
of Waterloo might have been organized in the ball-room at 
Brussels : and thus Kod»ey, at the table of Lord Sandwich, 
while thd bottle was briskly circulating, being observed ar- 
ranging bits of cork, and his solitary amusement having ex- 
cited inquiry, said that he was practising a plan to annihilate 
an enemy's fleet. This proved to be that discovery of break- 
ing the line, which the happy audacity of the hero afterwards 
executed. What situation is more common than a sea-voyage, 
where nothing presents itself to the reflections of most men 
than irksome observations on the desert of waters p But the 
constant exercise of the mind by habitual practice is the pri- 
vilege of a commanding genius, and, in a similar situation, we 
discover Cicero and Sir William Jones acting ahke. Amidst 
the Oriental seas, in a voyage of 12,000 miles, the mind of 
JoiTES kindled with delightful enthusiasm, and he has per- 
petuated those elevating feelings in his discourse to the Asiatic 
Society ; so Cicebo on board a ship, sailing slowly along the 
coast, passing by a town where his friend Trebatius resided, 
wrote a work which the other had expressed a wish to possess, 
and of which wish the view of the town had reminded him. 

To this habit of continuity of attention, tracing the first 
simple idea to its remoter consequences, the philosophical 
genius owes many of its discoveries. It was one evening in 
the cathedral of Pisa that Galileo observed the vibrations 
of a brass lustre pendent from the vaulted roof, wliich had 
been left swinging by one of the vergers. The habitual 
meditation of genius combined with an ordinarv accident a 
new idea of science, and hence conceived the invention of 
measuring time by the medium of a pendulum. Who but a 
genius of this order, sitting in his orchard, and observing the 
aescent of an apple, could have discovered a new quality in 
matter, and have ascertained the laws of attraction, by per- 

* A collection of rixty-fonr of these sketches were published at Pims in 
1780. They are remarkable as delineations of mental character in feator* 
as stronglj felt as if done under the direotioii of Lavater himself. — Bd. 
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ceiving that the same causes might perpetuate the regular 
motions of the planetary system ; who hut a genius of this 
order, while viewing boys blowing soap-bladders, could have 
discovered the properties of light and colours, and then anato- 
mised a ray ? Feanklin, on board a ship, observing a 
partial stillness in the waves when they threw down wat^r 
which had been used for culinary purposes, by the same prin- 
ciple of meditation was led to the discovery of the wonderful 
property in oil of calming the agitated ocean ; and many a 
ship has been preserved in tempestuous weather, or a lan<£ng 
facilitated on a dangerous surf, by this solitary meditation of 
genius. 

Thus meditation draws out of the most simple truths the 
strictness of philosophical demonstration, converting even the 
amusements of school-boys, or the most ordinary domestic 
occurrences, into the principle of a new science. The pheno- 
menon of galvanism was familiar to students ; yet was there 
but one man of genius who could take advantage of an acci- 
dent, give it his name, and fix it as a science. It was while 
lying in his bath, but still meditating on the means to detect 
the fraud of the goldsmith who had made Hiero's crown, that 
the most extraordinary philosopher of antiquity was led to 
the investigation of a series of propositions demonstrated in 
the two books of Aechimedes, De insidentihus in Jluido, 
still extant ; and which a great mathematician admires both 
for the strictness iind elegance of the demonstrations. To as 
minute a domestic occurrence as Galvaiti's we owe the 
steam-engine. When the Marquis of Woboesteb was a 
State prisoner in the Tower, he one day observed, while his 
meal was preparing in his apartment, that the cover of the 
vessel being tight, was, by the expansion of the steam, sud- 
denly forced off, and driven up the chimney. His inventive 
mind was led on in a train of thought with reference to the 
practical application of steam as a first mover. His observa- 
tions, obscurely exhibited in his " Century of Inventions," 
were successively wrought out by the meditations of others, 
and an incident, to which one can hardly make a formal refer- 
ence without a risible emotion, terminated in the noblest 
instance of mechanical power. 

Into the stillness of meditation the mind of genius must be * 
frequently thrown ; it is a kind of darkness which hides from 
us all surrounding objects, even in the light of day. This is 
the first state of existence in genius. In Cicero's " Treatise 
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on Old Age," we find Oato admiring Caius Sulpiidus GalloSy 
who, when he sat down to write in the morning, was soi^ 
prised by the evening ; and when he took up his pen in the 
evening, was surprised by the appearance of the morning. 
SocBATES sometimes remained a whole day in immovable 
meditation, his eyes and countenance directed to one spot, as 
if in the stillness of death. La. Foktainb, when writing his 
comic tales, has been observed early in the morning and late 
in the evening in the same recumbmii posture under the same 
tree. This quiescent state is a sort of enthusiasm, and renders 
everything that surrounds us as distant as if an immense in- 
terval separated us from the scene. Poggius has told us of 
Dante, that he indulged his meditations more strongly thaa 
any man he knew; for when deeply busied in reading, he 
seemed to live only in his ideas. Once the poet went to view 
a public procession ; haviiyg entered a booksdler's sk<^ and 
taken up a book, he sunk into a reverie ; on his return he de* 
clared that he had neither seen nor heard a single occurrence 
in the public exhibition, which had passed unobserved before 
him. It has been told of a modem astronomer, that one 
summer night, when he was withdrawing to his chamber, the 
brightness of the heavens showed a phenomenon : he passed 
the whole night in observing it ; and when they came to him 
early in the morning, and found him in the same attitude, he 
said, like one who had been recollecting his thoughts for a 
few moments, '* It must be thus ; but I'll go to bed before it 
is late." He had gazed the entire night in meditation, and 
was not aware of it. Abemethv has finely painted the sitna* 
tion of Newtok in this state oi mind, I will not change his 
words, for his words are his feelings, " It was this powar of 
mind — which can contemplate the gpreatest number of facts or 
propositions with accuracy — ^that so eminently distinguished 
Newton from other men. It was this pow^ that enabled 
him to arrange the whole of a treatise in his (houghte before 
he committed a single idea to paper. In the exercise of this 
power, he was known occasionally to have passed a whole 
night or day, entirely inattentive to surrounding obrects.*' 

There is nothing mcredible in the stories related of some 
who have experienced this entranced state in study, where 
*the mind, deliciously inebriated with the object it contem- 
plates, feels nothing, from the excess of feeling, as a philo- 
sopher well describe it. The impressions from our exterior 
sensations are often suspended by great mental excitement. 
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AjtOHXiaBDES, involved in the investigation of mathematical 
truth, flmd the painters Pboidoekxs and Pabmeoiaho, 
found their senses locked up as it were in meditation, so as to 
he incapable of withdrawing themselves from their work, 
even in the midst of the t^rors and storming of the place by 
the enemy. Masiito was so absorbed in the composition of 
his '' Adonis," that he suffered his leg to be bunsed before 
the painful sensation grew stronger than the iateUectaal 
pleasure of his imaginatioii. Monsieur Thomas, a modem 
French writer, and an intense iihinker, would sit for hours 
against a hedge, composing with a low voice, taking the same 
pinch of snuff for half an hour together without being aware 
that it had long disappeared. When he quitted his apa^ment, 
afber prolonging his studies there, a visible alteration was ob- 
served in his person, and the agitation of his recent thoughts 
was still traced in his air and manner. With eloquent truth 
BcTTOK described those reveries of the student^ which com- 
press his day, and mark the hours by the sensations of 
minutes ! " Invention depends on patience : contemplate 
your subject long; it will gradually unfold till a sort of 
electric spark convulses for a moment the brain, and spreads 
down to the very heart a glow of irritation. Then come the 
luxuries of genius, the true hours for production and composi- 
tion — hours so delightful, that I have spent twelve or four- 
teen successively at my writing-desk, and still been in a state 
of pleasure.*' Bishop Hobitb, whose literary feelings were of 
the most delicate and lively kind, has beautifully recorded 
them in his progress through a favourite and lengthened work 
— his Commentary on the Psalms. He alludes to himself in 
the third person; yet who but the self-painter could have 
caught those delicious emotions which are so evanescent in 
the deep occupation of pleasant studies P " He arose fresh in 
the morning to his task ; the silence of the night invited him 
to pursue it ; and he can truly say, that food and rest were 
nbt preferred before it. Every part improved infinitely upon 
his acquaintance with it, and no one gave him uneasiness but 
the last, for then he grieved that his work was done." 

This eager delight of pursuing study, this impatience of 
interruption, and this exidtation in progress, are alike finely 
described by Milton in a letter to his friend Diodati. 

" Such is the character of my mind, that no delay, none of 
the ordinary cessations for rest or otherwise, I had nearly 
said care or thinking of the very subject, can hold me back 
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from being hurried on to the destined point, and from com- 
pleting the great circuit, as it were, of the study in which I 
am engaged." 

Such is the picture of genius viewed in the stillness of 
MSDiTATiON ; but there is yet a more excited state, when, as 
if consciousness were mixing with its reveries, in the allusion 
of a scene, of a person, of a passion, the emotions of the soul 
affect even the organs of sense. This excitement is expe- 
rienced when the poet in the excellence of invention, and the 
philosopher in the force of intellect, alike share in the hours 
of inspiration and the skthxjsiasm of genius. 



CHAPTEE XII. 

The enthusiasm of genius. — A state of mind resembling a waking dream 
di^nct from reverie. — The ideal presence distingni^ed from, the real 
presence. — The senses are reallj affeeted in the ideal world, proved bj a 
variety of instances. — Of the raptore or sensation of deep study in ait| 
in science, and literature. — Of perturbed feelings in delirium. — In ex- 
treme endurance of attention. — And in visionary illusbns. — Enthusiaste 
in literature and art — of their self-immolations. 

Ws left the man of genius in the stillness of meditation. We 
have now to pursue his history through that more excited 
state which occurs in the most active operations of genius, 
and which the term reverie inadequately indicates. Metaphy- 
sical distinctions hut ill describe it, and popular language 
affords no terms for those faculties and feelings which escape 
the observation of the multitude not affected by the pheno- 
menon. 

The illusion produced by a drama on persons of great 
sensibility, when all the senses are awakened by a mixture of 
reality with imagination, is the effect experienced by men of 
genius in their own vivified ideal world. Beal emotions are 
raised by fiction. In a scene, apparently passing in their 
presence, where the whole train of circumstances succeeds in 
all the continuity of nature, and where a sort of real existences 
appear to rise up before them, they themselves become spec- 
tators or actors. Their sympathies are excited, and the 
exterior organs of sense are visibly affected — they even break 
out into speech, and often accompany their speech with ges- 
tures. 

In this equivocal state the enthusiast of genius produces 
his masterpieces. This waking dream is distinct from reverie. 
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where, our thoughts wandering without connexion, the faint 
impressions are so evanescent as to occur without even being 
recollected. A day of reverie id beautifully painted by Rors- 
8EATJ as distinct from a day of thinking : " J'ai des journees 
d^cieuses, errant sans souci, sans projet, sans affaire, de bois 
en bois, et de rocher en rocher, rh)ant toujour a et ne pensant 
point y Par different, however, is one closely-pursued act of 
meditation, carrying the enthusiast of genius beyond the pre- 
cinct of actual existence. The act of contemplation then 
creates the thing contemplated. He is now the busy actor 
in a world which he himself only views ; alone, he hears, he 
sees, he touches, he laughs, he weeps ; his brows and lips, 
and his very limbs move. 

Poets and even painters, who> as Lord Bacon describes 
witches, " are imaginative," have often involuntarily betrayed, 
in the act of composition, those gestures which accompany 
this enthusiasm. Witness Domenichiito enraging himself 
that he might portray anger. Nor were these creative ges- 
tures quite unknown to Qtjintilian, who has nobly com- 
pared them to the lashings of the lion's tail, rousing him to 
combat. Actors of genius have accustomed themselves to 
walk on the stage for an hour before the curtain was drawn, 
that they might fill their minds with all the phantoms of the 
drama, and so suspend all communion with the external 
world. The great actress of our age, during representation, 
always had the door of her dressing-room open, that she 
might listen to, and if possible watch the whole performance, 
with the same attention as was experienced by the spectators. 
By this means she possessed herself of sdl the illusion of the 
scene ; and when she herself entered on the stage, her dreamr 
ing thoughts then brightened into a vision, where the per- 
ceptions of the soul were as firm and clear as if she were 
really the Constance or the Katherine whom she only repre- 
sented.* 

Aware of this peculiar faculty, so prevalent in the more 
vivid exercise of genius, Lord Kaimes seems to have been 
the first who, in a work on criticism, attempted to name the 
ideal presence, to distinguish it from the real presence of 
things. It has been called the representative faculty, the 
imaginative state, and many other states and faculties. Call 
it what we will, no term opens to us the invisible mode of its 

* The late Mrs. Siddons. She herself communicated this striking cir- 
cnmstanoe to me. 
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operations, no metaphysical definition expresses its variable 
nature. Conscious of the existence of such a fisu^ulty, our 
critic perceived that the conc^tion of it is by no meas clear 
when described in words. 

Haa not the difiPerence between an actual thiu^, and it« 
image in a glass, perplexed some philosophers P and it is well 
known how far the ideal philosophy has been carried by so 
fine a genius as Bishop Bsbkbleie. "All are pictures, alike 
piunted on the retina, or optical sensorium !" exclaimed the 
enthusiast Ba.bby, who only saw pictures in nature, and 
nature in pictures. This f«u!ulty has had a strange influence 
over the passionate lovers of statues. We find unquestion- 
able evidence of the vividness of the representative faculty, 
or the ideal presence, vying with that of reality. EtBLTN 
has described one of this cast of mind, in the librarian of the 
Vatican, who haunted one of the finest collections at Rome. 
To these statues he would frequently talk as if they were 
living persons, ofben kissing and embracing th^n. A similar 
circumstance might be recorded of a man of distinguished 
talent and literature among ourselves. Wondrous storiea 
are told of the amatorial passion for marble statues ; but Uie 
wonder ceases, and the i3*uth is established, when the irre* 
sistible ideal presence is comprehended; the visions which 
now bless these lovers of statues^ in the modern land of 
sculpture, Italy, had acted with equal force in ancient 
Greece. "The Last Judgment," the stupendous ideal pre- 
sence of Michael AveELO, seems to have communicated 
itself to some of \m beholders : " As I stood before this pic- 
ture," a late traveller tells us, " my blood chilled as if the 
reality were before me, and the very sound of the trumpet 
seemed to pierce my ears." 

Cold and barren tempers without imagination, whose im- 
pressions of objects never rise beyond those of memory and 
reflection, which know only to compare, and not to excite, 
will smile at this equivocal state of the ideal presence ; yet it 
is a real one to the enthusiast of genius, and it is his happieat 
and peculiar condition. Destitute of this faculty, no meta- 
physical aid, no art to be taught him, no mastery of talent, 
will avail him: unblest with it, the votary will find each 
sacrifice lyine cold on the altar, for no accepting flame from 
heaven shall kindle it. 

This enthusiasm indeed can only be discovered by men of 
genius themselves ; yet when most under its influence, they 
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ean least perceive it, as the eye which sees all things cannot 
view itself; or, rather, sach an attempt would be like search- 
ing for the principle of life, which were it found would oease 
to be life. From an enchanted man we must not expect a 
narrative of his enchantment; for if he could speak to us 
reas<mably, and like one of ourselves, in that case he would 
be a man in a state of disenchantment, and then would per- 
haps yield us no better account than we may trace by our own 
observations. 

There is, however, something of reality in this state of the 
ideal presence ; for the most familiar instances will show how 
the nerves of each external sense are put in motion by the 
idea of the object, as if the real object had been presented to 
it. The difference is only in the d^ree. The senses are 
more concerned in ttie ideal world than at first appears. The 
idea of a thing will make us shudder ; and the bare imagina- 
tion of it will often produce a )*eal pain. A curious conse- 
quence may be deduced from this principle ; Milton, lin- 
gering amid the freshness of nature in £den, felt all the 
delights of those elements which he was creating ; his nerves 
moved with the images which excited them. The fierce and 
wild Dante, amidst the abysses of his " Inferno," must often 
have been startled by its horrors, and often left his bitter 
and gloomy spirit in the stings he inflicted on the great 
criminal. The moveable nerves, then, of the man of genius 
are a reality ; he sees, he hears, he feels, by each. How 
mysterious to us is the operation of this faculty ! 

A HoMBB and a Richardson,* like nature, open a volume 
large as life itself — embracing a circuit of human existence ! 
This state of the mind has even a reality in it for the gene- 
rality of persons. In a romance or a drama, tears are often 
seen in the eyes of the reader or the spectator, who, before 
they have time to recollect that the whole is fictitious, have 
been surprised for a moment by a strong conception of a pre- 
sent and existing scene. 

Can we doubt of the reality of this faculty, when the 
visible and outward frame of the man of genius bears witness 
to its presence ? When Fielding said, " I do not doubt but 

* Ricbardson assembles a family aboat him, writing down what they 
said, aeong their very manner of saying, living with them as often and as 
long as he wills — with such a personsd unity, that an ingenious lawyer 
once told me that he required no stronger evidence of a fact in any court of 
law than a circumstantial scene in Kichardson. 
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tbe most pathetic and affecting scenes have been writ with 
tettra," he probably drew that discovery from an inverse 
feeling to his own. Fielding would have been gratified to 
have confirmed the observation by facts which never reached 
him. Uetabtasio, in writing the niuth scene of the second 
act of his Olympiad, fovmd himself suddenly moved — shed- 
ding tear» The imagined sorrows had inspired real tears; 
and they afterwards proved contagious. Had our poet not 
perpetuated his surprise by an interesting sonnet, the circum- 
stance had passed away with the emotion, as many such have. 
Pops could never read Priam's speech for the loss of his 
son without tears, and frequently has been observed to weep 
over tender and melancholy passages. Alfieri, the most 
energetic poet of modem times, having ^mposed, without a 
pause, the whole of an act, noted in the margin — " Written 
under a paroxysm of enthusiasm, and while shedding a flood 
of tears." The impressions which the frame experiences in 
this state, leave deeper traces behind them than those of 
reverie. A circumstance accidentally preserved lias informed 
us of the tremors of Detden after having written that ode,* 
which, aS' he confessed, he had pursued without the power of 
quitting it ; but thei>e tremors were not unusual with him — 
for in the preface to his " Tales," he tells- us, that " in traos- 
lating Homer lie found greater pleasure than in Virgil ; but 
it was not a pleasore without pain ; the continual agitation 
of the spirits must needs be a weakeiier to any constitution, 
especially in age, and many pauses are required t&r refresh- 
ment betwixt the heats." 

We find Mbtastasio, lihe others of the brotherhood, sus- 
ceptible of this state, complaining of his sufferiags during 
the poetical Eestus. " When 1 apply with attention, the 
nerves of my sensorium are put into a violent tumult; I 
grow as red as a drunkard, and am obliged to quit my work." 
When BuTFOM was absorbed on a subject which presented 
great objections to his opinions, be felt his bead burn, and 
saw bis countenance flushed; and this was a warning for 
him to suspend his attention. Geat could never compose 
voluntarily : his genius resembled the armed apparition in 
Shakapeare's master- tragedy. "He would not be oom- 

• Tltia fWmona uid noparaEeled ode vas prsbsbl; afterwuds n- 
toDcbed ; but Joseph Vsrton discorered is it the lapidit; oF the tlmnghts, 
and th£ glow and the •ipreseiveDSSs of tii« imigse ; which up the oertain 
marka of tiusfirit dietch, of a maater. 
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manded." When he wished to compose the iDstallation 
Ode, for a considerable time he felt himself without the 
power to bejrin it : a friend calling on him, Ghat flung open 
his door hastily, and in a hurried Toice and tone, excMming 
in the first verse of that ode — 

Hence, avaunt ! 'tis holy ground \ — 

his friend started at the disordered appearance of the hard, 
whose orgasm had disturbed his very air and countenance. 

Listen to one labouring with all the magic of the spell. 
Madame Rolakd has thus powerfully described the ideal 
presence in her first readings of Telemachus and Tasso :— 
" My respiration rose, I felt a rapid fire colouring my face, 
and my voice changing had betrayed my agitation. I was 
Eucharis for Telemachus, and Erminia for Tancred. How- 
ever, during this perfect transformation, I did not yet think 
that I myself was anything, for any one : the whole had no 
connexion with myself. I sought for nothing around me ; 
I was they ; I saw only the objects which existed for them ; 
it was a dream, without being awakened." 

The description which so calm and exquisite an investi- 
gator of taste and philosophy as our sweet and polished 
Kexnolds has given of himself at one of these moments, is 
too rare not to be recorded in his own words. Alluding to 
the famous " Transfiguration," our own Baffaelle says — 
" When I have stood looking at that pictmre from figure to 
figure, the eagerness, the spirit,' the close unaffected attention 
of each figure to the principal action, my thoughts have 
carried me away, that I have forgot myself; and for that 
time might be looked upon as an enthusiastic madman ; for 
I could really fancy the whole action was passing before my 
eyes." 

The effect which the study of Plutarch's Illustrious Men 
produced on the mighty mind of Alfieei, during a whole 
winter, while he lived as it were among the heroes of 
antiquity, he has himself described. Alfieri wept and raved 
with grief and indignation that he was born imder a govern- 
ment which favoured no Boman heroes and sages. As often 
as he was struck with the great deeds of these great men, in 
his extreme agitation he rose from his seat as one possessed. 
The feeling of genius in Alfieri was suppressed for more than 
twenty years, by the discouragement of his uncle : but as the 
natural temperament cannot be crushed out of the soul of 
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genius, be was a poet without writing a single verse ; and as 
a great poet, the ideal presence at times became imgoYemable, 
verging to madness. In traversing the wilds of Arragon, his 
emotions would certainly have g^ven birth to poetry, could he 
have expressed himself in verse. It was a complete state of 
the imaginative existence, or this ideal presence ; for he pro- 
ceeded along the wilds of Arragon in a reverie, weeping and 
laughing by turns. He considered this as a folly, because it 
ended in nothing but in laughter and tears. He was not aware 
that he was then yielding to a demonstration, could he have 
judged of himself, that he possessed those dispositions of mind 
and that energy of passion which form the poetical character. 

Genius creates by a single conception ; the statuary con- 
ceives the statue at once, which he afterwards executes by the 
slow process of art; and the architect contrives a whole 
palace in an instant. In a single principle, opening as it were 
on a sudden to genius^ a great and new system of things is 
discovered. It has happened, sometimes, that this single con- 
ception, rushing over the whole concentrated spirit,has agitated 
the frame convulsively. It comes like a whispered secret 
from Nature. When Malb-bbakohs first took up Descartes*s 
Treatise on Man, the gwm of his own subsequent philosophic 
system, such was his intense feeling, that a violent paljHta- 
tion of the heart, more than once, obliged him to lay down 
the volume. When the first idea of the ^' Essay on the Arts 
and Sciences " rushed on the mind of Boxjsseav, a feverish 
symptom in his nervous system approached to a slight deHrium. 
Stopping under an oak, he wrote with a pencil the Proso- 
popeia of Fabricius. '^ I still rememb^ my solitary transport 
at the discovery c^ a phik>sophieal argument against the 
doctrine of tnmsubstantiation," exclaimed Gibbok in his 
Memoirs. 

This quick sensibility of genius has suppressed the voice of 
poets in reciting their most pathetic passages. THOicsoir 
was so oppress^ by a passage in Virgil or Milton when he 
attempted to read, that ^'his voice sunk in ill-articulated 
sounds firom the bottom of his breast.*' The tremulous 
figures of the ancient Sibyl appear to have been viewed in the 
land of the Muses, by the energetic description which Paulus 
Jovius gives iis of the impetus and afflatus of one of the 
Italian improvvisatori, some of whom, I have heard from one 
present at a similar exhibition, have not degenerated in poetie 
inspiration, nor in its corporeal excitement. ** His eyes fixed 
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downwards, kindle as be gives utterance to his effnsions, the 
moist drops flow down his cheeks, the veins of his forehead 
swell, and wonder^lly his learned ear, as it were, abstracted 
and intent, moderates each impulse of his flowing numbers."* 

This enthusiasm throws the man of genius amid Nature 
into absorbing reveries when the senses of other men are 
overcome at the appearance of destruction ; he continues to 
view only Nature herself. The mind of PLiirr, to add one 
more chapter to his mighty scroll, sought Nature amidst the 
volcano in which he perished. Yebkbt was on board a ship 
in a raging tempest where all hope was given up. l^he 
astonished captain beheld the artist of genius, his pencil in 
his hand, in calm enthusiasm sketching the terrible world of 
waters — studying the wave that was rising to devour him.f 

There is a tender enthusiasm in the elevated studies of 
antiquity. Then the ideal presence or the imaginative exis- 
tence prevails, by its perpetual associations, or as the late Dr. 
Brown has, perhaps, more distinctly termed them, suggesHons. 
^In contemplating antiqmty, the mind itself becomes antique," 
was finely observed by Livy, long ere our philosophy of the 
mind existed as a system. This rapture, or sensation of deep 
study, has been described by one whose imagination had strayed 
into the occult learning of antiquity, and in the hymns of 
Orpheus it seemed to him that he had lifted the veil from 
Ns^ure. His feelings were associated with her loneliness. I 
translate his words: — "When I took these dark mystical 
hymns into my hands, I appeared as it were to be descending 
into an abyss of the mysteries of venerable antiquity ; at that 
mosient, the worid in silence and the stars and moon only, 
watching me.'* This enthusiasm is confirmed by Mr. Mathias, 
who applies this description to his own emotions on his first 
opening the manuscript volumes of the poet Gray on the 
philosophy of Plato ; " and many a learned man," he adds, 
" will acknowledge as his own the feelings of this animated 
scholar." 

Amidst the monuments of great and departed nations, our 

* The passage is carioos : — Canenti de&d exardent oculi, sudores 
manant, frontis yense contumescunt, et quod mirum est, emditee aures, 
taaqnam aliens et intents, omnem impetum profinentium numeronun ex- 
aetissimft ratione moderantor." 

f V^met was the artist whose sea-ports of France still decorate the 
Louvre. He was marine painter to Louis XV. and grandfather of the 
celebrated Horace Vemet, whose recent death has deprived France of her 
best painter of battle-scenes. — Ed. 
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imagfination is touched by the grandeur of local impressions^ 
and the vivid associations, or suggestions, of the manners, the 
arts, and the individuals, of a great people. The classical 
author of Anacharsis, when in Italy, would often stop as if 
overcome by his recollections. Amid camps, temples, circuses, 
hippodromes, and public and private edifices, he, as it were, 
held an interior converse with the manes of those who seemed 
hovering about the capital of the old world ; as if he had been 
a citizen of ancient Eome travelling in the modem. So men 
of genius have roved amid the awiiil ruins till the ideal pre- 
sence has fondly built up the city anew, and have become 
Romans in the Rome of two thousand years past. Pompo- 
Knrs L^TUS, who devoted his life to this study, was con- 
stantly seen wandering amidst the vestiges of this '' throne of 
the world." There, in many a reverie, as his eye rested on 
the mutilated arch and the broken column, abstracted and 
immovable, he dropped tears in the ideal presence of Rome 
and of the Romans.* Another enthusiast of this class was 
Bosius, who sought beneath* Rome for another Rome, in 
those catacombs built by the early Christians for their asylum 
and their sepulchre. His work of " Roma Sotteranea " is the 
production of a subterraneous life, passed in fervent and 
perilous labours. Taking with him a hermit's meal for the 
week, this new Pliny often descended into the bowels of the 
earth, by lamp-light, clearing away the sand and ruins till a 
tomb broke forth, or an inscription became legible. Accom- 
panied by some friend whom his enthusiasm had inspired 
with his own sympathy, here he dictated his notes, tracing 
the mouldering sculpture, and catching the fading picture. 
Thrown back into the primitive ages of Christianity, amid 
the local impressions, the historian of the Christian cata- 
combs collected the memorials of an age and of a race which 
were hidden beneath the earth.f 

The same enthusiasm surrounds the world of science with 

* Shelley caught much of his poetry in wandering among the rains of 
the palace of the Caesars on the Palatine Hill ; and the impression made hj 
historic rains on the mind of Byron is powerfully erinoed in his " Ghilde 
Harold."— Ed. 

t A large nnmher of these important memorials hare been tinoe wmawtA 
to the QcMeria Lapidaria of the Vatican, and arranged on the walls by 
Marini. They are invaluable as mementoes of the eariy Church at Rome. 
Aringhi has also devoted a work to their elucidation. The Rev. C. Mait* 
land's **Charch in the Catacombs** is an able general summary, clearly 
displaying their intrinsic historic value. — Bo. 
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that creative imagination which has startled even men of 
science by its peculiar discoveries. Weskeb, the mineralo- 
gist, celebrated for his lectures, appears, by some accounts 
transmitted by his auditors^ to have exercised this faculty. 
W^mer often said that " he always depended on the muse for 
inspiration." His imwritten lecture was a reverie — till kind- 
ling in his progress, blending science and imagination in ih^ 
grandeur of his conceptions, at times, as if he had gathered 
about him the very elements of nature, his spirit seemed to 
be hovering ov^ the waters and the strata. With the same 
enthusiasm of sdence, CirvrEB meditated on some bones, and 
some iragments of bones, which could not belong to any 
known class of the animal kingdom. The philosoplier dwelt 
on these animal ruins till he constructed numerous species 
which had disappeared from the globe. This sublime na- 
turalist has ascertained and classified the fossil remains of 
animals whose existence can no longer be traced in the records 
of mankind. His own language bears testimony to th^ 
imagination which carried him on through a career so strange 
and wonderful. '^ It is a rational object of ambition in the 
mind of man, to whom only a short space of time is allotted 
upon earth, to have the glory of restoring the histcury of 
ikousanda of ages wkieh preceded the esdstence of hU rmee^ 
and of thousands of animals thnt never were contemporaneous 
with his spedes.^^ Philosophy becomes poetry, and scienee 
imagination, in the enthusiasm of genius. Even in the prac- 
tical part of a science, painful to the operator himself, Mr. 
Abemethy has declared^ and eloquently declared, that this 
enthusiasm is absohitely requisite. '^ We have need of enthu^ 
siasm, ot some string incentive, to induce us to spend our 
nights in study, and our days in the disgusting and health- 
d^troying observation of human diseases, which alone can 
ttial^ us to understand, alleviate, or remove them. On no 
other terms can we be considered as real students of our pro- 
fessicHi^ — ^to confer that which sick kings would fondly pur* 
cikase with their diadem — that which wealth cannot purchase, 
Boar state nor rank bestow — ^to alleviate the most insup- 
portable of human afflictions." Such in the enthusiasm of 
the physiologist of genius, who elevates the demonstrations 
of anatomic^ inquiries by the cultivation of the intellectual 
Acuities, connecting " man with the common Master of the 
universe." 
This enthusiasm inconceivably fills the mind of genius in 
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all great and solemn operations. It is an agitation amidst 
calmness, and is required not only in the fine arts, but 
wherever a great and continued exertion of the soul must be 
employed. The great ancients, who, if they were not always 
philosophers, were always men of genius, saw, or imagined 
they saw, a divinity within the man. This enthusiasm is 
alike .experienced in the silence of study and amidst the roar 
of cannon, in painting a picture or in scaling a rampart. 
View Db Thou, the historian, after his morning prayers, im- 

Eloricg the Divinity to purify his heart from partiality and 
atred, and to open his spirit in developing the truth, amidst 
the contending factions of his times ; and Haydn, employed 
in his ''Creation," earnestly addressing the Creator ere he 
struck his instrument. In moments like these, man becomes 
a perfect unityr—one thought and one act, abstracted from all 
other thoughts and all other acts. This intensity of the mind 
was felt by Gbat in his lofkiest excursions, and is perhaps the 
same power which impels the yillager, when, to overcome his 
rivals in a contest for leaping, he retires back some steps, 
collects all exertion into his mind, and clears the eTenttol 
bound. One of our admirals in the reign of Elizabeth held as 
a maxim, that a height of passion, amounting to frenzy, was 
necessary to qualify a man for the command of a fleet ; and 
Nelson, decorated by all his honours about him, on the day 
of battle, at the sight of those emblems of glory emulated 
himself. This enthusiasm was necessary for his genius, and 
made it effective. 

But this enthusiasm, prolonged as it often has been by the 
operation of the imaginative existence, becomes a state of 
{lerturbed feeling, and can only be distinguished from a dis* 
ordered intellect by the power of Yolition possessed by a 
sound mind of withdrawing from the ideal world into the 
world of sense. ' It is but a step which may carry us from the 
wanderings of fancy into the aberrations of delirium. The 
endurance of attention, even in minds of the highest orda^^is 
limited by a law of nature ; and when thinking is goaded on 
to exhaustion, confusion of ideas ensues, as straining any one 
of our limbs by excessive exertion produces tremor and torpor. 

With earioiu srt the hnhk too finely wroiigfat 
Preys on herself and is destroyed by Thought; 
CoDBtant attention wears the aetiTe mind, 
Bluts oat her powers, and leaves a blank behind— 
The greatest genius to this £ikte may bow. 



Power of Thought. 147 

Even minds less susceptible than high genius may become 
overpowered by their imagination. Often, in the deep silence 
around us, we seek to relieve ourselves by some voluntary 
noise or action which may direct our attention to an exterior 
object, and bring us back to the world, which we had, as it 
were, left behind us. The circumstance is sufficiently fami- 
liar ; as well as another ; that whenever we are absorbed in 
profound contemplation, a startling noise scatters the spirits, 
and painfully agitates the whole frame. The nerves are then 
in a state of the utmost relaxation. There may be an agony 
in thought which only deep thinkers experience. The terrible 
effect of metaphysical studies on Beattie has been told by 
himself. " Since the * £ssay on Truth ' was printed in 
quarto, I have never dared to read it over. I durst not even 
read the sheets to see whether there were any errors in the 
print, and was obliged to get a friend to do that office for me. 
These studies came in time to have dreadful effects upon my 
nervous system ; and I cannot read what I then wrote withoid^ 
some degree of horror, because it recalls to my mind the hor- 
rors that I have sometimes felt after passing a long evening in 
those severe studies." 

GoLDO^i, after a rash exertion of writing sixteen plays in 
a year, confesses he paid the penalty of the folly. He flew to 
IGenoa, leading a life of delicious vacuity. To pass the day 
without doing anything, was all the enjoyment he was now 
capable of feeling. But long after he said, ''I felt at thai 
time, and have ever since continued to feel, the consequenoe 
of that exhaustion of spirits I sustained in composing my 
nxteen comedies." 

The enthusiasm of study was experienced by Pofb in his 
self-education, and once it clouded over his fine intellect. It 
was the severity of his application which distorted his body ; 
and he then partook of a calamity incidental to the family of 
genius, for he sunk into that state of exhaustion which 
Smollett experienced during half a year, called a coma vigil, 
an affection of the brain, where the principle of life is so 
reduced, that all external objects appear to be passing in a 
dream. Boebhaavb has related of himself, that having im- 
prudently indulged in intense thought on a particular subject, 
he did not close his eyes for six weeks after ; and Tissot, in 
his work on the health of men of letters, abounds in similar 
cases, where a complete stupor has affected the unhappy stu- 
dent for a period of six months. 

l2 
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Assuredly the finest geniuses have not always the power to 

withdraw themselves from that intensely interesting train of 

ideas, which we have shown has not been removed from about 

th^n by even the violent stimuli of exterior objects ; and the 

^ scenical illusion which then occurs, has been called the halht' 

'Kfinatw gtudiosuy or fiilse ideas in reverie. Such was the state 

ib which Petsabgh found himself, in that minute narrative 

of a vision in which Laura i^peared to him ;• and Tasso, in 

^e lofby conversations he held with a spirit that glided 

towards him on the beams of the sun. In this state Was 

Malebbakche listening to the voice of God within him ; and 

Lord HsBBEBT, when, to know whether he should puUisfa his 

book, he threw himself on his knees, and interrogated the 

I>eity in the stfllness of the sky.* And thus Pascal started 

at times at a fiery gulf opening by his side. Spikello having 

^nted the &11 of ^e rebellious angels, had so strongly 

imagined the illusion, and more particularly the terrible m- 

^tores of Lucifer, that he was himself struck with such honor 

-tun to have been long afi&ieted witii the presence of the demon 

to which his g^us had given birth. The influence of the 

same ideal presence operated on the religious painter Akos- 

£OVi, who could never r^>reseiit the sufferings of Jesus with* 

out his eyes overflowing wil^ tears. Descabtbs^ when 

young, and in a country seclusion, his brain exhausted witlt 

OMdi&tion, and his imagination heated to excess, heard a voice 

in the air which called him to pursue the search' of truth; 

tLOT did he doubt the vision, and this ddirious dreaoung of 

genius charmed him even in kis afber-studies; Our Oo£Lnis 

and Cowfeb were often thrown into that extraordinary tti^ 

of mind, when the ideal presence converts us into titioBmries ; 

and their illusions were as strong as Swsdbnbobo's, who saw 

a terrestrial heaven in the glittering streets of his New Jem- 

flalem ; or JaoolB Behicsn's, who listened to a celestial ywob 

« In lib enriof«s MitoUogmpliy ht has given tke praynr kd nted, «iidli^ 
«<I][ua«<yt8itiiiAoAwhe^rarl8baUpiibliihihiibM^d<«mlaft/ if hbe 
in thy gloiy, I beieeoh (hM|^Te me tome eign {ram keaven ; if not I akall 
tfoppresB it." His loidflbipe adda, ** I liad no sooner apokea these wordB 
hot a lond, though gentle noise came from the heavens (for it was like no- 
thing on earth) irhidi did so comfort and cheer me, that I took mypetitloii 
M gtttated, and that I had the sign I demanded, wbetvopon also I resotvid 
to print my hook. This (hoir atnuige seever it maj seem) I proteM bejbve 
the eternal Qod is trnc^ neither am I any way saperstitioosly deeeivsd 
therein, since I did not only clearly hear the noise, bnt in the serenest sky 
that ever I saw, Wng without idl ckmd, did to my thinking see the plaee 
t'lom whence it came." — Bn. 
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iall ha beheld the apparition of an angel ; or Gasdak's, when 
be so carefully observed a number of little armed men at his 
feet ; or Benyekuto CsLLiinc's, whose vivid imagination and 
g^lorious egotism so frequently contemplated '^ a resplendent 
light hovering over his shadow." 

Such minds identified themselves with their visions t If 
we pass them over by asserting that they were insane, we are 
only cutting the knot which we cannot untie. We have no 
right to deny what some maintain, that a sympathy of the 
corporeal with the incorporeal nature of man, his imaginative 
with his physical existence, is an excitement which appears to 
have been experienced by persons of a peculiar organization, 
and which metaphysicians in despair must resign to the specu- 
lations of enthusiasts themselves, though metaphysicians 
reason about phenomena far removed from the perceptions of 
the eye. The historian of the mind cannot omit this fact, 
unquestionable, however incomprehensible. According to our 
own conceptions, this state must produce a strange myste« 
rious personage : a concentration of a human being within 
himself, endowed with inward eyes, ears which listen to inte- 
rior sounds, and invisible hands touching impalpable objects, 
for whatever they act or however they are acted on, as far as 
respects themselves all must have passed within their own 
minds. The Platonic Dr. Moss flattered himself that he 
was an enthusiast without enthusiasm, which seems but a 
suspicious state of convalescence. " I must ingenuously con^ 
fess," he says, "that I have a natural touch of enthusiasm 
in my complexion, but such as I thank God was ever govern- 
able enough, and have found at length perfectly subduable. 
In virtue of which victory I know better what is in enthu- 
siasts than they themselves ; and therefore was able to write 
with life and judgment, and shall, I hope, contribute not a 
little to the peace and quiet of this kingdom thereby.*' 
Thus far one of its votaries : and all that he vaunts to have 
acquired by this mysterious faculty of enthusiasm is the 
having rendered it " at length perfectly subduable." Yet 
those who have written on "Mystical devotion," have 
declared that, " it is a sublime state of mind to which whole 
sects have aspired, and some individuals appear to have 
attained."* The histories of great visionaries, were they cor- 

* Charles Butlbr has drawn up a sensible essay on " Mystical Devo- 
tioD." He was a Roman Catholic. Nokrxs, and Pr. Hbsbt Mobb, and 
Bishop Bbbkelbt, may be consulted by the carious. 
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rectly detailed, would probably prove how their delusiong con- 
sisted of the ocular spectra of their brain and the accelerated 
sensations of their nerves. Batle has conjured up an amusing* 
theory of apparitions, to show that Hobbes, who was subject 
to occasional terrors, might fear that a certain combination of 
atoms agitating his brain might so disorder his minci as to 
expose him to spectral visions ; and so being very timid, and 
distrusting his own imagination, he was averse at times to be 
left alone. Apparitions often happen in dreams, but they may 
happen to a man when awake, for reading and hearing of 
them would revive their images, and these images might play 
even an incredulous philosopher some unlucky trick. 

But men of genius whose enthusiasm has not been past 
recovery, have experienced this extraordinary state of the mind, 
in those exhaustions of study to which they unquestionably are 
subject. Tissot, on '* The Health of Men of Letters,'* has 
produced a terrifying number of cases. They see and hear 
what none but themselves do. Genius thrown into this pecu- 
liar state has produced some noble efl^ions. Kotzebue was 
once absorbed in hypochondriacal melancholy, and appears to 
have meditated on self-destruction ; but it happened that he 
preserved his habit of dramatic composition, and produced one 
oi his most energetic dramas — that of " Misanthropy and 
Bepentance." He tells us that he had never experienced such 
a rapid flow of thoughts and images, and he believed, what a 
physiological history would perhaps show, that there are some 
maladies, those of the brain and the nerves, which actually 
stretch the powers of the mind beyond their usual reach. It 
is the more vivid world of ideal existence. 

But what is more evident, men of the finest genius have 
experienced these hallucinations in society acting on their 
moral habits. They have insulated the mind. With them 
ideas have become realities, and suspicions certainties ; while 
events have been noted down as seen and heard, which in 
truth had never occurred. Bousssaxt's phantoms scaitiely 
ever quitted him for a day. Bajeibt imagined that he was 
invisibly persecuted bj the Boyal Academy, who had even 
spirited up a gang of housebreakers. The vivid memoirs of 
AI/FIEBI will authenticate what DoNira, who himself had 
suffered from them, calls " these eclipses, sudden ofiuscations 
and darkening of the senses.'* Too often the man of genius, 
with a vast and solitary power, darkens the scene of hfe ; he 
builds a pyramid between himself and the sun. Mocking at 
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tbe expedients hj whicli Bociety has contrived to protect it* 
feebleness, he would break dowa the iastitutions from which 
he has shrunk away in the loDeliness of his feelings. Sachia 
the insulating intellect in which some of the most elevated 
qtirits have heeureducod. Toimbueourselves withthegeniiu 
of their works, even to think of them, is an awful thing ! la 
nature their ezifltence is a Bolecism, as their genius is a para- 
dox; for their crimee seem to be without guilt, their curses 
have kindnesB in them, and if they afflict mankind it is in 

Yet what less than enthusiasm is the purchase-price of 
high passion and invention P I^rhaps never has there been a 
maD of genius of this rare cast, who has not betrayed the 
eboUitions of imagination in toiae outward action, at that 
period when the illusions of life are more real to genius than 
its realities. There ia a Jala morgana, that throws into the 
air a pictured land, and the deceived eye trusts till the 
▼isonarj shadows glide away. " I have dreamt of a golden 
land," exclaimed Fubeli, " and soUcnt in vain for the barge 
wbicli is to carry me to its shore." A alight derangement of 
our accustomed habits, a little perturbation of the faculties, 
and a romantic tinge on the feelings, give no indifferent pro- 
mise of geniii»; of that generous temper which knowing 
nothing of the baseness of mankind, with indefinite views 
carries on some glorious design to charm the world or to 
make it happier. Often we bear, from the confessions trf 
men of genius, of their having in youth indulged the most 
elevating and the most chimerical projects; and if age ridi- 
cule thy imaginative existence, be assured that it is the de- 
cline of its genius. That virtuous and tender enthusiast, 
F£n£los, in bis early youth, troubled bis friends with a 
eUssieal and religions reverie. He was on the point of 

Sitting them ia restore the independence of Greece, with 
9 piety of a missionary, and witb the taste of a classical 
antiquary. The Peloponnesus opened to him the Church of 
Corinth where St. Paul preached, the Pirxus where Socrates 
conversed ; while the latent poet was to pluck laurels from 
Delphi, and rove amidst the amenities of Tempe. Such was- 
the influence of the ideal presence ; and barren will be his 
imagination, and luckless his fortune, who, claimiug the 
honours of genius, has never been touched by such a tem- 
porary delirium. 

To this enthusiasm, and to tliis alone, can we attribute the 
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ielf-immolation of men of genius. Mighty and laiboiioiis 
works have been punned, as a fprlcHU hope, at the certain 
destruction of the fortune of the indiridual. Vast laboora 
attest the enthusiasm whieh accompanied their progress. 
Sach men have sealed their works with thmr blood : ihej 
have silently borne the pangs of disease ; thej have baxred 
themselves from the pursuits of fortune; they have torn 
themselves away from all they loved in life, patiently sufEer^ 
ing these self-denials, to escape from interruptions azui impe^ 
diments to their studies. Martyrs of literature and art, they 
behold in their solitude the halo of immortality over their 
studious heads — ^that fame which is ''a life beyond life.*' 
Vait Helmont, in his library and his laboratory, preferred 
their busy solitude to the honours and the invitations of Bo- 
dolphus II., there writing down what he daily experienoed 
during thirty years ; nor would the enthusiast yield op to 
the emperor one of those golden and visionary days 2 Mtit 
TON would not desist from proceeding with one of his 
works, although warned by the physician of the certain loss 
of his sight. He declared he preferred his duty to his eyes, 
and doubtless his fame to his comfort. Akthoiit Wood, 
to preserve the lives of others, voluntarily resigned his own 
to cloistered studies ; nor did the literary passion desert him 
in his last moments, when with his dying hands the hermit 
of literature still grasped his beloved papers, and his last 
mortal thoughts dwdt on his ^'Athens Oxonienses." 
Moeebi, the founder of our great biographical collections, 
conceived the design with such enthusiasm, and found such 
seduction in the labour, that he willingly withdrew from the 
popular celebrity he had acquired as a preacher, and the pre- 
ferment which a minister of state, in whose house he re- 
sided, would have opened to his views.* After the first edi- 
tion of his " Historical Dictionary," he had nothing so mudi 
at heart as its improvement. His imyielding application was 
converting labour into death ; but collecting his last reno- 
yated vigour, with his dying hands he gave the volume to 
the world, though he did not live to witness even its publi- 
cation. All objects in life appeared mean to him, compared 
with that exalted delight of addressing, to the literary men 

* Ijouis Moreri was bom in Provence in 1643, and died in 1680, at the 
early age of 87, while engaged on a second edition of his great work. The 
minister alladed to in the text was M. de Pomponne^ Secretary of State to 
Louis XIV. nntU the year I679i.— Ed. 
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of his age, the history of their brothers. Such are the men, 
as Bacok says of himself, who are ''the servants of pos- 
terity," 

Who scorn delights, and lire kborious days ! 

The same enthusiasm inspires the pupils of art consumed 
by their own ardour. The young and classical sculptor who 
raised the statue of Charles II., placed in the centre of the 
Boyal Exchange, was, in the midst of his work, advised by 
his medical friends to desist ; for the energy of his labour, 
with the strong excitement of his feelings, already had made 
fatal inroads in his constitution : but he was willing, he said, 
to die at the foot of his statue. The statue was raised, and 
the young sculptor, with the shining eye and hectic flush of 
consumption, beheld it there — returned home — and died. 
Dbotjais, a pupil of David, the French painter, was a youth 
of fortune, but the solitary pleasure of his youth was his de- 
votion to Kaphael ; he was at his studies from four in the 
morning till night. " Painting or nothing !** was the cry of 
this enthusiast of elegance ; " First fame, then amusement," 
was another. His sensibility was great as his enthusiasm ; 
and he cut in pieces the picture for which David declared he 
would inevitably obtain the prize. " I have had my reward 
in your approbation ; but next year I shall feel more certain 
of deserving it," was the reply of this young enthusiast. 
Afterwards he astonished Pans with his " Marius ;" but 
while engaged on a subject which he could never quit, the 
principle of life itself was drying up in his veins. Henbt 
BJEADLET and Kirke White were the early victims of the 
enthusiasm of study, and are mourned by the few who are 
organized like themselves. 

'Twas thine own genhis gave ihe final hlow. 
And helped to plant the wonnd that laid thee low ; 
So the strnck eagle, stretched npon the plain. 
No more throngh rolling clouds to soar again, 
YiewM his own feather on the fatal dart, 
And winged the shaft that qoiver'd in his heart ; 
Keen were his pangs, hut keener far to feel 
He nursed the pinion which impelPd the steel. 
While the same plumage that had warmM his nest. 
Drank the last Ufe-drop of his bleeding breast. 

One of our former great students, when reduced in health by 
excessive study, was entreated to abandon it, and in the 
scholastic language of the day, not to perdere substantiam 
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prefer aeeidentia. With a smile the martyr of rtndy r 
peated K Terse from Juveoal : 



Thus the shadow of death fslb among those who are 
existing with more than life about them. Yet " there is no 
celebrity for the artist," Bud Gbsnsb, " if the love of his 
own art do not become a vehement passion ; if the hours he 
employs to cultivate it he not for him the most delicious ones 
of his life ; if study become not his true existence and his 
first happiness ; if the society of his brothers in art be not 
that which most pleases him ; if even in the night-time the 
ideas of his art do not occupy his vigils or his dreams ; if in 
the morning he Sy not to his work, impatient to recommence 
what he lelt unfinished. These are the marks of him who 
labours for true glory and posterity ; but if he seek only to 
please the taste of his ^e, his works will not kindle the de- 
sires nor touch the hearts of tho«e who love the arts and the 
artists." 

Unaccompanied by enthusiasm, gemns will produce no- 
thing but uninteresting works of art; not a work of urt re- 
sembling the dove of Atcbytas, which beautiful piece of me- 
chanism, while other artists beheld flying, no oae could frame 
such another dove to meet it in the air. Enthusiasm is that 
secret and harmonious spirit which hovers over the produc- 
tion of genius, throwing the reader of a book, or the spec- 
tator of a statue, into the very ideal presence whence these 
works have really originated, A great work always leavea 
us in a state of musing. 



CHAPTEE XIII. 



:)ng supposed to be the offspring of little minds, 
rer, confined to them. In the literary republic, 
fiereely rages among the senators as well as 
peofia. Is that cunoua self-description whioh 
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LnrN^TTS comprised in a single page, written with the pre- 
cision of a naturalist, that great man discovered that his 
constitution was liahle to he afflicted with jealousy. Lite- 
rary jealousy seems often proportioned to the degree of 
genius, and the shadowy and equivocal claims of literary 
honour is the real cause of this terrible fear ; for in cases 
where the object is more palpable and definite than intellec- 
tual excellence, jealousy does not appear so strongly to affect 
the claimant for admiration. The most beautiful woman, in 
the season of beauty, is more haughty than jealous; she 
rarely encounters a rival ; and while her claims exist, who 
can contend with a fine feature or a dissolving glance P But 
a man of genius has no other existence than in the opinion of 
the world ; a divided empire would obscure him, and a con- 
tested one might prove his annihilatiour 

The lives of authors and artists exhibit a most painful dis- 
ease in that jealousy which is the perpetual fever of their 
existence. Why does Plato never mention Xekophon, and 
why does Xenophon inveigh against Plato, studiously col- 
lecting every little rumour which may detract from his fame? 
They wrote on the same subject ! i The studied affectation of 
Ahistotle to differ from the doctrines of his master Plato 
-while he was following them, led him into amb^ities and 
contradictions which have been remarked. The two fathers 
of our poetry, Chatjceb and Gower, suffered their friendship 
to be interrupted towards the close of their lives. Chaucer 
bitterly reflects on his friend for the tndelieacy of some of his 
tales : " Of all such cursed stories I say fy !" and Gower, 
evidently in return, erased those verses in praise of his friend 
which he had inserted in the first copy of his " Confessio 
Amantis." Why did Cobi^eille, tottering to the grave, 
when RACnfE consulted him on his first tragedy, advise the 
author never to write another ? Why does Voltaire con- 
tinually detract from the sublimity of Comeille, the sweet- 
ness of Racine, and the fire of Crebillon ? Why did Drtden 
never speak of Otwat with kindness but when in his grave, 
then acknowledging that Otway excelled him in the pathetic ? 
Why did Leibnitz speak slightingly of Locke's Essay, and 
meditate on nothing less than the complete overthrow of 
Newtok's system ? Why, when Boccaceio sent to Petbabch 
a copy of Dante, declaring that the work was like a first 
light which had illuminated his mind, did Petrarch boldly 
observe that he had not been anxious to inquire after it, for 
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intending himself to compose in the vernacular idiom, he had 
no wish to he considered as a plagiary P and he only allows 
Dante's superiority from having written in the vulgar idiomy 
which he did not consider an enviable merit. Thus frigidly 
Petrarch could behold the solitary ^tna before him, in the 
" Inferno," while he shnmk into himself with the painful 
consciousness of the existence of another poet, obscuring his 
own majesty. It is curious to observe Lord Shaftesbubt 
treating with the most acrimonious contempt the great 
writers of his own times — Cowley, Dryden, Addison, and 
Prior. We cannot imagine that his lordship was so entirely 
destitute of every feeling of wit and genius as would appear 
by this damnatory criticism on all the wit and genius of his 
age. It is not, indeed, difficult to comprehend a different 
motive for this extravagant censure in the jealousy which 
even a great writer often experiences when he comes in con* 
tact with his living rivals, and hardily, if not impudently, 
practises those arts of critical detraction to raise a moment's 
delusion, which can gratify no one but himself. 

The moral sense has often been found too weak to temper 
the malignancy of literary jealousy, and has impelled some 
men of genius to an incredible excess. A memorable example 
offers in the history of the two brothers. Dr. William and 
John Hukteb, both great characters fitted to be rivals ; but 
Nature, it was imagined, in the tenderness of blood, had 
placed a bar to rivalry. John, without any determined pur- 
suit in his youth, was received by his brother at the height 
of his celebrity ; the doctor initiated him into his school ; 
they performed their experiments together; and William 
Hunter was the first to announce to the world the great 
genius of his brother. After this close connexion in all their 
studies and discoveries. Dr. William Hunter published hit 
magnificent work — the proud favourite of his heart, the 
assertor of his fame. Was it credible that the genius of the 
celebrated anatomist, which had been nursed under the wing 
of his brother, should turn on that wing to clip it ? John 
Hunter put in his claim to the chief discovery; it was 
answered by his brother. The Boyal Society, to whom thw 
impealed, concealed the documents of this unnatural feua. 
The blow was felt, and the jealousy of literary honour for 
ever separated the brothers— the brothers of genius. 

Such, too, was the jealousy which separated Agobtivo and 
Annjbal Cabraoci, whom their cousin Litdotigo for so many 
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years had attempted to unite, and who, daring the time their 
icademj existed, worked together, comhining their separate 
powers.* The learning and the philosophy of Agostino 
assisted the invention of the master genius, Annihfd; hut 
Annihal was jealous of the more literary and poetical cha- 
racter of Agostino, and, hy his sarcastic humour, frequently 
mortified his learned hrother. Alike great artists, when once 
employed on the same work, Agostino was thought to have 
excelled his hrother. Annihal, sullen and scornful, imme- 
diately hroke with him ; and their patron. Cardinal Famese, 
was compelled to separate the brothers. Their fate is 
striking : Agostino, divided from his brother Annihal, sunk 
into dejection and melancholy, and perished by a premature 
death, while Annihal closed his days not long after in a state 
of distraction. The brothers of Nature and Art could not 
live together, and could not live separate. 

The history of artists abounds with instances of jealousy, 
perhaps more than that of any other class of men of genius. 
Hudson, the master of Esykolds, could not endure the 
sight of his rising pupil, and would not suffer him to con- 
clude the term of his apprenticeiship ; while even the mild 
and elegant Beynolds himself became so jealous of Wilson, 
that, he took every opportunity of depreciating his singular 
excellence. Stung by the madness of jealousy, Babbt one 
day addressing Sir Joshua on his lectures, burst out, ** Such 
poor flimsy stuff as your discourses ! " clenching his fist in the 
agony of the convulsion. After the death of the great artist, 
BuuiT bestowed on him the most ardent eulogium, and 
deeply griev'ed over the past. But the race of genius bom 
too " near the sun" have found their increased sensibility 
flame into crimes of a deeper dye — crimes attesting the 
treachery and the violence of the professors of an art which, 
it appears, in softening the souls of others, does not neces- 
sarily mollify those of the artists themselves. The dreadful 
story of Akdbea del Castaoko seems not doubtful. Having 
been taught the discovery of painting in oil by Domenico 
Venetiano, yet, still envious of the merit of the generous 
Mend who had confided that great secret to him, Andrea 
with his own hand secretly assassinated him, that he might 
remain without a rival. The horror of his crime only 
appeared in his confession on his death-bed. Domekichino 

• 

* See an article on the Camod in '* CorioBities of lateratnre," vol. ii 
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seems to have been poisoned for the preference he obtained 
over the Neapolitan artists, which raised them to a man 
against him, and reduced him to the necessity of preparing 
his food with his own hand. On his last return to Naples, 
Passeri says, " Non fu mat piu veduto da huon occhio da 
quelli NapoUtani : e li Fittori lo deteatavano perch^ egli era 
ritomato — mori con qualche aospetto di veleno, e queato non e 
inverisimile perche Vintereaao e un perfido tiranno.** So that 
the Neapolitisms honoured Genius at Naples by poison, which 
they might have forgotten had it flourished at Rome. The 
famous cartoon of the battle of Pisa, a work of Michael 
Angelo, which he produced in a glorious competition with the 
Homer of painting, Leonardo da Vinci, and in which he had 
struck out the idea of a new style, is only known by a print 
which has preserved the wonderful composition ; for the 
original, it is said, was cut into pieces by the mad jealousy of 
Baooio Banducelli, whose whole life was made miserable 
by his consciousness of a superior rival. 

In the jealousy of genius, however, there is a peculiar case 
where the fever silently consumes the sufferer, without po8« 
sessing the malignant character of the disease. Even the 
gentlest temper declines under its slow wastings, and this 
infection may happen among dear friends, whenever a man 
of genius loses that self-opinion which animates his solitary 
labours and constitutes his happiness. Perhaps when at the 
height of his class, he sudd^y views himself eclipsed hj 
another genius — ^and that genius his friend! This is the 
jealousy, not of hatred, but of despair. Churchill observed 
the feeling, but probably included in it a greater degree of 
malignancy than I would now describe. 

"Bdyj whichtunis pale, 
And sickens eren if a friend prrrail. 

SwuPT, in that curious poem on his own death, said of 
Pops that 

He can in one couplet fix 

More sense than I can do in liz. 

The Dean, perhaps, is not quite serious, but probably is in 
the next lines — 

It gires me inch a jealoni fit^ 

I ay ''Pox take him and his wit** 

If the reader pursue this hint throughout the poem, these 
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<k)mpliinents to his friends, always at bis own expense, exhibit 
a singular mixture of the sensibility and the frankness of true 
genius, which Swift himself has honestly confessed. 

What poet would not grieve to see 
His brother write as well as he ?* 

AspisON experienced this painful and mixed emotion in his 
intercourse with Pope, to whose rising celebrity he soon be- 
came too jealously alive.f It was more tenderly, but not less 
keenly, felt by the Spanish artist Ci.stillo, a man distin- 
guished by every amiable disposition. He was the great 
painter of Seville ; but when some of his nephew Mubillo's 
paintings were shown to him, he stood in meek astonishment 
before them, and turning away, he exclaimed with a sigh — 
" Ya murio Castillo ! " Castillo is no more ! Returning home, 
the stricken genius relinquished his pencil, and pined away 
in hopelessness. The same occurrence happened to Pieteo 
Pebughto, the master of Raphael, whose general character 
as a painter was so entirely eclipsed by his far-renowned 
scholar ; yet, while his real excellences in the ease of his atti- 
tudes and the mild grace of his female countenances have 
been passed over, it is probable that Raphael himself might 
have caught from them his first feelings of ideal beauty. 



CHAPTER XrV. 

Want of mntnal esteem among men of genius often originates in a defi- 
ciency of analogous ideas. — It is not always envy or jealousy which in- 
duces men of genius to undervalue each other. 

Akong men of genius, that want of mutual esteem, usually 
attributed to envy or jealousy, ofben originates in a deficiency 
of analogous ideas, or of sympathy, in the parties. On this 
principle, several curious phenomena in the history of genius 
may be explained. 

Every man of genius has a manner of his own ; a mode of 
thinking and a habit of style, and usually decides on a work 

* The plain motive of all these dislikes is still more amusing, as giyen in 
this couplet of the same poem : — 

" If with such genius heayen has blest *em, ' 
Have I not reason to detest 'em." — En. 

f See article on Pope and Addisoa in '* Quarrels of Authors." 
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as it approximates or varies from bis own. When one great 
author depreciates another, his depreciation has often no 
worse source than his own taste. The witty Cowley despifled 
the natural Chaucer; the austere classical Boileau theroagh 
sublimity of Cr6billon ; the refining Marivaux the familiar 
Moliere. Fielding ridiculed Eicbardson, whose manner so 
strongly contrasted with his own ; and Richardson contemned 
Fielding, and declared he would not last. Cumberland 
escaped a fit of unforgiveness, not living to read his own 
character by Bishop Watson, whose logical head tried the 
lighter elegtmcies of that polished man by his own nervous 
genius, destitute of the beautiful in taste. There was no 
envy in the breast of Johnson when he advised Mrs. Tbrale 
not to pilrchase '^ Gray's Letters," as trifling and dull, no 
more than there was in Gray himself when he. sunk the 
poetical character of Shenstone, and debased his simplicity 
and purity of feeling by an image of ludicrous contempt. J 
have heard that Wile:es, a mere wit and elegant echdar, 
used te treat Gibbok as a mere bookmaker ; and i^[yplied to 
that philosophical historian the verse by which Voltaire de- 
scribed, with so much caustic facetiousness, the genius of tlie 
khU Trablet— 

n a compile, compil^ compile. 

The deficient sympathy in these men of genius for modes 
of feeling opposite to their own was the real cause of their 
opinions ; and thus it happens that even superior genius is so 
often liable to be unjust and false in its decisions. 

The same principle operates still more strikingly in the 
remarkable contempt of men of genius for those pursuits 
which require talents distinct from their own, and a cast of 
mind thrown by nature inte another mould. Hence we 
must not be surprised at the poetical antipathies of Selden 
and Locke, as well as Longuerue an\i Buffon. Newton called 
poetry '* ingenious nonsense." On the other side, poets 
undervalue the pursuits of the antiquarv, the naturalist, and 
the metaphysician, forming their estnnate by their own 
favourite scsue of imagination. As we can only understand 
in the degree we comprehend, and feel in the de^ee in whieh 
we sympathize, we may be sure that in both these oases the 
parties will be found altogether deficient in thoee qualities of 
genius which constitute the exodlenoe of the other. To this 
cause, rather than to the one the friends of Mioxu ascribed 
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to Adam Smith, namely, a personal dislike to the poet, may 
we place the severe mortification which the unfortunate trans- 
lator of Camoens suffered from the person to whom he dedi- 
eated " The Lusiad." The Duke of Buccleugh was the pupil 
of the great political economist, and so little valued an epic 
poem, that his Grace had not even the curiosity to open the 
leaves of the presentation copy. 

A professor of polite literature condemned the study of 
botany, as adapted to mediocrity of talent, and only demand- 
ing patience ; hut LrKK^us showed how a man of genius 
becomes a creator even in a science which seems to depend 
only on order and method. It will not be a question with 
some whether a man must he endowed with the energy and 
aptitude of genius, to excel in antiquarianism, in natural his- 
tory, and similar pursuits. The prejudices raised against the 
clauns of such to the honours of genius have probably arisen 
from the secluded nature of their pursuits, and the little 
knowledge which the men of wit and imagination possess of 
these persons, who live in a society of their own. On this 
subject a very curious circumstance has been revealed respect- 
ing Peireso, whose enthusiasm for science was long felt 
throughout Europe. His name was known in every country, 
and his death was lamented in forty languages ; yet was this 
great literary character unknown to several men of genius in 
his own country ; Bochefoucauld declared he had never heard 
of his name, and Malherbe wondered why his death created 
so universal a sensation. 

Madame De StIel was an experienced observer of the 
habits of the literary character, and she has remarked how 
one student iLsually revolts from the other when their oceU' 
pations are different^ because they are a reciprocal annoyance. 
The scholar has nothing to say to the poet, the poet to the 
naturalist ; and even among men of science, those who are 
differently occupied avoid each other, taking little interest in 
what is out of their own circle. Thus we see the classes of 
literature, like the planets, revolving as distinct worlds ; and 
it would not be less absurd for the inhabitants of Venus to 
treat with contempt the powers and faculties of those of 
Jupiter, than it is for the men of wit and imagination those 
of the men of knowledge and curiosity. The wits are inca- 
pable of exerting the peculiar qualities which give a real value 
to these pursuits, and therefore they must remain ignorant of 
their nature and their result. 

M 
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It is not tiien always, envy or jealousy which indueoi^aieiv 
ofg^tts to undervalue each other ; the want of sympathy 
wilf sufficiently account for the want of judgment. Suj^pose 
NswTOK, QuiKAULT, and MajCHTATEl accidentally meeting 
together, and unknown to each other, would they not soon 
have desisted from the vain attempt of communicating their 
ideas ? The philosopher would have condemned the po^ of 
the Graces as an intolerable trifler, and the author of ** The 
Prince" as & dark political spy. Machiavel would have^ eon* 
ceived Newton to he a dreamer among the stars, and a xaer^ 
almanack-maker amonff men ; and the other a ihymw, nan* 
aoously daucereux, Qumault might have imagined that he was 
seated between two madmen* Having annoyed each othev 
for some time, they would have relieved their ennui by oeoi<r 
procal contempt, and each have, parted with a determuu^oa 
u> avoid henceforward two such disag^ceeaUe oompaniona* 
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dems. — An au^or knows more of his merits than his readers. — And 
of his defeetSi — Authors yersallle in their admirailoii and tlieir 



Yanity, egotism^ a strong sense of their own sufficiency, form 
another accusation against men of genius; but the com* 
pl^xion of self-praise must alter with iAie occasion ; for the 
simplicity of truth may appear vanity, and the consciousneaa 
of superiority seem envy — to Mediocrity, It is we who do 
nothing, and cannot even imagine anything to be done, who 
are so much diroleased with self-lauding, self-love, self- inde- 
pendence, self-admiration^ which with the man of genius may 
often be nothing but an ostensible modification of the pasaion 
of glory. 

He who exults in himself is at least in earnest ; but he who 
refuses to receive that praise in public for which he has de- 
voted 80 much labour in his privacy, is not ;, for he is com* 
pelled to suppress the very instinct of his nature. We oen* 
sure no man for loving fame, but only for showing us how 
much he is possessed by the passion : thus we allow him to 
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create tlie appetite, but we deny him its aliment. Our 
^feminate minds are the willing dupes of what is called the 
ifiodesty of genius, or, as it has been termed, '* the polished 
reaesrve of modem times ;" and this from the selfish principle 
that it serves at least to keep out of the company its painful 
pre-eminence. But this " polished reserve," like something^ 
as ^Eishionable, the ladies' rouge, at first appearing with rather 
too much colour, will in the heat of an evening die away till 
the true complexion come out. What subterfuges are resorted 
to by these pretended modest men of genius, to extort that ' 
praise from their private circle which is thus openly denied' 
fhem! They have been taken by surprise enlarging their 
own panegyric, which might rival Pliny's on Tr^an, for care* 
and copiousness ; or impudently veiling themselves with the 
tran^^parency of a third person ; or never prefixing their name 
to the volume, which they would not easily forgive a Mend 
to pass unnoticed. 

Self-love is a principle of action ; but among no class of 
human beings has nature so profusely distributed this prin* 
oiple of life and action as through the whole sensitive family 
of genius. It reaches even to a feminine susceptibility. The 
love of prsuse is instinctive in their nature. Praise with 
them is the evidence of the past and the pledge of the futuie. 
The generous qualities and the virtues of a man of genius are 
really produced by the applause conferred on him. " To 
him whom the world admires, the happiness of the world 
must be dear," said Madame ]>£ StIel. Bomney, the 
painter, held as a maxim that every diffident artist required 
" almost a daily portion of cheering applause." How often 
do such find their powers paralysed by the depression of con- 
fidence or the appearance of neglect! When the North 
American Indians, amid their circle, chant their gods and 
their heroes, the honest savages laud the living worthies, as 
well as their departed ; and when, as we are told, an auditor 
hears the shout of his own name, he answers by a cry of 
pleasure and of pride. The savage and the man of genius 
are here true to nature, but pleasure and pride in his own 
name must raise no emotion in the breast of genius amidst a 
polished circle. To bring himself down to their usual medio- 
crity, he must start at an expression of regard, and turn away 
even from one of his own votaries. Madame De Stael, an ex- 
quisite judge of the feelings of the literary character, was 
aware of this change, which has rather occurred in our man- 

k2 
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ners than in men of genius themselves. " Enyy," says that 
eloquent writer, *' among the Greeks, existed sometimes 
hetween rivals ; it has now passed to the spectators ; and hj 
a strange singularity the mass of men are jealous of the efforts 
which are tried to add to their pleasures or to merit their 
approbation. " 

But this, it seems, is not always the case with men of 
genius, since the accusation we are noticing has been so often 
reiterated. Take from some that supreme confidence in 
themselves, that pride of exultation, and you crush the germ 
of their excellence. Many vast designs must have perished 
in the conception, had not their authors breathed this vital 
air of self-delight, this creative spirit, so operative in great 
midertakings. We have recently seen this principle in the 
literary character unfold itself in the life of the late Bishop of 
Landadf. Whatever he did, he felt it was done as a master : 
whatever he wrote, it was, as he once declared, the best work 
on the subject yet written. With this feeling he emulated 
Cicero in retirement or in action. " When I am dead, you 
will not soon meet with another Johk HuirrEB," said the 
great anatomist to one of his garrulous Mends. An apology 
is formed by his biographer for relating the fact, but tiae 
weakness is only in the apology. When Hooabth was 
engaged in his work of the Mctrria^e ^la-Mode, he said to 
Bevnolds, " I shall very soon gratify the world with such a 
sight as they have never seen equalled." — ^^* One of his 
foibles,'* adds Northcote, "it is well known, was theexcessire 
high opinion he had of his own abilities." So pronounced 
Northcote, who had not an atom of his genius. Was it a 
foible in Hogarth to cast the glove, when he always mora 
than redeemed the pledge ? Corkstlle has given a very 
noble full-length of the sublime egotism which accompanied 
him through life ;* but I doubt, if we had any such author in 
the present day, whether he would dare to be so just to him« 
self, and so hardy to the public. The self-praise of Bctyoh 
at least equalled his genius ; and the inscription beneath his 
statue in the library of the Jardin des Plantes, which I have 
been told was raised to him in his lifetime, exceeds all paoe- 
syrio ; it places him alone in nature, as the first and the last 
mterpreter of her works. He said of the great geniuses of 
modem ages, that " there were not more than five ; Newton, 

^ See it YerBified in " Corioeiiiee of LHeratare," yoL L p. 481« 
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Bacon, Leibnitz, Montesquieu, and Myself." With this 
spirit he conceived and terminated his great works, and sat in 
patient meditation at his desk for half a century, till all 
Europe, even in a state of war, bowed to the modern Pliny. 

Nor is the vanity of BuflPon, and Voltaire, and Eousseau 
purely national ; for men of genius in all ages have expressed 
a consciousness of the internal force of genius. No one felt 
this seK-exultation more potent than our Hobbes ; who has 
indeed, in his controversy with Wallis, asserted that there 
may be nothing more just than self-commendation.* There 
is a curious passage in the " Purgatorio'* of Dante, where, de- 
scribing the transitory nature of literary fame, and the va- 
riableness of human opinion, the poet alludes with confidence 
to his own future greatness. Of two authors of the name 
of Guido, the one having eclipsed the other, the poet writes : — 

Cos! ha tolto Tano air altro Guido 
La gloria della lingua ; e forse i nato 
Vhi V uno e V altro caccerd di nido. 

Thus has one Guido from the other snatch'd 
The letter'd pride ; and he perhaps is bom 
Who shall drive either from their nest.f ' 

De Thoti, one of the most noble-minded of historians, in 
the Memoirs of his own life, composed in the third person, 
has surprised and somewhat puzzled the critics, by that fre- 
quent distribution of self-comraendation which they knew 
not how to reconcile with the modesty and gravity with 
which the President was so amply endowed. After his 
great and solemn labour, amidst the injustice of his per- 
secutors, this eminent man had sufficient experience of his real 
worth to assert it. Keplee, amidst his sublime discoveries, 
looks down like a superior being on other men. He breaks 
forth in glory and daring egotism : " I dare insult mankind by 
confessing that I am he who has turned science to advan- 
tage. If I am pardoned, I shall rejoice ; if blamed, I shall 
endure. The die is cast ; I have written this book, and 
whether it be read by posterity or by my contemporaries is 
of no consequence ; it may well wait for a reader during one 
century, when God himself during six thousand years has 
not sent an observer like myself." He truly predicts that 
" his discoveries would be verified in succeeding ages ;" and 
prefers his own glory to the possession of the electorate of 

♦ See '* Quarrels of Authors," p. 471. t Gary. 
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Saxony. Tt was thk solitary xnajesly, this faturity of tk^ 
genius, which hovered oyer the sleepless pillow of Baoon, «f 
Newton, and of Montesquieu ; of Ben Jonson, of Milton, and 
Comeille ; and ,of Michael Angelo. Such men antimpate 
their contemporaries ; they know they are creators^ Imig 
hefore they are hailed as such hy the tardy consent of the 
puhlic. These men stand on Pisg^h heights, and for them 
the Sim shines on a land which none can view but them- 
selves. 

There is an admirable essay in Plutarch, ^'On the manner 
by which we may praise ourselves without exciting envy ia 
others.'* The sage seems to consider self-jmuae as a kind «f 
illustrious impudence, and has one very striking image : he 
compares these eulogists to famished persons, who findmg no 
other food, in their rage have eaten their own flesh, and thua 
shockingly nourished themselves by their own substance. 
He allows persons in high office to praise themselves, if bj 
this they can repel calumny and accusation, as did Pericles 
before the Athenians: but the Bomans found fault with 
Cicero, who so frequently reminded them of his exertions in 
the conspiracy of Catilme ; while, when Sdpio told them 
that " they should not presume to judge of a citizen to whom 
they owed the power of judging all men,", the people covered 
themselves with flowers, and followed him to the capitol to 
join in a thanksgiving to Jove. " Cicero," a4ds Plutarch^ 
*' praised himself without necessity. Sdpio was in personal 
danger, and this took away what is odious in self-praise.** 
An author seems sometimes to occupy the situation of a per- 
son in high office ; and there may be occasions when with a 
noble simplicity, if he appeal to his works, ftf which all men 
may judge, he may be permitted to assert or to maintain his 
claims. It has at least been the practice of men of genius, 
for in this very essay we find Tirootheus, Euripides, and 
Pindar censured, though they deserved all the praise they 
g^ve themselves. 

Epicurus, writing to a minister of state, declares, ^ If 
you desire glory, nothing can bestow it more than the letters 
I write to you :** and Senega, in quoting these words, adds, 
^ What Epicurus promised to his friend, that, my Lucilins, 
I promise you.** Oma me ! was the constant cry <3i 
CiOEBO; and he desires the historian Lucceius to write 
separatelv the conspiracy of Catiline, and to publish quickly, 
that while he yet lived he might taste the sweetpess of his 
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glorj. !HbBA.CB and Otio were equally sensible to their 
immortality ; but what modem poet would be tolerated vniHi 
such an avowal i? Yet Dbydek honeiitly declares that it was 
better for him to own this failing of <vanity, thaniihe Vfoseid 
to do it for him ; and ladds, ** For what other reason ha¥e I 
sp^it my life in so unprofitable a study ? Why am I grown 
old in seeking so barren a Toward as fame P The same paH» 
and application which have made me a poet might hare 
raised me to any honours of the gown." Was not Ora- 
TjLKTBS very sensible to his own ments when a rival started 
up F and did he not assert them too, and distinguish his own 
work by a handsome compliment P Lope de Ye&a celfr* 
brated his own poetic powers under the pseudonyme of a 
pretended editor, Thomas BarguiUos. I regret that his noble 
biographer^ than whom no one can more truly sympathise 
with the emotions of genius, has censured the bard for lue 
querulous or his intrepid tone, and for the quaint conceit of 
hia ^itle-page, where his detractor is introduced as a beetle in 
ard^a or garden, attacking its flowers, but expiring in iihe 
very sweetness he would injure. The inscription uncbr 
BoiLEAU'fi portrait, which gives a preference to the Frendi 
satirist over Juvenal and Horace, is known to have been 
written by himself. Nor was ButIiE^b less proud of his own 
merits 4 for he has done ample justice to his " Hudibras," and 
traced out, with great self<delight, its variety of excellences. 
BxGHiLBDSOK, the novelist, exhibits one of the most striking 
instances of what is called literary vanity, the delight of an 
author in his works ; he has pointed out all the beauties of , 
his three great works, in various manners.* He always 
taxed a visitor by one of his long letters. It was this in- 
tense self-delight which produced his voluminous labours. 

There are certain authors whose very existence seems to 
require a high conception of their own talents; and who 
must, as some animals appear to do, furnish the means of life 
out of their own substance. These men of genius open 
th^ career with peculiar tastes, or with a predilection for 
some great work of no immediate interest ; in a word, mth 
many xmpopular dispositions. Yet we see them mag- 
nanimous, though defeated, proceeding with the public feeling 
against them. At length we view them ranking Avith their 
rivals. Without haviiig yielded up their peculiar tastes «Dr 

* I have obsenred them in *^ CoriosHieB of LfleratnTe," vol. ii. p. 64, 
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their incorrigible viciousness, they have, howeyer, heightened 
their individual excellences. No human opinion can change 
their self-opinion. Alive to the consciousness of their 
powers, their pursuits are placed above impediment, and their 
great views can suffer no contraction ; possunt quia paste 
videntur. Such was the language Lord Bacon once applied 
to himself when addressing a king. "I know," said the 
great philosopher, " that I am censured of some conceit of 
my ability or worth ; but I pray your majesty impute it to 
desire — possunt quia posse mdentur.** These men of genius 
bear a charmed mail on their breast ; '* hopeless, not heart- 
less," may be often the motto of their ensign ; and if they 
do not always possess reputation, they still look onwards for 
fame ; for these do not necessarily accompany each other. 

An author is more sensible of his own merits, as he also is 
of his labour, which is invisible to all others, while he is 
unquestionably much less sensible to his defects than most of 
his readers. The author not only comprehends his merits 
better, because they have passed through a long process in 
his mind, but he is familiar with every part, while the reader 
has but a vague notion of the whole. Why does an excellent 
work, by repetition, rise in interest ? Because in obtaining 
this gradual intimacy with an author, we appear to rebover 
half the genius which we had lost on a first perusaL The 
work of genius too is associated, in the mind of the author, 
with much more than it contains ; and the true supplement, 
which he only can give, has not always accompanied the 
work itself. We find great men often greater than the 
books they write. Ask the man of genius if he have written 
all that he wished to have written P Has he satisfied him- 
self in this work, for which you accuse his pride ? Has he 
dared what required intrepi(tity to achieve ? Has he evaded 
difficulties which he should have overcome P The mind of 
the reader has the limits of a mere recipient, while that of 
the author, even after his work, is teeming with creation. 
'^ On many occasions, my soul seems to know more than it 
can say, and to be endowed with a mind by itself^ far supe- 
rior to the mind I really have,'* said Mabiyaux, with equal 
truth and happiness. 

With these explanations of what are called the vanity and 
egotism of Genius, be it remembered, that the sense of their 
own sufficiency is assumed by men at their own risk. The 
great man who thinks greatly of himself, is not diminishing 
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that gceatness in heaping fuel on his fire. It is indeed 
otherwise with his unlucky brethren, with whom an illusion 
of literary vanity may end in the aberrations of harmless 
madness ; as it happened to Pergival Stockdale. After a 
parallel between himself and Charles XII. of Sweden, he 
concludes that '^ some parts will be to A» advantage, and 
some to mine;** but in regard to fame, the main object be- 
tween himself and Charles XII., Percival imagined that 
" his own will not probably take its fixed and immovable 
station, and shine with its expanded and permanent splen- 
dour, till it consecrates his ashes, till it illumines his tomb." 
After this the reader, who may never have heard of the name 
of Percival Stockdale, must be told that there exist his own 
" Memoirs of his Life and Writings.*** Tjie memoirs of a 
scribbler who saw the prospects of life close\on him while he 
imagined that his contemporaries were unjust, are instructive 
to Sterary men. To correct, and to be corrected, should be 
their daily practice, that they may be taught not only to 
exult in themselves, but to fear themselves. ; 

It is hard to refuse these men of genius th^ aura vitalis, 
of which they are so apt to be liberal to othCTS. Are they 
not accused of the meanest adulations P When a young 
writer experiences the notice of a person of some eminence, 
he has expressed himself in language which transcends that 
of mortality. A finer reason than reason itself inspires it. 
The sensation has been expressed with all it^ fulness by 
Milton: — 

The debt immenae of endlees gratitude. 

Who ever pays an " immense debt " in small sums ? Every 
man of genius has left such honourable traces oi his private 
affections ; from Locke, whose dedication of hii great work 
is more adulative than could be imagined from la temperate 
philosopher, to Chukchill, whose warm euloAums on his 
friends beautifully contrast with his satire. Evdn in advanced 
age, the man of genius dwells on the praise hefcaught in his 
youth from veteran genius, which, like the alof , will flower at 
the end of life. When Virgil was yet a youtjI,it is said that 
Cicero heard one of his eclogues, and excfdmed with his 
accustomed warmth, 

Magna spes altera Eomsa ! 

* I bare sketched a character of Percival Stockdale, in "Calamities 
of Aathors" (pp. 218 — 224) ; it was taken ad vivum. 
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*' The «eoond hope of mighty Borne !" intending by the first 
either himself or Lucretius. The words of Cicero were •the 
secret honey on which the ima^nation of Virgil fed for many 
a year ; for in one of his latest productions, i^e twelfth boJL 
of the ^neid, he applies these ¥ery words to Ascanius. So 
long had the accents of Cicero's praise lingered in the po^'s 
ear! 

This extreme susceptibility of praise in men of genius is 
the same exul)erant sensibility which is so alive to censure. 
I have elsewhere fully shown how some have died of criti- 
cism.* The self«love of genius is perhaps much more delioate 
than gross. 

But this fatal susceptibility is the cause of that strange 
facility which has often astonished the world, by the sudden 
transitions of sentiment which literary characters have fre- 
quently exhibited. They have «ulogised men and events 
which they had reprobated, and reprobated what they had 
eulogised. The recent history of political revolutioiis 
has furnished some monstrous examples of this subservienos 
to power. Guicciardini records one of his own times, which 
has been often repeated in ours. JoTiAjnrs Poktavits, the 
secretary of Ferdinand, King of Naples, was also selected to 
be the tutor of the prince, his son. When Charles YIU. of 
France invaded Naples, Pontanus was deputed to address the 
French conqueror. To render himself agreeable to the ene- 
mies of his country, he did not avoid expatiating on the 
demerits of his expelled patrons : " So difficult it is,'* adds 
the grave and dignified historian, '* for ourselves to observe 
that moderation and those precepts which no man knew 
better than Pontanus, who was endowed with such copious 
literature, and composed with such facility in moral j^iilo^ 
sophy, and possessed such acquirements in universal erudition, 
that he had made himself a prodigy to the eye of the world.* 't 
The student, occupied by abstract pursuits, may not indeed 
always take much interest in the change of dynasties j and 
perhaps the famous cancelled dedication to Cromwell, by the 
learned orientalist Dr. Ca8T£LL,| who supplied its place hf 

* In the article entitled ** Anecdotes of Cenaared Anthon,** in voL i. t£ 
*' Coriontiee of Literature.'* 

f Qniedardinl, Book IL 

t For the melancholy history of thia deyoted scholar, tee note to the 
article on *'The Bewards of Oriental Students," in "Oalamltiss oT 
Authors," p. 189. 
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ftnother to Charles II., ought not to be placed to the account 
of political tergiversation. But the versatile adoration of the 
oontinental savans of the republic or the monarchj, the 
consul or the emperor, has inflicted an unhealing wound on 
the literary character ; since, like PoNTi.irD8, to gratify their 
new master, they had not the greatness of mind to save them- 
selves 'from ingratitude to their old. 

Their vengeance, as quickly kindled, lasts as long. Genius 
18 a dangerous gift of nature. The same effervescent passions 
form a Catiline or a Cicero. Plato lays great stress on his 
man of genius possessing the most vehement passions, but he 
adds reason to restrain them. It is Imagination which by 
their side stands as their good or evil spirit. Glory or infamy 
is bat a different direction of the same passion. 

How are we to describe symptoms which, flowing from one 
source, yet show themselves in such opposite forms as those 
of an intermittent fever, a silent delirium, or a horrid hypo- 
ehondriasm F Have we no other opiate to still the agony, no 
other cordial to warm the heart, than the great ingredient in 
the recipe of Plato's visionary man of genius — calm reason ? 
Must men, who so rarely obtain this tardy panacea, remain 
with all their tortured and torturing passions about them, 
often self-disgusted, self-humiliated ? The enmities of genius 
are often connected with their morbid imagination. These 
originate in casual slights, or in unguarded expressions, or in 
hasty opinions, or in witty derision, or even in the obtruding 
goodness of tender admonition. The man of genius broods 
over the phantom that darkens his feelings : he multiplies a 
single object ; he magnifies the smallest ; and suspicions 
become certainties. It is in this unhappy state that he 
sharpens his vindictive fangs, in a libel called his '^ Memoirs," 
or in another species of public outrage, styled a " Criticism." 

We are told that Comines the historian, when residing at 
the court of the Count de Charolois, afterwards Duke of Bur- 
gundy, one day returning from hunting, with inconsiderate 
jocularity sat down before the Count, and ordered the prince 
to pull off his boots. The Count would not affect greatness, 
and having executed his commission, in return for the princely 
amusement, the Count dashed the boot on Comines' nose, 
which bled; and from that time, he was mortified at the 
court of Burgundy, by retaining the nickname of the hooted 
head. The blow rankled in the heart of the man of genius, 
and the Duke of Burgundy has come down to us in Comd^e's 
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^ Memoirs," blackened by bis vengeance. Many, unknown to 
tbeir readers, like Comtnes, bave bad a booted bead ; bat 
tbe secret poison is distilled on tbeir lasting page, as we have 
recently witnessed in Lord Waldegrave's " Memoirs." 
Swift's perpetual malevolence to Dryden originated in tbat 
great poet's prediction, tbat '' cousin Swift would never be a 
poet;" a prediction wbicb tbe wit never could forget. I 
bave elsewbere fully written a tale of literary batred, wbere is 
seen a man of genius, in tbe cbaracter of Gilbert Stvast, 
devoting a wbole life to barassing tbe industry or tbe g^mios 
wbicb be bimself could not attain.* 

A living Italian poet, of great celebrity, wben at tbe court 
of Borne, presented a magnificent edition of bis poetry to 
Pius YI. Tbe bard, Mr. Hobbouse informs us, lived not in 
tbe good graces of his boliness, and altbougb tbe pontiff 
accepted the volume, he did not forbear a severity of remark 
which could not fall unheeded by the modem poet ; for on 
this occasion, repeating some verses of Metastasio, bis holi- 
ness drily added, " No one now-a-days writes like tbat great 
poet." Never was this to be erased from memory: tbe 
stifled resentment of Monti vehemently broke forth at tbe 
moment the French carried off* Pius VI. from Rome. Then the 
long indignant secretary poured forth an invective more severe 
" against the great harlot," than was ever traced by a Pro- 
testant pen — Monti now invoked the rock of Sardinia; tbepoet 
bade it fly from its base, that the last of monsters might not 
find even a tomb to shelter him. Such was the curse of a poet 
on his former patron, now an object of misery — a return for 
^' placing him below Metastasio I" . 

The French Revolution affords illustrations of tbe worst 
human passions. When the wretched Col lot D'Hebbois 
was tossed up in the storm to the summit of power, a mem- 
strous imagination seized him ; he projected razing the city of 
Lyons and massacring its inhabitants. He had even the 
heart to commence, and to ccmtinue this conspiracy again$t 
human nature ; the ostensible crime was royalism, but the 
secret motive is said to have been literary vengeance I As 
wretched a poet and actor as a man, D'Herbois bad been 
hissed off the theatre at Lyons, and to avenge that ignominy, 
he had meditated over this vast and remorseless crime. Is 
there but one CoUot D'Herbois in tbe universe ? 

• See " OaUmities of Anthore," pp. 181—189. 
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Long since this was written, a fact has heen recorded of 
Cheitceb, the French dramatic poet, which parallels the hor- 
rid tale of Collot D'Herbois, which some have been willing to 
doubt firom its enormity. It is said, that this monster, in 
the revolutionary period, when he had the power to save the 
life of his brother Andre, while his father, prostrate before a 
wretched son, was imploring for the life of an innocent 
brother, remained silent ; it is further said that he appropriated 
to himself a tragedy which he found among his brother's 
manuscripts. " Fratricide fix)ra literary jealousy," observes 
the relator of this anecdote, " was a crime reserved for a 
modem French revolutionist.*'* There are some pathethic 
stanzas which Andre was composing in his last moments, 
when awaiting his fate ; the most pathetic of all stanzas is 
l^at one which he left unfinished — 

PeairStre, avant que Thenre en cerde promen^e 

Ait poB6, Bur r^mail brillant, 
Daos les soixante pas oH sa route est borate. 

Son pied sonore et rigilant, 
Le Bommeil da tombeau piessera ma panpidre — 

At this unfinished stanza was the pensive poet summoned to 
the guillotine ! 



CHAPTER XVI, 

Tbe domestic life of genius. — Defects of great compositions attributed to 
domestic infelicities. — The home of tbe literary character should be the 
abode of repose and silence. — Of the Father. — Of the Mother. — Of 
feimily genius. — Men of genius not more respected than other men in 
their domestic circle. — The cultivators of science and art do not meet on 
equal terms with others, in domestic life. — Their neglect of those around 
them. — Often accused of imaginary crimes. 

Whek the temper and the leisure of the literary character 
are alike broken, even his best works, the too faithful mirrors 
of his state of mind, will participate in its inequalities ; and 
surely the incubations of genius, in its delicate and shadowy 
combinations, are not less sensible in their operation than the 
composition of sonorous bodies, where, while the warm metal 
is settling in the mould, even an unusual vibration of the air 
during the moment of fusion will injure the tone. 

Some of the conspicuous blemishes of several great com- 

* Edinburgh Review, zxxy. 159, 
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positions may be attributed to the domestic infelicities of 
their authors. The desultory life of Cahobits is imaged to 
be perceptible in the deficient connexion of hi» epic ; and 
Milton's blindness and divided family prevented that casti- 
gating criticism, which otherwise had erased passages which 
have esci^d from his revising hand. He felt himself in tiie 
situation of his Samson Agomstes, whom he so pathetically 
describes — 

Hi0 foes' deriEOon, cai>tiYe, poor, and Uind. 

Even LoGEB complains of his ^^discontinued way of 
writinffy" and " widtuig by incoherent parcels/' from the 
avocations of a busy and unsettled life, which undoubted!}? 
produced a deficiency of method in the disposition of tbe 
materials of his greot work. The careless rapid lines of 
Dbydsn are justly attributed to his distress, and indeed he 
pleads for his inequalitiies from his domestic circumstances. 
Johnson often silently,but eagerly, corrected the ''Bamblers" 
in their successive editions, of which so many had been de- 
spatched in haste* The learned GhBSATBS offered some ex- 
cuses for his errors in his edition of *' Abulfeda," from ^ his 
being five years encumbered with lawsuits, and diverted front 
his studies." When at length he returned to them, he ex- 
presses his surprise ^* at the pains he had formerly undergone," 
but of which he now felt himself " unwilling, he knew not 
how, of again undergoing." Goldoni, when at the bar, 
abandoned his comic talent for several years; and having 
resumed it, his first comedy totally failed : " My head," says 
he, *' was occupied with my professional employment ; I was 
uneasy in mind and in bad humour." A lawsuit, a bank- 
ruptcy, a domestic feud, or an indulgence in criminal or in 
foolish pursuits, have chilled the fervour of imagination, 
scattered into fragments many a noble design, and paralysed 
the finest genius. The distractions of Guino's studies m>m 
his passion for gaming, and of Pabhxoiano's for alchemy, 
have been traced' in their works, which are often hurried over 
and unequal. It is curious to observe, that CciMBERLiLNB 
attributes the excellence of his comedy, 7^ West Indian^ to 
the peculiarly happy situation in which he found himself at 
the time of its composition, free horn the incei^sant avoca- 
tions which had crossed him in the writing of The BrotherM, 
** I was master of my time, my mind was free, and I was 
happy in the society of the dearest (riends> I had on earth. 
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The calls of offioe, tbe cavillings of angry riirals, and the 
fpJtmgA of newspaper critics, could not reach me on the banks 
G^ the Shannon, where all within-doors was love and afifec' 
idon. In no other pmod of my life have the same happy 
drcumstanoes combined to cheer me in any of my literary 
Iskbours." 

The best years of Msiras' life yrere embittered by his 
fkther, a poor artist, and who^ with poorer feelings, converted 
his home into a prison-house, forced his son into the slavery 
of stipulated task-work^ while bread and water were the only 
fruits, of the fine arts. In this domestic persecution, the son 
contracted those morose and saturnine habits which in afber- 
lijEs marked the character of tibe ungenial Meitgs; Alokso 
Oxso, a celebrated Spanish painter, would have carried his 
art to perfection, had not the unceasing persecution of the 
Inquisitors entirely deprived him of that tranquillity so ne- 
cessary to the very existence of art. Ovid, in exile on the 
barren shores of Tomos^ deserted by his genius, in his copious 
Trutia loses much of the luxuriance of his fancy; 

We have a remarkable evidence of domestic unhappiness 
annihilating the very faculty of genius itself, in the case of 
l>r. BfiOOK Tatlob, the celebrated author of the " Linear 
Ferspeclive." This great mathematician in early life distin- 
guished himself as an inventor in science, and the mo^ 
sanguine hopes of his future discoveries, were raised both at 
home and. abroad. Two unexpected events in domestic life 
extinguished his inventive faculties; After the loss of two 
wives, whom he regarded with no common affection, he be- 
came unfitted for profound studies; he carried his own 
personal despair into his favourite objects of pursuit, and 
abandoned them. The inventor of the most original work 
suffered the last fifteen years of his life to drop away, without 
hope, and without exertion;: nor is this a solitary instance, 
wliere a man of genius, deprived of the idolised partner of his 
existence, has no longer been able to find an object in his 
studies^ and where even fame itself has ceased to interest. 
The reason which Rofssbatt alleges for the cynical spleen 
which so frequently breathes forth in his works, shows how 
the domestic character of the man of genius leaves itself in 
his productions. After describing the infelicity of his do- 
mestic affairs, occasioned by the mother of Theresa, and 
Theresa herself, both women of the lowest class and the 
^nrorst dispositions^ he adds, on this wretched marriage, 
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" These unexpected disagreeable events, in a state of my own 
choice, plunged rae into literature, to give a new direction 
and diversion to mj mind ; and in all my first works I scat- 
tered that bilious humour which had occasioned this very 
occupation." Our author^s character in his works was the 
very opposite to the one in which he appeared to these low 
people. Feeling his degradation among them, for they 
treated his simplicity as utter silliness, his personal timidity 
assumed a tone of boldness and originality in his writiugs, 
while a strong personal sense of shame heightened his caus- 
ticity, and he delighted to contemn that urbanity in which 
he had never shared, and which he knew not how to practise. 
His miserable subservience to these people was the real cause 
of his oppressed spirit calling out for some undefined freedom 
in society ; and thus the resX Bousseau, with all bis disor- 
dered feelings, only appeared in his writings. The secrets of 
his heart were confided to his pen. 

*' The painting-room must be like Eden before the Fall ; 
no joyless turbulent passions must enter there" — exclaims 
the enthusiast IliCHABDSOir. The home of the literary cha- 
racter should be the abode of repose and of silence. Then 
must he look for the feasts of study, in progressive and alter» 
uate labours ; a taste *' which," says Otbbok, *' I would not 
exchange for the treasures of India." Bousseau bad always 
a work going on, for rainy days and spare hours, such as his 
" Dictionary of Music :" a variety of works never tired ; it 
was the single one which exhausted. Metastasio looks with 
delight on his variety, which resembled the fruits in the gar- 
den of Armida — 

E mentre spimta I'lm, Faltro mature. 

While one matures, the other bnda and blows. 

Nor is it always fame, or any lower motive, which may 
induce the literary character to hold an unwearied pen. 
Another equally powerful exists, which must remain inex- 
plicable to him who knows not to escape from the listlessness 
of life — it is the passion for literary occupation. He whose 
eye can only measure the space occupied by the voluminous 
labours of the elder Pliny, of a Mazzuchelli, a Muratori, s 
Montfaucon, and a Oough, all men who laboured from the lore 
of labour, and can see nothing in that space but the industiT 
which filled it, is like him who only views a city at a dis* 
tance — the streets and the edifioes; and all the life and popu* 
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ktion within, he can never know. These literary cliaracters 
pa-GF|ected their works as so many schemes to escape from 
uninteresting pursuits ; and, in these folios, how many evils 
of life did they hury, while 'their happiness expanded with 
th^ volume ! Aulus Gellius desired to live no longer than 
he was able to retain the faculty of writing and observing. 
The literary character must grow as impassioned with his 
sdb^eet as ^lian with his " E&story of Animals ;'* " wealth 
and honour I might have obtained at the courts of princes ; 
but 1 preferred the delight of multiplying my knowledge. 
I am aware that the avaricious and the ambitious will accuse 
me of folly ; but I have always found most pleasure in ob- 
serving the nature of animals, studying their character, and 
writii^ their history." 

Even with those who have acquired their celebrity, the 
love of literary labour is not diminished — a circumstance 
recorded by the younger Pliny of Livy. In a preface to one 
of his lost books, that historian had said that he had obtained 
sufficient glory by his former writings on the Roman history, 
and might now repose in silence ; but his mind was so rest- 
less and so abhorrent of indolence, that it only felt its exis- 
t^ice in literary exertion. In a similar situation the feeling 
was fully experienced by Hume. Our philosopher completed 
his history neither for money nor for fame, having then more 
than a si:d0Sciency of both ; but chiefly to indulge a habit as 
a resource against indolence.* These are the minds which 
are without hope if they are without occupation. 

Amidst the repose and silence of study, delightful to the 
Hterary character, are the soothing interruptions of the voices 
of those whom he loves, recalling him from his abstractions into 
social existence. These re-animate his languor, and moments 
of inspiration are caught in the emotions of affection, when a 

* This appears in one of his interesting letters -first published in the 
LUercmf Gtasettef Oct. 20, 1821. — [It is addressed to Adam Smith, dated 
JvXj 28, 1759, and he says, '^I signed an agreement with Mr. Millar, 
where I mention that I proposed to write the History of England from the 
b^inning till the accession of Henry YII., ; and he engages to give me 
14002. for the copy. This is the first previous agreement ever I made with 
ft bookseller. I shall execute the work at leisure, without fatiguing my- 
self hy such ardent application as I have hitherto employed. It is chiefly 
as a resource against idleness that I shall undertake the work, for as to 
money I have enough ; and as to reputation what I have wrote already 
will be sufficient, if it be good ; if not, it is not likely I shall now write 
better."] 
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father or a friend, a wife, a daughter, or a sister, heoome the 
participators of hi's own tastes, the companions of his studies, 
and identify their happiness with his fame. A beautiful in- 
cident in the domestic life of literature is one which Morellet 
has revealed of Mabmoktel. In presenting his collected 
works to his wife, she discovered that the author had dedi- 
cated his volumes to herself; but the dedication was not 
made painful to her modesty, for it was not a public one. 
Nor was it so concise as to be mistaken for a compliment. 
The theme was copious, for the heart overflowed in the pages 
consecrated to her domestic virtues ; and Mabmontbl left it 
as a record, that their children might learn the gratitude of 
their father, and know the character of their mother, wbm 
the writer should be no more. Many readers were perhiups 
surprised to find in Neckeb's Oomte rendu au Itaiy a poli- 
tical and financial work, a great and lovely character of 
domestic excellence in his wife. This was more obtrusive 
than Marmonters private dedication ; yet it was not the less 
sincere. If Neckeb failed in the cautious reserve of private 
feelings, who will censure P Nothing seems misplaced whioh 
the heart dictates. 

If Hobace were dear to his friends, he declares thej 
owed him to his father: — 



poros et insoiiB 



(Ut me collaudem) si yIto et earns amicis. 
Causa fuit Pater his. 

• 

If pure and innocent, if dear (forgiye 
These little praises) to my friends I live. 
My father was the cause. 

This intelligent father, an obscure tax-gatherer, discovered 
the propensity of Horace's mind ; for he removed the boy of 
genius from a rural seclusion to the metropolis, anxiously at- 
tending on him to his various masters. Gbotivs, like 
Horace, celebrated in verse his gratitude to his excellent 
father, who had formed him not only to be a man of learnings 
but a great character. Yitbutius pours forth a mtefm 
prayer to the memory of his parents, who had instiUed into 
his soul a love for literary and philosophical subjects ; and it 
is an amiable trait in Plutaboh to have introduced his father 
in the Symposiacs, as an elegant critic and moralist, and hifl 
brother Lamprias, whose sweetness of disposition, incliningto 
cheerful raillery, the Sage of Cheronsa has immortalised* The 
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£i1d)dr of GiBBOK urged him to literary distinction, and tlie 
dedication of the " Essay on Literature " to that father, con- 
nected with his subsequent labour, shows the force of the ex- 
citement. The father of Pope lived long enough to witness 
his son's celebrity. 

Tears sncli as tender fathers shed, 

Warm from my eyes descend, 
For joy, to think when I am dead, 

Hy son shall have mankind his Friend.* 

The son of Buiton one day surprised his father by the 
oght of a column, which he had raised to the memory of his 
father's eloquent genius. " It will do you honour," observed 
the Gallic sage.f And when that son in the revolution was 
led to the guillotine, he ascended in silence, so impressed with 
his father's fame, that he only told the people, " I am the son 
of Buffon !" 

Fathers absorbed in their occupations can but rarely attract 
their offspring. The first durable impressions of our moral 
existence come from the mother. The first prudential wisdom 
to which Genius listens falls from her lips, and only her 
caresses can create the moments of tenderness. . The earnest 
discernment of a mother's love survives in the imagination of 
manhood. The mother of Sir William Jones, having 
formed a plan for the education of her son, withdrew from 
great connexions that she might live only for that son. Her 
great principle of education, was to excite by curiosity ; the 
result could not fail to be knowledge. " Bead, and you will 
know," she constantly replied to her filial pupil. And we 
have his own acknowledgment, that to this maxim, which 
produced the habit of study, he was indebted for his future 
attainments. Kant, the German metaphysician, was always 
fond of declaring that he owed to the ascendancy of his 
mother's character the severe inflexibility of his moral prin- 
(dples. The mother of Bubns kindled his genius by reciting 
the old Scottish ballads, while to his father he attributed his 
less pleasing cast of character. Bishop Watson traced to the 
affectionate influence of his mother, the religious feelings 

* These lines have heen happily applied by Mr. Bowles to the father of 
Pope. — The poet's domestic a£fections were as permanent as they were 
strong. 

i* It still exists in the gardens of the old chateau at Montbard. It is a 
pillar of marble bearing this inscription : — '* Excelsse turris homilis 
eolunna, Farenti sno filius Buffon. 1785.'* — ^£d. 

ir2 
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which he confesses he inherited from her. The mother of 
Edgewobth, confined through life tp her apartment, was the 
<Htlj person who studied his constitutional volatility. When 
be hastened to her death-hed, the last imperfect accents of 
that heloved voice reminded him of the past and warned him 
of the future, and he declares that voice *' had a happy in- 
fluence on his hahits," — as happy, at least, as his own volatile 
nature would allow. *' To the manner in which my mother 
formed me at an early age," said Napoleon, '* I principally 
owe my subsequent elevation. My opinion is, that the future 
good or bad conduct of a child entirely depends upon the 
mother. * 

There is this remarkable in the strong affections of the 
mother in the formation of the literary character, that, with- 
out even partaking o^ or sympathising with the pleasures the 
child is fond of, the mother will often cherish those first 
decided tastes merely from the delight of promoting the hap- 
piness of her son ; so that that genius, which some would 
produce on a preconceived system, or implant by stratagem, 
or enforce by application, with her may be only the watchful 
labour of love.* One of our most eminent antiquaries has 
often assured me that his great passion, and I may say his 
genius, for his. curious knowledge and his vast researches, he 
attributes to maternal affection. When his early taste for 
these studies was thwarted by the very different one of his 
father, the mother silently supplied her son with the sort of 
treasures he languished for, blessing the knowledKe^ which 
indeed she could not share with him, but which she beheld 
impurting happiness to her youthful antiquary. 

There is, what may be called, family eEiriue. In the 
home of a man of genius is difiused an electrical atmosphere^ 
and his own pre-eminence strikes out talents in all. '^ The 
active pursuits of my father," says the daughter of Edox- 
WOBTH, " spread an animation through the house by connects 
ing children with all that was going on, and allowing them 
to join in thought and conversation ; sympathy and emulation 
excited mental exertion in the most agreeable manner.*' 

* Kotatebue baa noted ike delUmte atteiition of his mother in not only 
fioftering hifl genini, but in watdiing its too rapid devetopmeiii. H« 
tayi : — ** If at any time my imagiiiation was overheated, my mother ml* 
wayi contriyed to select something lor my erening reading which a^ght 
.moderate this ardour, and make a gentler impression on my too iiritahte 
fancy."— Kd. 
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Eteltn", in his beautiful retreat at Saye's Court, had inspired 
his family with that variety of taste which he himself 
was spreading throughout the nation. His son translated 
Bapin's " Gardens," which poem the father proudly preserved 
in his " Sylva ;" his lady, ever busied in his study, excelled in 
the arts her husband loved, and designed the frontispiece to 
his "Lucretius :" she was the cultivator of their celebrated gar- 
den, which served as "an example" of his great work on 
"forest trees." Cowley, who has commemorated Evelyn's 
love of books and gardens, has delight^lly applied them 
to his lady, in whom, says the bard, Evelyn meets both 
pleasures: — 

The fiiirest garden in her looks, 

And in her mind the wisest books. 

The house of Hallee resembled a temple consecrated to 
science and the arts, and the votaries were his own family. 
The universal acquirements of Haller were possessed in some 
degree by every one under his roof; and their studious delight 
in transcribing manuscripts, in consulting authors, in botani- 
sing, drawing and colouring the plants under his eye, formed 
occupations which made the daughters chappy and the sons 
eminent.* The painter Stella inspired his family to copy 
his fanciful inventions, and the playful graver of Claudine 
Stella, his niece, animated his " Sports of Children." I have 
seen a print of Cotpel in his studio^ and by his side his little 
daughter, who is intensely watching the progress of her 
father's pencil. The artist has represented himself in the act 
of suspending his labour to look on his child. At that 
moment, his thoughts were divided between two objects of 
his love. The character and the works of the late Elizabeth 
Hamilton were formed entirely by her brother. Admiring 
the man she loved, she imitated what she admired ; and while 
the brother was arduously completing the version of the 
Persian Hedaya, the sister, who had associated with his 
morning tasks and his evening conversations, was recalling 
all the ideas, and pourtraying her fraternal master in her 
" Hindoo Rajah." 

* HaUer's death (a.d. 1777) was as remarkable for its calm philosophy, 
as his life for its happiness. He was a professional sui;geon, and continued 
to the last an attentive and rational observer of the symptoms of the disease 
which was bringing him to the grave. He transmitted to the University 
of GK>ttingen a scientific analysis of his case ; and died feeling his own 
pulse. — En. 
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Nor are there wanting instances where this family genixtb 
has been carried down through successive generations: the 
volume of the father has been continued by a son, or a rela* 
tive. The history of the family of the Zwingbbs is a combi* 
nation of studies and inherited tastes. Theodore published, 
in 1697, a folio herbal, of which his son Frederic gave an 
enlarged edition in 1744 ; and the family was honoured by 
their name having been given to a genus of plants dedicated 
to their memory, and known in botany by the name of the 
Zwingera. In history and in literature, the family name was 
equally eminent ; the same Theodore continued a great work, 
" The Theatre of Human Life," which had been begun by his 
father-in-law, and which for the third time was enlarged by 
another son. Among the historians of Italy, it is delightful 
to contemplate this family genius transmitting itself with 
unsullied probity among the three Villanis, and the Malas- 
piNis, and the two Poetas. The history of the learned 
family of the Stephens presents a dynasty of literature ; and 
to distinguish the numerous members, they have been de- 
signated as Henry I. and Henry II., — as Robert I., the II., 
and the III.* Our cpuntry may exult in having possessed 
many literary families — the Waetons, the father and two 
sons : the Buenets, more in number ; and the nephews of 
Milton, whose humble torch at leaist was lighted at the altar 
of the great bard.t 

No event in literary history is more impressive than the 
fate of Qfiktilian ; it was in the midst of his elaborate work, 
which was composed to form the literary character of a son, 
that he experienced the most terrible affliction in the domestic 
life of genius — the successive deaths of his wife and his only 
child. It was a moral earthquake with a single survivor 
amidst the ruins. An awful burst of parental and literary 
affliction breaks forth in Quintilian's lamentation, — "My 
wealth, and my writings, the fruits of a long and painful Hfe^ 
must now be reserved only for strangers ; all I possess is for 
aliens, and no longer mine !" We feel the united agony of 
the husband, the father, and the man of genius ! 

Deprived of these social consolations, we see Johkboic 
call about him those whose calamities exiled them ftom. 
society, and his roof lodges the blind, the lame, and the poor ; 

* For an aoooont of them and their works, see '*Cario«tiea of Lite- 
ratnre," vol, L p. 76, 

t The PhiUipe. 
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for the heart mast possess something it can call its own, to 
be kind to. 

In domestic Hfe, the Abb6 De St. Pieebe enlarged its 
moral vocabulary, by fixing in his language two significant 
words. One served to explain the virtue most familiar to 
him — lienfaisance ; and that irritable vanity which magnifies 
its ephemeral fame, the sage reduced to a mortifying diminu- 
tive — la gloriole I 

It has often excited surprise that men of genius are not 
more reverenced than other men in their domestic circle. 
The disparity between the public and the private esteem of 
the same man is often striking. In privacy we discover that 
the comic genius is not always cheerful, that the sage is 
sometimes ridiculous, and the poet seldom delightful. The 
golden hour of invention must terminate like other hours, and 
when the man of genius returns to the cares, the duties, the 
vexatious, and the amusem^its of Hfe, his companions behold 
him as one of themselves — the creature of habits and in- 
firmities. 

In the business of life, the cultivators of science and the 
arts, with all their simpKcity ctf feeling and generous openness 
about them, do not meet on equal terms with other men. 
Their fi-equent abstractions calling off the mind to whatever 
enters into its lonely pursuits, render them greatly inferior to 
others in practical and immediate observation. Studious 
men have been reproached as being so deficient in the know- 
ledge of the human character, that they are usually disquali- 
fied for the management of public business. Their confidence 
in their friends has no bound, while they become the easy 
dupes of the designing. A friend, who was in office with the 
late Mr. CuMBEELAin), assures me, that he was so intractable 
to the forms of business, and so easily induced to do more or 
to do less than he ought, that he was compelled to perform 
the official business of this literary man, to free himself from 
his annoyance ; and yet Cumberland could not be reproached 
with any deficiency in a knowledge of the human character, 
.which he was always touching with caustic pleasantry. 

Aj)disok and Peiob were unskilful statesmen ; and Maxe- 
8HBEBES confessed, a few days before his death, that Tuegk)T 
and himself, men of genius and philosophers, from whom the 
nation had expected much, had badly administered the affairs 
.of the state ; for " knowing men but by books, and unskilful 
in business, we could liot form the king to the government.*' 
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A man of genius may know tlie whole map of IJie worid of 
human nature ; but, like the great geographer, mav- be u)t to 
be lost in the wood which any one in the neigliboarhood 
knows better than him. 

" The coDTeraation of a poet," uye Goldsmith, " is that cf 
a man of Benee, while his ttctionB are those of a fool." Qenios, 
careless of the future, and ofl«n absent in the present, aroids 
too deep a commingling in the minor cares of life. Henoe it 
beoomee a victim to common foob and vulgar villains. " I 
love my family's welfare, but I cannot be so foolish as to 
make myself ^e slave to the minute afiairs of a house," taoA 

■" nBU. The story told of a man of learniiiR is po- 

, however ridicoloua it may appear. Deeply ooca- 
i library, one, rushing in, informed him that the 
on fire : " do to my wife — these matters belong to 
ishly repUed the interrupted student. Baoos wtt 
of hia inble wrapt in many a reveiie, while at the 
reatores about him were trdScking with his honoor, 
; his good name : " I am better fitted for thia," 
:reat man once, holding out a book, " than iac the 
of late led. Nature has not fitted me for that ; 
lyself by inward calling to be fitter to hold a book 
\y a part" 

', who consumed his mornings in his old tower of 
at the end of his garden,* with alt nature opomi^ 
-med all his ideas of what was passing before him 
rt9 of a pliant Capnchin, and the comments of a 
on the scandalous chronicle of the village. Theae 
ifidants he treated as children, but the children were 
p^ the great man I Youitg, whose satires give the 
my of human foibles, was wholly governed by fab 
;r. She thought and acted for him, which probably 
listed the " Night Thoughts," but his curate ex- 
domestic economy of a man of genius by a satirical 
I am truly informed, in that gallery of satirical 
1 his " Love of Fame," Toumg has omitted one of 
striking — his owxl While the poet's eye was 
rom "earth to heaven," he totally overlooked the 
1 be married, and who soon became the object of 
ipt ; and not only his wife, but his only son, who 
returned home for the vacation from tVincheeter 
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unhappy alliances, where the one party must necessarily act 
contrary to the interests of the other. 

Poverty is a relative quality, like cold and heat, which are 
but the increase or the diminution in our own sensations. 
The positive idea most arise from comparison. There is a 
state of poverty reserved even for the wealthy man, the in- 
stant that he comes in hateM contact with the enormous capi- 
telist. But there is a poverty neither vulgar nor terrifying, 
asking no favours and on no terms receiving any ; a poverty 
which annihilates its ideal evils, and, becoming even a source 
of pride, will confer independence, that first step to genius. 

Among the continental nations, to accumulate wealth in 
the spirit of a capitalist does not seem to form the prime 
object of domestic life. The traflSc of money is with them 
left to the traffickers, their merchants, and their financiers. 
In our country, the commercial character has so closely inter- 
woven and identified itself with the national one, and its 
peculiar views have so terminated all our pursuits, that every 
rank is alike influenced by its spirit, and things are valued by 
a market-price which naturally admits of no such appraise- 
ment. In a country where " The Wealth of Nations" has 
been fixed as the first principle of political existence, wealth 
has raised an aristocracy more noble than nobility, more cele- 
brated than genius, more popular than patriotism ; but how- 
ever it may partake at times of a generous nature, it hardly 
looks beyond its own narrow pale. It is curious to notice 
that Montesquieu, who was in England, observed, that " If I 
had been born here, nothing could have consoled me in faihng 
to accumulate a large fortune ; but I do not lament the medio- 
crity of my circumstances in France." The sources of our 
national wealth have greatly multiplied, and the evil has con- 
sequently increased, since the visit of the great philosopher. 

The cares of property, the daily concerns of a family, the 
pressure of such minute disturbers of their studies, have in- 
duced some great minds to regret the abolition of those 
monastic orders, beneath whose undisturbed shade were pro- 
duced the mighty labours of a MoNTrAucoN, a Calmet, a 
Flobez, and the still unfinished volumes of the Benedic- 
TiiTES. Often has the literary character, amidst the busied 
delights of study, sighed "to bid a farewell sweet" to the 
turbulence of society. It was not discontent, nor any under- 
valuing of general society, but the pure enthusiasm of the 
library, which once induced the studious Evelyn to sketch a 
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and blushed to bear a name more illustrious than that of all the 
Warwicks, on her alliance to which noble family she prided 
herself. The children of Milton, far from solacing the ago 
of their blind parent, became impatient for his death, embit« 
tered his last hours with scorn and disaffection, and combined 
to cheat and rob him. Milton, having enriched our national 
poetry by two immortal epics, with patient grief blessed the 
single female who did not entirely abandon him, and the 
obscure fanatic who was pleased with his poems because they 
were religious. What felicities ! what laurels ! And now 
we have recently learned,* that the daughter of Madame D» 
SiviGN^ lived on ill terms with her mother, of whose enchant- 
ing genius she appears to have been insensible ! The unques- 
tionable documents are twa letters hitherto cautiously secreted. 
The daughter was in the house of her mother when an ex- 
traordinary letter was addressed to her from the chamber of 
Madame de S^vigne afber a sleepless night. In this she 
describes, with her peculiar felicity, the ill-treatment she 
received from the daughter she idolised ; it is a kindling effii* 
sion of maternal reproach, and tenderness, and genius.* 

Some have been deemed disagreeable companions, because 
they felt the weariness of dulness, or the impertinence of in^ 
trusion ; described as bad husbands, when united to womett 
who, without a kindred feeling, had the mean art to prey upon 
their infirmities ; or as bad others, because their offspiing have 
not always reflected the moral beauty of their own page. But 
the magnet loses nothing of its virtue, even when the particles 
about it, incapable themselves of being attracted, are not 
acted on by its occult property. 



CHAPTEE XVII. 

The poverty of literary men. — Poverty, a relatire qaality. — Of the pover^ 
of literary men in what degree desirable. — Extreme poverty. — Task- 
work. — Of gratuitous works. — A project to provide against the wont 
state of poverty among literary men. 

PpvEBTT is a state not so fatal to genius, as it is usuallj 
conceived to be. We shall find that it has been sometimes 
voluntarily chosen; and that to connect too closely great 
fortune with great genius, creates one of those powerful but 

* Lettres in^tes de Madame de S6Tign6, pp. 201 and 208. 
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unhappy alliances, where the one party must necessarily act 
contrary to the interests of the other. 

Poverty is a relative quality, like cold and heat, which are 
hut the increase or the diminution in our own sensations. 
The positive idea must arise from comparison. There is a 
state of poverty reserved even for the wealthy man, the in- 
stant that he comes in hatefol contact with the enormous capi- 
talist. But there is a poverty neither vulgar nor terrifying, 
asking no favours and on no terms receiving any ; a poverty 
which annihilates its ideal evils, and, hecoming even a source 
of pride, will confer independence, that first step to genius. 

Among the continental nations, to accumulate wealth in 
the spirit of a capitalist does not seem to form the prime 
object of domestic life. The traffic of money is with them 
left to the traffickers, their merchants, and their financiers. 
In our country, the commercial character has so closely inter- 
woven and identified itself with the national one, and its 
peculiar views have so terminated all our pursuits, that every 
rank is alike influenced by its spirit, and things are valued by 
a market-price which naturally admits of no such appraise- 
ment. In a country where "The Wealth of Nations" has 
been fixed as the first principle of political existence, wealth 
has raised an aristocracy more noble than nobility, more cele- 
brated than genius, more popular than patriotism ; but how- 
ever it may partake at times of a generous nature, it hardly 
looks beyond its own narrow pale. It is curious to notice 
that Montesquieu, who was in England, observed, that " If I 
had been born here, nothing could have consoled me in faiUng 
to accumulate a large fortune ; but I do not lament the medio- 
crity of my circumstances in France." The sources of our 
national wealth have greatly multiplied, and the evil has con- 
sequently increased, since the visit of the great philosopher. 

The cares of property, tiie daily concerns of a family, the 
pressure of such minute disturbers of their studies, have in- 
duced some great minds to regret the abolition of those 
monastic orders, beneath whose undisturbed shade were pro- 
duced the mighty labours of a MoNTf aucon, a Calmet, a 
Flobbz, and the still unfinished volumes of the Benedic- 
TiiTES. Often has the literary character, amidst the busied 
delights of study, sighed "to bid a farewell sweet" to the 
turbulence of society. It was not discontent, nor any under- 
valuing of general society, but the pure enthusiasm of the 
library, which once induced the studious Evelyn to sketch a 
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writing ; '' but the thought of this does not disturb me," says 
he ; '* for though iu any other situation I might have been 
in easier cirenmstances, I should never have been so happy." 
BayiiS is a parent of the modem literary character ; he pur- 
sued the same course, and early in life adopted the principle, 
'^Neither to fear bad fortune nor have any ardent desires for 
good." Acquaii^d with i^e passions only as their historian, 
and living only fc»r literature, he sacrificed to it the two great 
acquisitions of human pursuits-^fortime and a family : but in 
what country had Bayle not a family and a possession in his 
£une ? HvHE and Gibbok had the raost perfect conception 
of the literary character, and they were aware of this impor- 
tant principle in its habits--*" My own revenue," said Hume, 
" will be sufficient for a man of letters, who surely needs less 
money, both for his entertainment and credit, than other 
people." Gibbon observed of himself — " Perhaps the golden 
mediocrity of my fortune has contributed to fortify my appli- 
cation." 

The state of poverty, then, desirable in the domestic life of 
genius, is one in which the cares of property never intrude, 
and the want of wealth is never perceived. This is not indi- 
gence ; that state which, however dignified the man of genius 
himself may be, must inevitably degrade ! for the heartless 
will gibe, and even the compassionate turn aside in contempt. 
This literary outcast will soon be forsaken even by himself! 
his own intellect will be clouded over, and his limbs shrink 
in idbe palsy of bodily misery and shame — 

Malesaada Fames, et turpis Egestas 
Terribiles visa fonnss. 

Not that in this history of men of genius we are without 
illustrious examples of those who have even learnt to want, 
tibat they might emancipate their genius from their neces- 
sities! 

We see Rotjsseau rushing out of the palace of the finan- 
cier, selling his watch, copying music by the sheet, and by 
tile mechanical industry of two hours, purchasing ten for 
ggjjgjus. We may smile at the enthusiasm of young Babby, 
ItSio finding himself too constant a haunter of taverns, ima- 
that this expenditure of time was ocpasioned by having 
and to put an end to the conflict, he threw the little 

•possessed at once into the Lifiey ; but let us not forget 
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that Babbt, in the maturity of life, confidently began a 
labour of years,* and one of the noblest inventions in his art 
— a great poem in a picture — ^with no other resource than 
what he found by secret labours through the night, in fhr- 
nishing the shops with those slight and saleable sketches 
which secured uninterrupted mornings for his genius. Spi- 
liTOSA, a name as celebrated, and perhaps as calumniated, as 
Epicurus, Uved in all sorts of abstinence, even of honours, of 
pensions, and of presents ; which, however disguised by kind- 
ness, he would not accept, so fearful was this philosopher of a 
chain ! Lodging in a cottage, and obtfdning a livelihood by 
polishing optical glasses, he declared he had never spent more 
than he earned, and certainly thought there was such a thin^ 
as superfluous earnings. At his death, his small aceoimta 
showed how he had subsisted on a few pence a-day, and 

Enjoy'd, spare feast I a radish and an eg((. 

PoiTSSiN persisted in refusing a higher price than that 
affixed to the back of his pictures, at the time he was living 
without a domestic. The great oriental scholar, AkquetxIj 
DE Pekbok, is a recent example of the literary character 
carrying his indifference to privations to the very cynicism 
of poverty ; and he seems to exult over his destitution with 
the same pride as others would expatiate over their posses* 
sions. Yet we must not forget, to use the words of Lord 
Bacon, that '* judging that means were to be spent upon 
learning, and not learning to be applied to means," De F^s- 
BOK refused the offer of thirty thousand livres for his copy 
of the '' Zend-avesta." Writmg to some Bramins, he ae-> 
scribes his life at Paris to be much like their own. '^ I sub- 
sist on the produce of my literary labours without revenue, 
establishment, or place. I have no wife nor chQdren ; alone, 
absolutely free, but always the friend of men of probity. In 
a perpetual war with my senses, I triumph over the attrac- 
tions of the world or I contemn them." 

This ascetic existence is not singular. Pabiio, a great 
modem poet of Italy, whom the Milanese point out to 
strangers as the glory of their city, lived in the same state 
of unrepining poverty. Mr. Hobhouse has given us this 
self-portrait of the poet : — * 

* His series of pictures for the walls of the meeting-room of the SodeCy 
of Arts in the Adelphi. — ^En. 
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Me, non nato a percotere 
Le dure illustri porte, 
Nudo accorr4, ma libero 
II regno della morte. 

Naked, but free! A life of hard deprivations waa long 
that of the illustrious LiNN-ffiUS. Without fortune, to that 
great mind it never seemed necessary to acquire any. Peri^ 
grinating on foot with a stylus, a magnifying-glass, and a 
basket for plants, he shared the rustic meal of the peasant. 
Never was glory obtained at a cheaper rate ! exclaims one of 
his eulogists. Satisfied with the least of the little, he only 
felt one perpetual want — that of completing his Flors. 
Not that LiNNJEUS was insensible to his situation, for he 
gave his name to a little flower in Lapland — the Linrusa 
JBorealis, from the fanciful analogy he discovered between its 
character and his own early fate, " a little northern plant 
flowering early, depressed, abject, and long overlooked." 
The want of fortune, however, did not deprive this man of 
genius of his true glory, nor of that statue raised to him in 
the gardens of the University of Upsal, nor of that solemn 
eulogy delivered by a crowned head, nor of those medals 
which his nation struck to commemorate the genius of the 
three kingdoms of nature ! 

This, then, is the race who have often smiled at the light 
regard of their good neighbours when contrasted with their 
own celebrity ; for in poverty and in solitude such men are 
not separated from their fame ; that is ever proceeding, ever 
raising a secret, but constant, triumph in their minds.* 

Yes! Genius, undegraded and unexhausted, may indeed 
even in a garret glow in its career ; but it must be on the 
principle which induced Rousseau solemnly to renounce 
writing "^ar metier." This in the Journal de Sgavana he 
once attempted, but found himself quite inadequate to " the 
profession." t In a garret, the author of the " Studies of 
Nature," as he exultingly tells us, arranged his work. " It 
was in a little garret, in the new street of St. Etienne du 
Mont, where I resided four years, in the midst of physical 

* Spagnoletto, while sign-painting at Rome, attracted by his ability the 
notice of a cardinal, who ultimately gave him a home in his palace ; but 
the artist, feeling that his poverty was necessary to his industry and inde- 
pendence, fled to Naples, and recommenced a life of labour. — Ed. 

f Twice he repeated this resolution. See his Works, vol xxxi. p. 283 ; 
vol. xxsii. p. 90. 
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and domestic affiictions. But there I enjoyed the most ex- 
quisite pleasures of my life, amid profound solitude and an 
enchanting horizon. There I put the finishing hand to my 
'Studies of Nature,' and there I published them." Pope, 
one day taking his usual walk with Harte in the Haymarket, 
desired him to enter a little shop, where going up three pair 
of stairs into a smidl room, Pope said, *' In this garret Addi* 
SON wrote his 'Campaign!'" To the feelings of the poet 
this garret had become a consecrated spot; Genius seemed 
more itself, placed in contrast with its miserable locality ! 

The man of genius wrestling with oppressive fortune, who 
follows the avocations of an author as a precarious source o£ 
existence, should take as the model of the authorial life, that 
of Dr. JoHKSOK. The dignity of the literary character was 
as deeply associated with his feelings, and the "reverence 
thyself" as present to his mind, when doomed to be one of 
the Melots of literature, by Osbom, Cave, and Miller, as 
when, in the honest triumph of G«nius, he repelled a tardy 
adulation of the lordly Chesterfield. Destitute of this enno-> 
bling principle, the author sinks into the tribe of those ralnd 
adventurers of the pen who have masked the degraded form 
of the literary character under the assumed title of '' authors 
by profession"* — the Guthbies, the Ralphs, and the Am- 
HTTBSTS.t "There are worse evils for the hterary man,'* 
says a living author, who himself is the true model of the 
great literary character, "than neglect, poverty, imprison- 
ment, and death. There are even more pitiable objecte than 
Chatterton himself with the poison at his Hps." " I should 
die with hunger were I at peace with the world ! " exclaimed 
a corsair of literature — and dashed his pen into the black 
flood before him of soot and gall. 

In substituting fortune for the object of his designs, the 
man of genius deprives himself of those heats of inspiration 
reserved for him who lives for himself; the mollia tempora 
fandi of.Art. If he be subservient to the public taste, with- 
out daring to raise it to his own, the creature of his times has 
not the choice of his subjects, which choice is itself a sort of 
invention. A task-worker ceases to think his own thoughts. 

* From an original letter which I ha^e pnUiahed from Gvthrib to a 
minister of state, this modem phrase appears to have been his own inven- 
tion. The principle unblosbingly avowed, required the sanction of a re- 
spectable designation. I have preserved it in "Calamities of Anthon.*' 

t For some aocoont of these men, see ''Calamities of Anthora.'' 
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The stipulated price and time are weighing on his pen or his 
pencil, while the hour-glass is dropping its hasty sands. If 
the man of genius would be wedthy ^nd even luxurious, 
another fever besides the thirst of glory torments him. Such 
insatiable desires create many fears, and a mind in fear is a 
mind in slavery. In one of Shaespeabe's sonnets he 
pathetically laments this compulsion of his necessities which 
forced him to the trade of pleasing the public ; and he illus- 
trates this degradation by a novel image. " Chide Fortune," 
cries the bard, — 

The guilty goddess of mj harmless deeds, 

That did not better for my life provide 

Than public means which public manners breeds ; 

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand ; 

And almost thence my natwre is subdued 

To what it works in, likx the pter's hand. 

Sach is the fate of that author, who, in his variety of task- 
works, blue, yellow, and red, lives without ever having shown 
his own natural complexion. We hear the eloquent truth 
irona one who has alike shared in the bliss of composition, 
and the misery of its " daily bread." ** A single hour of com- 
position won from the business of the day, is worth more 
than the whole day's toil of him who works at the trcuie of 
literatwre : in the one case, the spirit comes joyfully to re- 
fresh itself, like a hart to the wat^brooks ; in the other, it 
pursues its miserable way, panting and jaded, with the dogs of 
hwger and necessity behind."* We trace the fate of all task- 
work;- in the history of Poussin, when called on to reside at 
the French court. Labouring without intermission, some- 
times on one thing and sometimes on another, and hurried 
on in things which required both time and thought, he saw 
too clearly the fatal tendency of such a life, and exclaimed, 
with ill-suppressed bitterness, " If I stay long in this country, 
I shall turn dauber like the rest here." The great artist 
abruptly returned to Eome to regain the possession of his 
own thoughts. 

It has been a question with some, more indeed abroad than 
at home, whether the art of instructing mankind by the press 
-would not be less suspicious in its character, were it less in- 
terested in one of its prevalent motives ? Some noble self- 
denials of this kind are recorded. The principle of emolument 

* Q;uarteHy Review, vol. viii. p. 638. 
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will produce the industry which furnishes works for popular 
demand ; but it is only the principle of honour which can 
produce the lasting works of genius. Boilea.it seems to cen- 
sure Racine for having accepted money for one of his dramas, 
while he, who was not rich, gave away his polished poems to 
the public. He seems desirous of raising the art of writing 
to a more disinterested profession than any other, requiring no 
fees for the professors. Olivet presented his elaborate edi- 
tion of Cicero to the world, requiring no other remuneration 
than its glory. Milton did not compose his immortal work 
for his trivial copyright ;* and Linn^us sold his labours for 
a single ducat. The Abbe Mablt, the author of many poll* 
tical and moral works, lived on little, and would accept only a 
few presentation copies from the booksellers. But, since we 
have become a nation of book-collectors, and since there 
exists, as Mr. Coleridge describes it, "a reading public," this 
principle of honour is altered. Wealthy and even noble 
authors are proud to receive the largest tribute to their genioSy 
because this tribute is the certain evidence of the numb^ 
who pay it. The property of a book, therefore, represents to 
the literary candidate the collective force of the thousands of 
voters on whose favour his claims can only exist. This change 
in the affairs of the literary republic in our country was 
felt by Gibbon, who has fixed on " the patronage of book* 
sellers'* as the standard of public opinion: "the measure of their 
liberality," he says, " is the least ambiguous test of our com- 
mon success." The philosopher accepted it as a substitute 
for that " friendship or favour of princes, of which he could 
not boast." The same opinion was held by Johnsow. Yet, 
looking on the present state of English literature, the most 
profuse perhaps in Europe, we cannot refrain from thinking 
that the '* patronage of booksellers" is frequently injurious 
to the great interests of literature. 

The dealers in enormous speculative purchases are only 
subservient to the spirit of the times. If they are the pur- 
veyors, they are also the panders of public taste ; and their 
vaunted patronage only extends to popular subjects; while 

* The agreement made with Simmons, the publisher, was 5^. down, and 
52. more when 1500 copies were sold, the same sam to be paid for the 
second aud third editions, each of the same number of copies. Milton onlj 
lived darinjT the publication of twoi editions, and hu widow parted with 
all her right in the work to the same bookseller for eight poatids. Her 
autograph receipt was in the possession of the late Dawson Tnmer. — Bi>. 
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their urgent demands are sure to produce hasty manufactures. 
A precious work on a recondite subject, which may have con- 
sumed the life of its author, no bookseller can patronise ; and 
whenever such a work is published, the author has rarely sur- 
vived the long season of the public's neglect. While popular 
works, after some few years of celebrity, have at length been 
discovered not worth the repairs nor the renewal of tlieir lease 
of fame, the neglected work of a nobler design rises in value 
and rarity. The literary work which requires the greatest 
skill and difficulty, and the longest labour, is not commercially 
valued with that hasty, spurious novelty, for which the taste 
of the public is craving, from the strength of its disease rather 
than of its appetite. Kotjsseau observed, that his musical 
opera, the work of five or six weeks, brought him as much 
money as he had received for his " Emile," which had cost 
him twenty years of meditation, and three years of composi- 
tion. This single fact represents a hundred. So fallacious 
are public opinion and the patronage of booksellers ! 

Such, then, is the inadequate remuneration of a life devoted 
to literature ; and notwithstanding the more general interest 
excited by its productions within the last century, it has not 
essentially altered their situation in society ; for who is de- 
ceived by the trivial exultation of the gay sparkling scribbler 
who lately assured us that authors now dip their pens in 
silver ink-standishes, and have a valet for an amanuensis ? 
Fashionable writers must necessarily get out of fashion ; it is 
the inevitable fate of the material and the manufacturer. An 
eleemosynary fund can provide no permanent relief for the 
age and sorrows of the unhappy men of science and litera- 
ture ; and an author may even have composed a work which 
shall be read by the next generation as well as the present, 
and still be left in a state even of pauperism. These victims 
perish in silence ! No one has attempted to suggest even a 
palliative for this great evil; and when I asked the greatest 
genius of our age to propose some relief for this general suffer- 
ing, a sad and convulsive nod, a shrug that sympathised with 
the misery of so many brothers, and an avowal that even he 
could not invent one, was all that genius had to alleviate the 
forlorn state of the literary character.* 

The only man of genius who has thrown out a hint for 

* It was the late Sir Waltbr Scott — if I could assign the date of this 
eonversatioD, it would throw some light on what might be then passing in 
his own mind. 

2 
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improving the situation of the literary man is Adam Smith. 
In that passage in his " Wealth of Nations" to which I 
have already referred, he says, that ^' Before the invention of 
the art of printing, the only employment hy which a man of 
letters could make anything hy his talents was that of a 
public or a private teacher, or hy communicating to other 
people the various and useful knowledge which he had 
acquired himself; and this surely is a more honourable, a 
B^ore useful, and in general even a more profitable employ- 
ment than that other of writing for a bookseller, to which 
the art of printing has given ocqasion." We see the poUtical 
eponomist, alike insensible to the dignity of the literary 
character, incapable of taking a just view of its glorious 
avocation. To obviate the personal wants attached to the 
occupations of an author, he would, more efiTectually than 
Skilfully, get rid of authorship itself. This is not to restore 
the limb, but to amputate it. It is not the preservation of 
existence, but its annihilation^ His friends Hume and 
Bobertson must have turned from, this page humiliated and 
indignant. They could have supplied Adam Smith with a 
truer conception of the Uterary character, of its independence, 
its influence, and its glory. 

I have projected a plan for the alleviation of the state of 
these authors who are not blessed with a patrimony. The 
trade connected with literature is carried on by men who are 
usually not Uterate, and the generality of the publishers of 
books^ unlike all other tradesmen, are often the worst judges 
of their own wares. Were it practicable, as I believe it tobe, 
that authors and men of letters could themselves be book- 
sellers, the pubUc would derive this immediate benefit from 
the scheme ; a deluge of worthless or indifferent books would 
be turned away, and the name of the literary publisher would 
be a pledge for the value of every new book. Every literary 
man woiud choose his own favourite department, and we 
should leani from him as well as from his books. 

A^unst this project it may be urged, that literary men are 
ill adapted to attend to the regular details of trade, and that 
the great capitalists in the bode business have not been men 
01 literature. But this plan is not suggested for accumulating 
a great fortune, or for the purpose of raising up a new class m 
tradesmen. It is not designed to make authors wealthy, for 
that would inevitably extinguish great literary exertion, but 
only to make them independent, as the best means to preserve 
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exerbioD. The details of trade are not even to reach him. The 
poet G£Sir£Bj a bookseller, left his lihravne to the care of his 
admirable wife. His own works, the elegant editions which 
issued from his press, and the valne of manuscripts, were the 
objects of his attention. 

On the Continent many of the dealers in books have been 
literary men. At the memorable expulsion of the French 
Protestants on the edict of Nantes, their expatriated literary 
men flew to the shores of England, and the free provinces of 
'Holland ; and it was in Holland that this colony of litt^ro' 
ieurs established magnificent printing-houses, and furnished 
Europe with editions of the native writers of France, often 
preferable to the originals, and even wrote the best works of that 
time. At that memorable period in our own history, when 
two thousand nonconformists were ejected on St. Bartholo- 
mew's day from the national establishment, the greater part 
were men of learning, who, deprived of their livings, were 
destitute of any means of existence. These scholars were 
compelled to look to some profitable occupation, and for the 
greater part they fixed on trades connected with literature ; 
some became eminent booksellers, and continued to be volu- 
minous writers, without finding their studies interrupted by 
their commercial arrangements. The details of trade must 
be left to others ; the hand of a child can turn a vast machine, 
and the object here proposed would be lost, if authors sought 
to become merely booksellers. 

Whenever the public of Europe shall witness such a new 
order of men among their booksellers, they will have less to 
read, but more to remember. Their opinions will be less 
fluctuating, and their knowledge will come to them with more 
maturity. Men of letters will fly to the house of the book- 
seller who in that class of literature in which he deals, will 
himself be not the least eminent member. 



198 Literary Character, 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

The matrimonial state of literatnre. — Matrimony said not to be well suited 
to the domestic life of genius. — Celibacy a concealed canse of the early 
qnerolonsness of men of genius. — Of unhappy unions.— Not absolutely 
necessary that the wife should be a literary woman. — Of the docility and 
susceptibility of the higher female character. — A picture of a literary 
wife. 

Matbimony has often been considered as a condition not well- 
suited to the domestic life of genius, accompanied as it must 
be by many embarrassments for the head and the heart. It 
was an axiom with Fuessli, the Swiss ai*tist, that the marriage 
state is incompatible with a high cultivation of the fine arts ; 
and such appears to have been the feeling of most artists. 
When Michael Akoelo was asked why he did not marry, 
he replied, '^ I have espoused my art ; and it occasions me 
sufficient domestic cares, for my works shall be my children. 
What would Bartholomeo Ghiberti have been, had he not 
made the gates of St. John ? His children consumed his 
fortune, but his gates, worthy to be the gates of Paradise, 
remain." The three Caraccis refused the conjugal bond on the 
same principle, dreading the interruptions of domestic life. 
Their crayons and paper were always on their dining-table. 
Careless of fortune, they determined never to hurry over their 
works in order that they might supply the ceaseless demands 
of a family. We discover the same principle operating in 
our own times. When a young painter, who had just married, 
told Sir Joshua that he was preparing to pursue his studies in 
Italy, that great painter exclaimed, " Married ! then you are 
ruined as an artist !" 

The same principle has influenced literary men. Sir 
Thomas Bodley had a smart altercation with his first libra- 
rian, insisting that he should not marry, maintaining its 
absurdity in the man who had the perpetual care of a public 
library ; and Woodward leflb as one of the express conaitions 
of his lecturer, that he was not to be a married man. Thej 
imagined that their private affairs would interfere with their 
public duties. Peibeso, the great French collector, refused 
marriafi;e, convinced that the cares of a family were too 
absorbmg for the freedom necessary to literary pursuits, and 
claimed likewise a sacrifice of fortune incompatible with his 
great designs. Boyle, who would not suffer his studies to 
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be interrupted by " household affairs," lived as a boarder with 
his sister, Lady Banelagh. Newton, Locke, Leibnitz, Bayle, 
and Hobbes, and Hume, and Gibbon, and Adam Smith, 
decided for celibacy. These great authors placed their happi- 
ness in their celebrity. 

This debate, for the present topic has sometimes warmed 
into one, is in truth ill adapted for controversy. The heart 
is more concerned in its issue than any espoused doctrine 
terminating in partial views. Look into the domestic annals 
of genius — observe the variety of positions into which the 
literary character is thrown in the nuptial state. Cynicism 
will not always obtain a sullen triumph, nor prudence always 
be allowed to calculate away some of the richer feelings of 
our nature. It is not an axiom that; literary characters must 
necessarily institute a new order of celibacy. The sentence of 
the apostle pronoimces that " the forbidding to marry is a 
doctrine of devils." Wesley, who published "Thoughts on 
a Single Life," advised some " to remain single for the king- 
dom of heaven's sake ; but the precept," he adds, " is not for 
the many." So indecisive have been the opinions of the most 
curious inquirers concerning the matrimonial state, whenever 
a gpreat destination has^ engaged their oonsideration. 

One position we may assume, that the studies, and even the 
happiness of the pursuits of men of genius, are powerfully 
influenced by the domestic associate of their lives. 

They rarely pass through the age of love without its 
passion. Even their Delias and their Amandas are often the 
shadows of some real object ; for as Shakspeare's experience 

told him, 

Never durst poet touch a pea to write. 
Until his ink were temper'd with love*8 sighs. 

Their imagination is perpetually colouring those pictures of 
domestic happiness on which they delight to dwell. He who 
is no husband sighs for that tenderness which is at once be- 
stowed and received ; and tears will start in the eyes of him 
who, in becoming a child among children, yet feels that he is 
no father ! These deprivations have usually been the concealed 
cause of the querulous melancholy of the literary character. 
Such was the real occasion of Shenstone's imhappiness. 
In early life he had been captivated by a young lady adapted 
to be both the muse and the wife of the poet, and their mu- 
tual sensibility lasted for some years. It lasted until she 
died. It was in parting from her that he first sketched his 
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" Paxtoral Ballad." StutSUTUiCK bad the fortitnde to lufuau 
mftrrtnire. Hiii spirit could aot eadnie tbat she ahonld pax^ 
tic![>atP iti tlial lileol' st^f-privalaBiiB to which he waidoomKi ; 
Imt hJH hi*rt WBH not locked np in the ice of cehbaoy, aadhiB 
plaintive Iot** ionija ami L-legies dowed Irom no tictttiDHa 
siinrct'. " It is iim? since.'' said hi;. " 1 hsv«coiiudnad.Tay— 
si>lt' :i^ 'iitJiiHf. Tiie world will not perhaps conski^ m» in. 
that lijht i-ntireiv till i have mamed my maid."* 

Thomwiv met n i-ecinroeal pasenm ia. his Ajnaada, while 
tht* lull ti'niferniT^ i>l' hia heart w« ever wiwting itaoif like 
umtcT" <ii ^L 'ir-^M-t. .Vs we have be^ made little acqunnted. 
ivTth ihi» "itrr i>t th« hisCBrr oi th* poot of tb» "Seiwi," 
1 "hnll CIV" hilt own lii^smptitn of thoM deep I'eeUngs from a 
uwHtiuMT'i't l.'Mrt- iTTrttea to Mallefe " To turn my eye* » 
lotti^ >vnv. [>> vi>ii know nho — iihiiiiiri sighs it to me. WfaiA 
lit niv '.imrt !ti»<lf i)f r ii soft sv^tean uf lnw nares, too seaai- 
hJp TiT my .|Ui*'t — r-apftble of beine veiy h^py or very an- 
hnpnv. 1 .km arhiiil tlie ianwiilptervi. Lay your faasd upon. 
li Ujiii<r>><i lifsrt. and ilespiie me noC I koDir not what it ia^ 
bnt she iIwpIIs upon my thooght in a mingled tiiiliiiiiiil^ 
whieh is tlie sweetest, the must inOmaSdr pleaaing the sanl 
ran receive, and which I nauld wish nerer to wuii towvda 
some dear ohject or aaottiH'. To hue aimya s 
darline^ idea to which one csn stiil hmse r 
noiae and iinnaense of th« world, asd which iffiver ^Is tn 
toach iiji ii) the most exqnisite manner, ia aa ait of b^ipineBa 
that fortune cannot deprive us of. Thia mar be coUaci 
mmantie ; but whatever the cause ia. the eSeet is really Mb. 
Pray, when you wnte. tetl me when roa aanr her, lad witli 
thn pnre i^ye of a friend, when voa see heragaio, whiapertfaafi 
I am her moot humble servant." 

Kvn Pope was enamoared of a "seomllil ladv ;" and, aa 
Johnson observed, ■'pollnted his will with female reaaitaJMit." 
JOHXHOX himself, we are told by one who knew him, " hal 
always 3 metapbyaicai panioD for one princesa or other, — tte 
niitit^ i,»ey Porter, or the haughty Molly Asban, or Uta 
irahtimatert methodistic Hill Boothby ; aid.' lastly, the oura 
eharminir Mrs. Tbrale," Kven in lua advanced 'age. at tba 
h*Hs;ht of his celebrity, we hear hia cries of lonely wratehed- 
np«. " t want every comfort ; my life is very mlitary and 
vfry chwrlps*. Let me know that I have yet a friead — let 
-> m«Iftnrhnlyti(l«<if .%«iMti««'s Bla u DKiatad in tha third iqIsb* 
Miti«B of LiMntnra." — b. 
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us be kind to one another." But the " kmdness " of distant 
friends is like the polar sun — ^too far removed to warm us. 
Those who have eluded the individual tenderness of the 
feniale, are tortured by an aching void in their feelings. The 
stoic Akekside, in his " Odes," has preserved the history of 
a life of genius in a series of his own feelings. One entitled, 
" At Study/* closes with these memorable fines : — 

Me thoagh no peculiar fair 
Touches with a lover's eare ; 

Though the pride of my desire 
Asks immortal friendship's name, 
Asks the palm of honest fame 

And the old heroic lyre ; 
Though the day have smoothly gone, 
Or to letter'd leisure known, 

Or in social duty spent ; 
Yet at the eve my lonely breast 
Seeks in vain for perfect restj 

Languishes for true content. 

If ever a man of letters lived in a state of energy and excite- 
ment which might raise him above the atmosphere of social 
love, it was assuredly the enthusiast, Thomas Hollis, who, 
solely devoted to literature and to republicanism, was occupied 
in ^imishing Europe and America with editions of his favour- 
ite authors. He would not marry, lest marriage should inter- 
rupt the labours of his platonic politics. But his extraordi- 
nary memoirs, whUe they show an intrepid mind in a robust 
frame, bear witness to the self-tormentor who had trodden 
down the natural bonds of domestic life. Hence the deep 
" dejection of his spirits ;" those incessant cries, that he has 
" no one to advise, assist, or cherish those magnanimous pur- 
suits in him." At length he retreated into the country, in 
utter hopelessness. " I go not into the country for attentions 
to agriculture as such, nor attentions of interest of any kind, 
which I have ever despised as such ; but as a used man, to 
pass the remainder of a life in tolerable sanity and quiet, after 
having given up the flower of it, voluntarily, day, week, 
month, year after year, successive to each other, to public 
service, and being no longer able to sustain, in body or mind, 
the labours that I have chosen to ^o through without falling 
speedily into the greatest disorders, and it might be im- 
becility itself. This is not colouring, but the exact plain 
truth." 
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Poor moralist, and what art thoa? 
A solitary fly ! 

Thy joys no glittering female meets, 
Ko Idye hast thoa of boarded sweets. 

Assuredly it would not have been a question whether 
these literary characters should have married, had not MoK- 
TA.TGNE, when a widower, declared that "he would not 
marry a second time, though it were Wisdom itself;" but the 
airy Gascon has not disclosed how far Madame was con- 
cerned in this anathema. 

If the literary man unite himself to a woman whose taste 
and whose temper are adverse to his pursuits, he must cou- 
rageously prepare for a martyrdom. Should a female mathe- 
matician be united to a poet, it is probable that she would be 
left amidst her abstractions, to demonstrate k> herself how 
many a specious diagram fails when brought into its mecha- 
nical operation ; or discovering the infinite varieties of a 
curve, she might take occasion to deduce her husband's ver- 
satility. If she become as jealous of his books as other wives 
might be of his mistresses, she may act the viraga even over 
his innocent papers. The wife of Bishop Coopeb, while her 
husband was employed on his Lexicon, one day consigned the 
volume of many years to the flames, and obliged that scholar 
to begin a second siege of Troy in a second Lexicon. The 
wife of Whit£lock£ often destroyed his MSS., and the 
marks of her nails have come down to posterity in the 
numerous lacerations still gaping in his *' Memorials.'' The 
learned Sir Hekby Satille, who devoted more than half 
his life and nearly ten thousand pounds to his magnificent 
edition of St. Chrysostom, led a very imeasy Ufe between the 
saint and her ladyship. What with her tenderness for him, 
and her own want of amusement, Saint Chrysostom, it ap- 
pears, incurred more than one danger. 

Genius has not preserved itself from the errors and infir- 
mities of matrimonial connexions. The energetic character 
of Dante could neither sofben nor control the asperity of his 
lady ; and when that great poet lived in exile, she never cared 
to see him more, though he was the father of her six chil- 
dren. The internal state of the house of DoMBKiCHnro 
afflicted that great artist with many sorrows. He had mar- 
ried a beauty of high Inrth and extreme haughtiness, and of 
the most avaricious disposition. When at Naples he himself 
dreaded lest the avaricious passion of his wife should not be 
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able to resist the offers she received to poison him, and he 
was compelled to provide and dress his own food. It is be- 
lieved that he died of poison. What a picture has Passeri 
lefb of the domestic interior of this great artist ! Goffi fra 
mille crepacuori mori uno de^ piu eccellenti artejici del 
mtmdo ; che oltre al suo valore pittorico avrebbe piu d'ogni 
altri maritato di viver sempre per Vonestd personale, " So 
perished, amidst a thousand heart-breakings, the most excel- 
lent of artists ; who besides his worth as a painter, deserved 
as much as any one to have lived for his excellence as a 
man." 

MiiiTON carried nothing of the greatness of his mind in 
the choice of his wives. His first wife was the object of 
sudden fancy. He left the metropolis, and unexpectedly re- 
turned a married man, and united to a woman of such un- 
congenial dispositions, that the romp was frightened at the 
Hterary habits of the great poet, found his house solitary, 
beat his nephews, and ran away after a single month's resi- 
dence ! To this circumstance we owe his famous treatise on 
Divorce ; and a party (by no means extinct), who having 
made as ill choices in their wives, were for divorcing as fast 
as they had been for marrying, calling themselves Miltonists, 

When we find that Moli£BE, so skilful in human life, 
married a girl from his own troop, who made him experience 
all those bitter disgusts and ridiculous embarrassments which 
he himself played off at the theatre ; that Addison's fine 
taste in morals and in life could suffer the ambition of a 
courtier to prevail with himself to seek a countess, whom he 
describes under the stormy character of Oceana, and who 
drove him contemptuously into solitude, and shortened his 
days ; and that Steele, warm and thoughtless, was united to 
a cold precise " Miss^ Prue,'* as he himself calls her, and from 
whom he never parted without bickerings ; in all these cases 
we censure- the great men, not their wives.* Kousseau has 
honestly confessed hia error. He had united himself to a low, 
illiterate woman ; and when he retreated into solitude, he felt 
the weight which he carried with him. He laments that he 
liad not educated his wife : " In a docile age, I could have 
adorned her mind with talents and knowledge, which would 
have more closely united us in retirement. We should not 
then have felt the intolerable tedium of a tete-a-tete ; it is in 

* See ** Curiosities of Literature,** for anecdotes of "Literary Wives." 



204 Literary Character. 

solitude one feels the advantage of living with another who 
can think." Thus Rousseau confesses the fatal error, and 
indicates the right principle. 

Yet it seems not absolutely necessary for the domestic 
happiness of the literary character, that his wife should he a 
literary woman. Tycho Bbahb, noble by birth as well as 
genius, married the daughter of a peasant. By which means 
that great man obtained two points essential for his abstract 
pursuits ; he acquired an obedient wife, and freed him&elf <^ 
his noble relatives, who would no longer hold an intercourse 
with the man who was spreading their family honours into 
more ages than perhaps they could have traced them back- 
wards. The lady of Wieland was a pleasing domestic per- 
son, who, without reading her husband's works, knew he 
was a great poet. Wieland was apt to exercise his imagina- 
tion in declamatory invectives and bitter amplifications ; and 
the writer of this account, in perfect German taste, assures 
us, " that many of his felicities of diction were thus struck 
out at a heat." During this frequent operation 6f hia 
genius, the placable temper of Mrs* Wieland overcame the 
orgasm of the German bard, merely by persisting in her ad- 
miration and her patience. When the burst wm over, Wie* 
land himself was so charmed by her docility, that he usually 
closed with giving up all his opinions. 

There is another sort of homely happiness, aptly described 
in the plain words of Bishop Newton. He found "the 
study of sacred and classic authors ill agreed with butchers* 
and bakers' bills ;" and when the prospect of a hishoprio 
opened on him, "more servants, more entertainments, a 
better table, &c.," it became necessary to look out for ** some 
clever, sensible woman to be his wife, who wbuld lay out his 
money to the best advantage, and be careful and tender of 
his health ; a friend and companion at all hours, and who 
would be happier in staying at home than be perpetually 
gadding abroad." Such are the wives not adapted to he the 
votaries, but who may be the faithful companions through 
life, even of a man of genius. 

But in the character of the higher female we may discoter 
a constitutional faculty of docility and enthusiasm which has 
varied with the genius of different ages. It is the opinion of 
an elegant meti^hysician, that the mind of the female adeipts 
and familiarises itself with ideas more easily than that of 
man, and hence the facility with which the sex contract or 
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lose habits, and accommodate' their minds to new situations. 
Politics, war, and learning, are equally objects of attainment 
to their delightful susceptibility. Love has the fancied tran- 
sparency of the cameleon. When the art of government di- 
rected the feelings of a woman, we behold Aspasia, eloquent 
with the genius of Pericles, instructing the Archons; 
Portia, the wife of the republican flrutus, devouring burning 
coals ; and the wife of Lucan, transcribing and correcting the 
Ph^rsalia, before the bust of the poet, which she had placed 
on her bed, that his very figure might never be absent. 
When universities were opened to the sex, they 'acquired 
academic glory. The wives of military men have shared in 
the perils of the field ; oi^ like Anna Comnena and our Mrs. 
Hutchinson, have become even their historians. In the age 
of love and sympathy, the female ofben receives an indelible 
pliancy from her literary associate^ His pursuits become the 
objects of her thoughts, and he observes his own taste re- 
flected in his family ; much less through his own influence, 
for his solitary labours often preclude him from forming 
them, than by that image of his own genius — the mother of 
his children ! The subjects, the very books which enter into 
his literary occupation, are cherished by her imagination ; a 
feehng finely opened by the lady of the author of " Sandford 
and Merton :" " My ideas of my husband," she said, " are so 
inuch associated with his books, that to part with them 
would be as it were breaking some of the last ties which 
still connect me with so beloved an object. The being in the 
midst of books he has been accustomed to read, and which 
contajjii his marks Mid noies^ will still give him a sort of exiS' 
tenee with vae. Unintelligible as such fond chimeras may ap- 
pear to many people, I am persuaded they are not so to you." 
With what simplicity Meta Mollers, the wife of Klop- 
stock, in h^r German-English, describes to Richardson, the 
novelist, the manner in which she passes her day with her 
po^t ! she tells him that " she is always present at the birth 
QJf the youjjg verses, which begin by fragments, here and 
ther^, of a subject with which his soul is just then filled. 
Persons who live as we do have no need of two chambers ; 
we are always in the same : I with my little work, still ! 
still ! only regarding sometimes my husband's face, which is 
so venerable at that time with tears of devotion, and all the 
sublimity of the subject — my husband reading me his young 
verses, and suffering my criticisms." 



206 Literary Character, 

The picture of a literary wife of antiquity has descended 
to us, touched by the domestic pencil of genius, in the sus- 
ceptible Calphuenia, the lady of the younger PLnrr. 
" Her aflTection for me," he says, " has given her a turn to 
books : her passion will increase with our days, for it is not 
my youth or my person, which time gradually impairs, but 
my reputation and my glory, of which she is enamoured." 

I have been told that Buffon, notwithstanding his 
favourite seclusion of his old tower in his garden, acknow- 
ledged iq a friend that his lady had a considerable influence 
over his compositions : " Often," said he, " when I cannot 
please myself, and am impatient at the disappointment, 
Madame de Buflbn reanimates my exertion, or withdraws me 
to- repose for a short interval; I return to my pen refreshed, 
and aided by her advice." 

Gesneb declared that whatever were his talents, the 
person who had most contributed to develope them was his 
wife. She is unknown to the public ; but the history of the 
mind of such a woman is discovered in the ''Letters of 
Gesner and his Family." While Gesneb gave himself up 
entirely to his favourite arts, drawing, painting, etching, and 
poetry, his wife would often reanimate a genius that was i^t 
to despond in its attempts, and often exciting him to new 
productions, her sure and delicate taste was attentively con- 
sulted by the poet-painter — but she combined the most prac- 
tical good sense with the most feeling imagination. This 
forms the rareness of the character ; for this same woman, 
who united with her husband in the education of their 
children, to relieve him from the interruptions of common 
business, carried on alone the concerns of his house in la 
Ubrairie,* Her correspondence with her son, a young artist 
travelling for his studies, opens what an old poet comprehen- 
sively terms " a gathered mind." Imagine a woman attend- 
ing to the domestic economy, and to the commercial details, 
yet withdrawing out of this business of life into the more 
elevated pursuits of her husband, and at the same time com- 
bining with all this the cares and counsels which she bestowed 
on her son to form the artist and the man. 

* Gesner^s father was a bookseller of Zarich ; descended from a fmnilj 
of men learned in tbe exact sciences, he was apprentioed to a bookaeUer 
at Berlin, aud afterwards entered into his father's business. Tbe best 
edition of bis ** Idylls'* is that published by himself, in two volumes, 4to, 
illustrated by his own engravings. — Ed. 
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To know this incomparable woman we must bear her. 
" Consider your father's precepts as oracles of wisdom ; they 
are the result of the experience he has collected, not only of 
Kfe, but of that art which he has acquired simply by his own 
industry." She would not have her son suffer his strong 
affection to herself to absorb all other sentiments. " Had 
you remained at home, and been habituated under your 
mother's attepices to employments merely domestic, what ad- 
vantage would you have acquired ? I own we should have 
passed some delightful winter evenings together; but your 
love for the arts, and my ambition to see my sons as much 
distinguished for their talents as their virtues, would have 
been a constant source of regret at your passing your time in 
a manner so little worthy of you." 

How profound is her observation on the strong but con- 
fined attachments of a youth of genius ! " I have frequently 
remarked, with some regret, the excessive attachment you in- 
dulge towards those who see and feel as you do yourself, and 
the total neglect with which you seem to treat every one else. 
I should reproach a man with such a fault who was destined 
to pass his life in a small and unvarying circle ; but in an 
artist, who has a great object in view, and whose coimtry is 
the whole world, this disposition seems to be likely to pro- 
duce a great number of inconveniences. Alas 1 my son, the 
life you have hitherto led in your father's house has been in 
fact a pastoral life^ and not such a one as was necessary for 
the education of a man whose destiny summons him to the 
world." 

And when her son, after meditating on some of the most 
glorious productions of art, felt himself, as he says, " dis- 
heartened and cast down at the unattainable superiority of 
the artist, and that it was only by reflecting on the immense 
labour and continued efforts which such masterpieces must 
have required, that 1 regained my courage and my ardour," 
she observes, " This passage, my dear son, is to me as precious 
as gold, and I send it to you again, because I wish you to im- 
press it strongly on your mind. The remembrance of this 
may also be- a useful preservative from too great confidence in 
your abilities, to which a warm imagination may sometimes 
be liable, or from the despondence you might occasionally feel 
from the contemplation of grand briginals. Continue, there- 
fore, my dear son, to form a sound judgment and a pure taste 
from your own observations : your mind, while yet young and 
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flexible, maj receive whatever impressions jou wish. Be 
careful that your abilities do not inspire in you too much 
confldence, lest it should happen to you as it has to many 
others, that they have never possessed any greater merit than 
that of having good abilities." 

One more extract, to preserve an incident which may touch 
the heart of genius. This extraordinary woman, whose cha> 
racteristic is that of strong sense combined witl^ delicacy of 
feeling, would check her German sentimentality at the mo- 
ment she was betraying those emotions in which the imagi- 
nation is so powerfully mixed up with the associated feeUngs. 
Arriving at their cottage at Sihlwald, she proceeds — "On 
entering the parlour three small pictures, painted by .yon, met 
my eyes. I passed some time in contemplating them. It is 
now a year, 1 thought, since I saw him trace these pleasing 
forms ; he whistled and sang, and I saw them grow under his 
pencil ; now he is far, far from us. In short, I had the weak- 
ness to press my lips on one of these pictures. Toa well 
know, my dear son, that I am not much addicted to scenes of 
a sentimental turn ; but to-day, while I considered your works, 
I could not restrain this little impulse of maternal feelings. 
Do not, however, be apprehensive that the tender aflection of 
a mother will ever lead me too far, or that I shall suffer mj 
mind to be too powerfully impressed with the painful sensa- 
tions to which your absence gives birth. My reason con- 
vinces me that it is for your welfare that you are now in a 
place where your abihties will have opportimities of unfolding, 
and where you can become great in your art." 

Such was the incomparable wife and mother of the 
GssKEBS ! Will it now be a question whether matrimony 
be incompatible with the cultivation of the arts P A wi& 
who reanimates the drooping genius of her husband, and a 
mother who is inspired by the ambition of beholding her sons 
eminent, is she not the real being which the anciento personi- 
fied in their Muse ? 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Literary friendships. — In early life. — Di£ferent from those of men of the 
world. — They suffer an unrestrained communication of their ideas, and 
bear reprimands and exhortations. — Unity of feelings. —A sympathy 
not of manners hat of feelings. — Admit of dissimilar characters. — Their 
peculiar glory. — Their sorrow. 

Amokq the virtues which literature inspires, is often that of 
the most romantic friendship. The delirium of love, and even 
its lighter caprices, are incompatible with the pursuits of the 
student ; but to feel friendship like a passion is necessary to 
the mind of genius alternately elated and depressed, ever pro- 
digal of feeling and excursive in knowledge. 

The qualities which constitute literary friendship, compared 
with those of men of the world, must render it a sentiment as 
rare as love itself, which it resembles in that intellectual ten- 
derness in which both so deeply participate. 

Bom "in the dews of their youth," this friendship will not 
expire on their tomb. In the school or the college this im- 
mortality begins ; and, engaged in similar studies, should even 
one excel the other, he will find in him the protector of his 
feme ; as Addison did in Steele, West in Gbat, and Geat 
in Mason. Thus Petbabch was the guide of Boccaccio, 
thus Boccaccio became the defender of his master's genius. 
Perhaps friendship is never more intense than in an inter- 
course of minds of ready counsels and inspiring ardours. 
United in the same pursuits, but directed by an unequal ex- 
perience, the imperceptible superiority interests, without 
mortifying. It is a counsel, it is an aid ; in whatever form it 
shows itself, it has nothing of the malice of rivalry. 

A beautiful picture of such a friendship among men of 
genius offers itself in the history of Mignaed, the great 
French painter, and Du Feesnot, the great critic of the art 
itself. Du Feesnot, abandoned in utter scorn by his stem 
fether, an apothecary, for his entire devotion to his seductive 
art, lived at Rome in voluntary poverty, till Mignaed, his 
old fellow-student, arrived, when they became known by the 
name of "the inseparables." The talents of the friends were 
different, but their studies were the same. Their days melted 
away together in drawing from the ancient statues and 
the basso-relievos, in studying in the galleries of paint- 
ings, or among the villas which embellish the environs of 
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Boxne. One roof sheltered them, and one table supplied their 
sober meal. Light were the slumbers which closed each day, 
each the pleasing image of the former . But this remarkable 
friendship was not a simple sentiment which limited the views 
of " the Inseparables," for with them it was a perpetual souroe 
of mutual usefulness. They gave accounts to each other c^ 
whatever they observed, and carefully noted their own defects. 
Dv Fbesnot, so critical in the theory of the art, was unsao- 
oessful in the practical parts. His delight in poetical com- 
position had retarded the progress of his pictorial powers* Not 
having been taught the handling of his pencil, he woiiced 
with difficulty ; but Mi&nabd succeeded in giving him a freer 
ooqimand and a more skilful touch ; while Du Fbbbkqx, wlio 
was the more literary man, enriched the invention of Mi&kiju) 
by reading to him an Ode of Anacreon or Horace^ a passage 
from the niad or Odyssey, or the iBneid, or the Jerusalon 
Delivered, which offered subjects for the artist's inveDtioiiy 
who would throw out five or six different sketches on tiie 
same subject ; a habit which so highly improved the inventive 
powers of .MieiTAJti), that he coula compose a fine pictuze 
with playfnl facility. Thus they lived together, mutuaUj 
lightening each other. Mioitarb supplied Du Fbbssot 
with all that fortune had refused him ; and, when he was 110 
more, perpetuated bis fame, which he felt was a portion of has 
own celebrity, by publishing his posthumous poem, De Arte 
Graphiea;^ a poem, which Mason has made readable hj.his 
verification, and Beynolds even interesting by his invaluable 
commentary. 

In the po^n Cowley composed, on the death of his friend 
Habvst, this stanza opens a pleasing scene of two young 
literary friends engaged in their midnight studies : 

Ssy, for yon saw as, ye immortal lig^ta t 
How oft imwearied have we spent tiie nighta, 
Tf^ the LedoAn stan, so fSuned for 1ot6^ 
Wondei'd at ns from abore. 
We spent them npt in toys, in Inst, or wine; 

Bnt search of deep phllosophyi 

Wit^ eloquence, and poetiy; 
Arte which I lored, for they, my friend, were thine. 

Touched by a personal knowledge of this union of genius 

* La Vie de Herre Mignard, par L'Abb6 de MonyiUe, the work of sa 
smatenr. 
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and afifectioD, even Maloke commemorates, with unusual 
wimnth, the Hterary firiendshipB of Sir Joshua Reynolds ; and 
with a felicity of fancy, not ofben indulged, has raised an un- 
forced parallel hetween the hland wisdom of Sir Joshua and 
the ** mitis sapientia LselL" '* What the illustrious Scipio 
was to Lselius was the all-knowing and all-accomplished 
BuBEJB to Rbtkolds ;" and what the elegant Lselius was to 
his master PansBi^us, whom he gratefully protected, and to 
his companion the poet Lucilius, whom he patronised, was 
Beykoldb to Johnson, of whom he was the scholar and 
friend^ and to Gk>iiDSMiTH, whom he loved and aided.* 

Oount AzABA mourns with equal tenderness and force oyer 
the meihory of the artist and the writer Menos. "The 
most tender friendship would call forth tears in this sad duty 
of scattering flowers on his tomh ; hut the shade of my ex- 
tinct Mend warns me not to he satisfied with dropping 
flowers and tears — ^they are useless ; and I would rather ac- 
complish his wishes, in making known the author and his 
works." 

I am infinitely delighted hy a circumstance communicated 
to me hy one who had visited G*leim, the German poet, who 
seems to have heen a creature made up altogether of sensi- 
bility; His many and illustrious fri^ids he had never for- 
gotten, and to the last hour of a life, prolonged beyond his 
dghtieth year, he possessed those interior feelings which can 
make even an old man an enthusiast. There seemed for 
<j|-LBiM to be no extinction in friendship when the friend was 
no mote ; and he had invented a singular mode of gratifying 
his feelings of literary friendships. The visitor found the 
old man in a room of which the wainscot was panelled, as we 
still see among us in ancient houses. In every panel G-leim 
had inserted the portrait of a friend, and the apartment was 
crowded. "You see," said the grey-haired poet, "that I 
never have lost a friend, and am sitting always among 
them." 

Such friendship can never be the lot of men of the world; 
for the source of these lies in the interior affections and the 
intellectual feelings. Pontenellb describes with character- 

* Beynoldfi'fl hospitality was nnboanded to all literary men, and his 
evenings vere devoted to their society^ It was at his house they compared 
notes ; and the President of the Eoyal Academy obtained that information 
which gave him a fall knowledge of the outward world, which his cease- 
less occupation could not else have allowed.— Ed. 

p2 



212 LUerartf Character. 

istic delicacy the oonrersationB of such literary Friends : " Oar 
days passed like moments ; tlianks to those pleasures, wbich, 
however, are not included in those which are commonly 
called pleasures." The friendships of the men of socie^ 
move on the principle of personal interest, but interest can 
easily separate the interested ; or they are cherished to r»- 
lieve themselves from the listlesaneas of existence ; but, as 
weariness is conta^ouB, the contact of the propagator is 
watched. Men of the world may look on each other with 
the same countenances, but not with the same hearta. la 
the common wart of life intimacies may be found which te^ 
minate in complaint and contempt ; the more they know one 
another, the less is their mutual esteem : the feeble mind 
quarrels with one still more imbecile than itself ; the dia- 
solute riot with the dissolute, and they despise their comp&- 
nions, while they too have tberaselTes become despicable. 

Literary friendships are marked by another peculiarity ; 
the true philosophical spirit has learned to bear that shock of 
contrary opinions which, minds less meditative are unequal 
to encounter. Men of genius live in the unrestrained com- 
municatlon of their ideas, and confide even their caprices 
with a freedom which sometimes startles ordinary observwB. 
We see literary men, the most opposite iu dispositions uid 
opinions, deriving from each other that fulness of knowledge 
which unfolds the certain, the probable, the doabtliil. Topics 
which break the world into factions and secte, and truths 
which ordinary men are doomed only to hear &om a malig- 
nant adversary, they gather from a friend I If neither yields 
up his opinions to the otfaer,^they are at least certain of silence 
and a hearing; but usually 

The wise new «i<dam from t^e visa uquin. 

This generous freedom, which spares neither reprimands 
nor exhortation, has often occurred in the intercourse of lite* 
laiy men. Hvme and Robebtsoh were engaged in the same 
■todies, but with very opposite principles; yet BobertsoB 
declined writing the English history, which he aspired to do, 
lest it should iujure the plans of Hume ; a noble sacrifice ! 

Politics once divided Boccaccio and Petrarch. The poet 
of Talchiusa had never forgiven the Florentines for thdr 
persecution of his father. By the mediation of Boccaogio 
they now offered to reinstate Petbabch in bis patrimony 
and hit honours. Won over by the tender solicitude of his 
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firiend, Pktbabch had conciented to return to his country ; 

bot with his usual inconstancy of temper, he had ^ain ex- 
cused himself to the senate of Florence, and again retreated 
to his Bolifcude. Nor was this all ; for the Visconti of Milan 
had by their flattery and promises seduced Fetbabch to their 
court ; a court, the avowed enemy of Florence. , Boccaccio, 
for the honour of literature, of hie friend, of his country, 
indignantly heard of Petbabgh's fatal decision, and t\d- 
dressed him by a letter— the most interesting perhaps which 
ever passed between two literary friends, who were torn 
asunder by the momentary passions of the vulgar, but who 
were still united t^ that immortal friendship which litera- 
tare inspires, and by a reverence for that posterity which 
they knew would concern itself with their affairs. 

It was on a journey to Ravenna that Boccaccio first 
heard the news of Fetb^bch's abandonment of his country, 
when he thus vehemently addressed his broth er-geu iua : — 

" I would be silent, hat I cannot : my reverence commands 
Eolence, hut my indignation speaks. Kow has it happened 
that SilvanuB (under this name he conceals Petrarch) has 
forgotten his dignity, the many conversations we had toge- 
ther on the state of Italy, his hatred of the archbishop 
(Vieoonti), his love of solitude and freedom, so necessary for 
study, and has resolved to imprison the Muses at that court? 
Whom may we trust again, if SUvanus, who onco branded 
n Viaeontt as the Cruel, a Polyphemus, a Cyclop, has 
avowed himself his friend, and placed his neck under the 
yoke of him whose audacity, and pride, and tyranny, he so 
deeply abhorred ? How has Visconti obtained that which 
King Robert-, which the pontiff, the emperor, the King of 
France, could not ? Am I to conelude that you accepted this 
favour from a disdainof your fellow-eitizena, who once indeed 
scorned you, but who have reinstated you in the paternal 
patrimony of which you have been deprived ? I do not 
disapprove of a just indignation ; but I take Heaven to wit- 
ness that I believe that no man, whoever he may be, rightly 
and honestly can labour against his country, whatever be the 
injury he has received. You will gain nothing by opiwsing 
me in this opinion ; for if stirred up hy the most just indig- 
nation you become the friend of the enemy of your country, 
unquestionably you will not spur him on to war, nor assist 
him by your arm, nor by your counsel ; yet bow can you 
avoid rejoicing with him, when you hear of the ruins, tha 
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conflagraidons, the imprisonmentBy death, and rapine, wlueh ' | 
he shall spread among us ?" 

Snch was the bold appeal to elevated feelings, and sdoh 

the keen reproach inspued bjr that confidentiid freedom 

which can only exist in the interoonrse of great mind^. l%e 

literary friendship, or rather adoration o^ Bocoaogio f» 

Petbaboh, was not bartered at the cost of his pmtridtiim : 

and it is worthy of onr notice that Petbaboh, whose per* 

sonal injaries from an ungenerous republic were rankling' in 

his mind, and whom even the eloquence of Boccaoeio eotdd 

not disunite from his protector Yisconti, yet received the 

ardent reproaches of his friend without anger, though not 

without maintaining the freedom of his ovm opinions. 

Pbtbabch replied, that the anxiety of Boooaocio f<Nr the 

liberty of his friend was a thought mosfc gp*atefiil to him ; 

but he assured Boccaccio that he preserved his freedom, even 

although it f4)peared that he bowed under a hard yoke, fie 

hoped tftat he had not to learn to serve in his old age, he 

who had hitherto studied to preserve his independenoe ; but, 

in respect to servitude, he did not know whom it was most 

displeasing to serve, a tyrant like Yisconti, or with Soo- 

caccio, a people of tyrants.* 

The unity of feeling is displayed in such memorable asso- 
ciates as Beaumont and Fletgheb ; whose labours are so 
combined, that no critic can detect the mingled production 
qS. either; and whose lives are so closely united, that no 
biographer can compose the memoirs of the one without 
running into the history of the other. Their days were in- 
terwoven as their verses. Montaigne and Cbabbon, in 
the eyes of posterity, are rivals ; but such literary fri^idship 
knows no rivaby. Such was Montaigne's sdOfection for 
Charron, that he requested him by his will to bear the arms 
of the Montaignes ; and Charron evinced his gratitude to the 
manes of his departed friend, by leaving his fortune to the 
sister of Montaigne. 

How pathetically Ebasmits mourns over the death of his 
beloved Sir Thomas Mobe ! — " Jbt Moro mihi videor «r- 
tmotus^^ — ^** I seem to see myself extinct in More.'* It was 
a melancholy presage of his own death, which shortly after 
followed. The Doric sweetness and simplicity of old IsAiC 
Walton, the angler, were reflected in a mind as clear and 

* These intereetixig letters are preserved in Count BaldeIU*s <<Life of 
Boccacdo," p. 115. 
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geneacousy when Chables Cottok continaed the feelings, 
rather than the little work of Walton. Metabtasio and 
FASUiTBLLi called each other il Gemello^ the Twin : and hoth 
ddighted to trace the resemblance of their lives and fates, 
and the perpetual alliance of the verse and the voice. The 
famous John Baptista Pobta had a love of the mysterious 
parts of sciences, such as physiognomy, natural magic, the 
cryptical arts of writing, and projected many ourioua inven- 
tions which astonished his age, and which we have carried to 
peorfeotion. This extraordinary man saw his fame somewhat 
diminishing by a rumour that his brother John Vincent had 
a ^eat share in the composition of his works ; but this never 
disturbed him ; and Peiresc, in an interesting account of a 
visit to this celebrated Neapolitan, observed, that though 
now aged and grey-haired, he treated his younger brother as 
a son. These single-hearted brothers, who would not marry 
that they might never be separated, knew of but one fame, 
and that was the fame of Poiia. 

Ck>GUBT, the author of "The Origin of the Arts and 
Sciences," bequeathed his MSS. and his books to his friend 
Fugere, with whom he had long united his affections and 
his studies, that his surviving friend might proceed with 
them : but the author had died of a slow and painful dis- 
order, which Fugere had watched by his side, in silent de- 
spair. The sight of those MSS. and bpoks was the friend's 
death-stroke ; half his soul, which had once given them 
animation, was parted firom him, and a few weeks termiaated 
his own days. When Lloyd heard of the death of Chubohill, 
he neither wished to survive him, nor did.* The Abb6 de 
St. Pierre gave an interesting proof of literary friendship for 
Varignon, the geometrician. They were of congenial dispo- 
sitions, and St. Pierre, when he went to Paris, could not 
endure to part with Varignon, who was too poor to accom- 
pany him ; and St. Pierre was not rich. A certain incoile, 
however moderate, was necessary for the tranquil pursuits of 

* This event is thus told by Southey : " The news of Churchill's death 
was somewhat abruptly announced to Lloyd as he sat at dinner ; he was 
seized with a sudden sickness, and saying, ' I shall follow poor Charles,' 
took to his bed, from which he never rose again ; dying, if ever man died, 
of a broken heart. The tragedy did not end here : ChurchilFs favourite 
sister, who is said to have possessed much of her brother's sense, and 
spirit, and genius, and to have been betrothed to Lloyd, attended him 
during his illness, and, sinking under the double loss, soon followed her 
brother and her lover to the grave." — En. 
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geometry. St. Pierre preBented Varignon with a portion of 
bis Bmall income, accompanied by that delicacy of feeling 
which men of genius who know each other can best conceive : 
" I do not give it you," said St. Pierre, "as a salary but as 
an annuity, that jou may be independent, and quit me when 
you dislike me." The same circamstanee occurred between 
Aegnsise and Dtbom'. Dyson, when the poet was in great 
danger of adding one more illustrious name to the " Oali^ 
mities of Authors," interposed between him and ill-fortune, 
by allowing him an annuity of three huudred a-year ; and, 
when he found the fame of his literary friend attacked, 
although not in the babit of composition, he published a 
defence of his poetical and philosophical character. The 
name and character of Dyson have been suffered to die away, 
without a single tribute of even biographical sympathy \ as 
that of LoNQDEni.Le, the modest patron of Bittlxb, in 
whom that great political satirist found what the carelesa in- 
gratitude of a court had denied : but in the record of literary 
glory, the patron's name should be inscribed by the side of 
the literary character : for the public incurs an obligation 
whenever a man of genius is protected. 

The statesman Fooquet, deserted by all others, witnessed 
La. Fontaine hastening every literary man to bis priaon- 
gate. Many have inscribed their works to their disgraced 
patrons, as Fofe did so nobly to the Earl of Oxford in the 

When intcrart ealU off ftU her Eneakiag traio, 
And &U lbs obliged de«ert, sod all the Tain, 
Thej vut, or to tlie scaffold, or the cell. 
When the last lingering friend hu bid Gu«vell. 

Literary friendship is a sympathy not of manners, but of 
feelings. The personal character may happen to be very 
opposite; the vivacious may be loved by the melancholic, 
and the wit by the man of learning. He who is vehement 
and vigorous will feel himself a double man by the side 
of the friend who is calm and subtle. When we obserre 
such friendships, we are apt to imagine that they are not 
real because the characters are dissimilar; but it is their 
common tastes and pursnits which form a bond of union. 
PoMPOsins LsTca, so called from his natural good-humonr, 
was the personal friend of Hebmolads B&aBi.Bi[B, whose 
saturnine and melancholy disposition he often exhilarated ; 
the warm, impetuous Luibes was the beloved liiend of the 
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mild and amiable Melattcthok ; the caustic BoiLEAr was 
the companion of Racine and Moliere ; and France, per- 
li£^s, owes the chefa-d^ceuvre of her tragic and her comic 
poet to her satirist. 'The delicate taste and the refining in- 
genuity of HuED only attached him the moi-e to the im- 
petuous and dogmatic Wabbubton.* No men could be more 
opposite in personal character than the careless, gay, and 
hasty Steele, and the cautious, serious, and the elegant 
Addison ; yet no literary friendship was more fortunate than 
their union. 

One glory is reserved for liter^y friendship. The friend- 
ship of a great name indicates the greatness of the character 
who appends to it. When Sydenham mentioned, as a proof 
of the excellence of his method of treating acute diseases, 
that it had received the approbation of his illustrious friend 
liOOSE, the philosopher's opinion contributed to the phy- 
sician's success. 

Such have been the friendships of great literary characters ; 
but too true it is, that they have not always contributed thus 
largely to their mutual happiness. The querulous lament of 
G-LEIM to Klopstock is too generally participated. As 
Gleim lay on his death-bed he addressed the great bard of 
(^rmany — " I am dying, dear Klopstock ; and, as a dying 
man will I say, in this world we have not lived long enough 
together and for eaqji other ; but in vain would we now recal 
the past !" What tenderness in the reproach ! What self- 
accusation in its modesty ! 



CHAPTER XX. 

The literary and the personal character. — The personal dispositions of an 
author may be the rererse of those which appear in his writings. — 
Erroneous conceptions of the character of distant authors. — Paradoxical 
appearances in the history of Genius. — ^Why the character of the man 
may be opposite to that of his writings. 

Abb the personal dispositions of an author discoverable in his 
writings, as those of an artist are imagined to appear in his 
works, where Michael Angelo is always great, and Eaphael 
ever graceful ? 

Is the moralist a moral man P Is he malignant who pub- 

* For a full account of their Hterary career see the first article in 
" Quarrels of Authors." 
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lishes caustic satires ? Is he a libertine who composes looae 
poems ? And is he, whose imagination delights in terror and 
in blood, the very monster he paints ? 

Many licentious writers have led chaste lires. La. Mothb 
LE Yatxb wrote two works of a free nature ; jet his was the 
unblemished life of a retired sage. Baxle is the too faithful 
compiler of impurities, but he resisted the voluptuousoess of 
the senses as much as Newton. La Fontaiks wrote tales 
fertile in intrigue, jet the " bon-homme" has not left on 
record a single ingenious amour of his own. The Qoeen of 
Nayabbe's Tales are gross imitations of Boccaccio's ; bat 
she herself was a princess of irreproachable habits, and had 
given proof of the most rigid virtue ; but stories of intrigues^ 
told in a natural style, formed the fashionable literatiure of 
the day, and the genius of the female writer was amused in 
becoming an historian without being an actor. FoBTieuSBBA, 
the author of the Bicciardetto, abounds with loose; and lic^i- 
tious descriptions, and yet neither his manners nor his per- 
sonal character were stained by the offending freedom of his 
inventions. Smollett's character is immaculate; yet be 
has described two scenes which offend even in the license of 
imagination. Cowlet, who boasts with such gaiety of the 
versatility of his passion among so many mistresses, wanted 
even the confidence to address one. Thus, licentious writers 
may be very chaste persons. The imagination may be a 
volcano while the heart is an Alp of ice. 

Turn to the moralist — there we find Seneca, a usurer of 
seven millions, writing on moderate desires on a table of gold. 
Sallubt, who so eloquently declaims against the licentious- 
ness of the age, was repeatedly accused in the senate of public 
and habitual debaucheries ; and when this inveigher against 
the spoilers of provinces attained to a remote government, be 
pillaged like Yerres. That '* Dehosthekes was more capable 
of rec(»nmending than of imitating the virtues of our an- 
cestors," is the observation of Plutarch. LvciAir, when 
young, declaimed against the Mendship of the great, as anothor 
name for servitude; but when hb talents procmred lum a 
situation under the emperor, he facetiously compared. him- 
self to those quacks who, themselves plagued by a perpetual 
cough, offer to sell an infallible remedy for one. Sir Thomas 
MoBB, in his '* Utopia,'* declares that no man ought to be 
punished for his religion ; vet he became a fierce persecutor, 
dogging and racking men u>r his own "true faith. At the 
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moment the poet Roussbatt was giving yersions of the 
Psalms, full of unction, as our Catholic neighbours express 
it, he was profaning the same pen with infamous epigrams ; 
and an erotic poet of our times has composed night-hymns 
in churchyards with the same ardour with which he poured 
forth Anacreontics. Napoleon said of Bemardin St. Pierre, 
whose writings breathe the warm principles of humanity and 
social happiness in every page, that he was one of the worst 
private characters in France. I have heard this from other 
quarters; it startles one! The pathetic genius of Stebnb 
played about his head, but never reached his heart.* Cardinal 
BiOKELiEU wrote " The Perfection of a Christian, or the 
Life of a Christian ;" yet was he an utter stranger to Gospel 
maxims; and Fbedbbick the Gbeat, when young, pub- 
lished his " Anti-Machiavel," and deceived the world 1^ the 
promise of a pacific reign. This military genius protested 
against those political arts which he afterwards adroitly 
practised, uniting the lion's head with the fox's tail — and 
thus himself realising the political monster of Machiavel ! 

And thus also is it with the personal dispositions of an 
author, which may be quite the reverse from those which 
appear in his writings. Johnson would not believe that 
HoBACE was a happy man because his verses were cheerful, 
any more than he could think Pops so, because the poet is 
continually informing us of it. It surprised Spence when 
Pope told him that Eowe, the tragic poet, whom he had con- 
sidered so solemn a personage, " would laugh all day long, 
and do nothing else but laugh." Lord Kaimes says, that 
Abbuthhi^ot must have been a great genius, for he exceeded 
Swifb and Addison in humorous painting ; although we are 
informed he had nothing of that peculiarity in his character. 
YoFNG, who is constantly contemning preferment in his 
writings, was all his life pining after it ; and the conversation 
of the sombrous author of the " Night Thoughts" was of the 
most volatile kind, abounding with trivial puns. He was 
one of the first who subscribed to the assembly at Wellwyn. 
Mrs. Carter, who greatly admired his sublime poetry, ex- 
pressing her surprise at his social converse, he replied, 
'* Madam, there is much difference between writing and 
talking." 

Moliebe, on the contrary, whose humour is so perfectly 

* See what is said on this subject in the article on Sterne in the 
'* Literary Miscellanies,'' of the present Tolmne. 
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comic, and even ludicrous, waa thoughtful and serious, uid 
even melancholy. His strongly-featured physiognomy ex- 
hibits the face of a great tragic, rather than of a great comic, 
poet. Boileau called Molifere "The Contemplative- Man." 
Those who make the world laugh often themselves laugh 
the, least. A famous and witty harlequin of France was 
overcome with hypochondriasm, and consulted a physician, 
who, after inquiring ahout his malady, told his miserable 
patient, that he knew of no other medicine for him than to 
take frequent doses of Carlin — " I am Carlin himself," ex- 
claimed the melancholy man, in despair. Bdbtoh', the 
pleasant and vivacious author of " The Anatomy of Melan- 
choly," of whom it is noticed, that he could in an interval of 
vapours raise laughter in any company, in his chamber was 
"mute and mopish," and at laat was so overcome by that 
intellectual disorder, which he appeared to have got Hd of 
by writing his volume, that it is believed he closed his'life in 
a fit of melancholy.* 

Could one have imagined that the brilliant wit, the lusn- 
riant raillery, and the fine and deep sense of Pabcax, could 
have combined with the most opposite qualities — the hypo- 
chondriasm and bigotry of an ascetic F RocHEFOBCArLD, 
in private life, was a conspicuous example of all those moral 
qiiahties of which he seemed to deny the existence, and 
exhibited in this respect a striking contrast to the Cardinal 
de Retz, who has presumed to censure him for his want of 
ftuth in the reidity of virtue ; but De Retz himself was the 
unbeliever in disinterested virtue. This great genius was one 
of those pretended patriots destitute of a eingle one of the 
virtues for which he was the clamorous advocate of faction. 

When Valineour attributed tlie excessive tenderness in the 
tragedies of Raoinb to the poet's own impassioned character, 
the son amply showed that his father was by no means the 
slave of love. Racine never wrote a single love-poem, nor 
even had a mistress ; and his wife had never read his tragedies, 
for poetry was not Iter delight. Racine's motive for makin|f 
love the constant source of action in his tragedies, was from 
the principle which has influenced so many poets, who 
usually conform to the prev^ent taste of tlie ^mes. In the 
court of a young monarch it was necessary that heroes shoidd 

* It is reported of him tlist his onlf mode of ■lISTuttng hu melan- 
eholj wu bjr wslking from h» ooUcga at Oifocil to Uie bridge^ to listen to 
til* rough joke* of the hMganMn. 
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"be lovers ; Corneille had nobly run in one career, and Eacine 
could not have existed as a great poet had he not rivalled 
him in an opposite one. The tender Racine was no lover • 
but he wa« a subtle and epigrammatic observer, before whom 
his convivial friends never cared to open their minds ; and the 
caustic BoiLEAU truly said of him, " Racine is far more 
malicious than I am." 

ALriEBi speaks of his mistress as if he lived with her in 
the most unreserved familiarity; the reverse was the case. 
And the gratitude and affection with which he describes his 
mother, and which she deserved, entered so little into his 
habitusQ feelings, that, after their early separation, he never 
saw her but once, though he often passed through the coun- 
try where she resided. 

Johnson has composed a beautiful Rambler, describing 
the pleasures which result from the influence of good-humour • 
and somewhat remarkably says, " Without good-humour 
learning and bravery can be only formidable, and confer that 
superiority which swells the heart of the lion in the desert, 
where he roars without reply, and ravages without resistance."' 
He who could so finely discover the happy influence of this 
pleasing quality was himself a stranger to it, and " the roar 
and the ravage" werd familiar to our lion. Men of genius 
frequently substitute their beautiful imagination for spon- 
taneous and natural sentiment. It is not therefore surprising 
if we are often erroneous in the conception we form of the 
personal character of a distant author. Klopstooz, the 
votary of the muse of Zion, so astonished and warmed the 
sage BoDMEE, that he invited the inspired bard to his bouse : 
but his visitor shocked the grave professor, when, instead of 
a poet rapt in silent meditation, a volatile youth leaped out 
of the chaise, who was an enthusiast for retirement only when 
vmting verses. An artist, whose pictures exhibit a series of 
scenes of domestic tenderness, awakening all the charities of 
private life, I have heard, participated in them in no other way 
than on his canvas. Evelyn, who has written in favour of 
active life, "loved and lived in retirement;"* while Sir 

* Since this was written the correspondence of Evelyn has appeared 
by which we find that he apologised to Cowley for having published this 
very treatise, which seemed to condemn that life of study and privacy to 
which they were both equally attached ; and confesses that the whole must 
be considered as a mere sportive eflfusion, requesting that Cowley would not 
suppose its principles formed his private opinions. Thus Leibnitz, we are 
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Geobge Mackenzie, who had been continually in the bostle 
of business, framed a eulogium on solitude. We see in 
Maohiatel's code of tyranny, of depravity, and of criminal 
violence, a horrid picture of human nature ; but this retired 
philosopher was a friend to the freedom of his country ; be 
participated in none of the crimes he had recorded, but drew 
up these systemized crimes ''as an observer, not as a cri- 
minal." Dbttmhoitd, whose sonnets still retain the beauty 
and the sweetness and the delicacy of the most amiable ima- 
gination, was a man of a harsh irritable temper, and has been 
thus chiuracterised : — 

Testie Dmmmond oonld not spei^ for fretting. 

Thus authors and artists mav vield no certain indication of 
their personal characters in their works. Inconstant men 
will write on constancy, and licentious minds may elevate 
themselves into poetry and piety. We should be unjust to 
some of the greatest geniuses if the extraordinaiy sentimenti 
which they put into the mouths of their dramatic personages 
are maliciously to be implied to themsdves. Eijbipidb8 was 
accused of atheism when he introduced a denier of the goda 
on the stage. Mjltok has been censured by Clabex for 
the impiety of Satan ; and an enemy of Shaksfsabs might 
have reproached him for his perfect delineation of the aooom- 
pHshed villain lago, a9 it was saad that Dr. Moobe was hurt 
in the opinions of some by his odious Zeluco. Cbebillov 
complains of this : — ^^ They charge me with all the iniquities of 
Atreus, and they consider me in some places as a wretch with 
whom it is unfit to associate ; as if all which the mind invents 
mu^t be derived from the heart." This poet offers a striUng 
instance of the little alliance existing between the literary 
and personal dispositions of an author. Cbbbillojt, who 
exulted, on his entrance into the French Academy, that he 
had never tinged his pen with the gall of satire, dcdighted to 
strike on the most barrowinff string of the tragic lyre. In 
his Jtreut the father drinks the blood of his son ; in bis 
Shadamstui the son expires under the hand of the father; 
in his Electra the son assassinates the mother. A poet is a 
painter of the soul, but a great artist is not therefore a i>ad man. 



told, Ungbed at the iMicifol system rerealed in hii Thwdicie^ sod 
ledgtd t^t he neyer wrote it is euneet ; that a philoeopber ii aot ahny* 
obliged to write seriontly, and that to inTent an hjpotheeia ii only a proof 
of the force of imagination.. 



Montaigne. 223 

Moii^T^aNE appears to have been sensible of this fact in 
tlie literary character. Of authors, he says, he likes to read 
their little anecdotes and private passions: — ''Car j'ai une 
singnliere curiosity de connaitre Tame et les naifs jogemens 
de mes auteurs. II faut bien juger leur suffisance, mais non 
pas leurs moeurs, ni eux, par cette montre de leurs Merits 
qu'ils etalent an th^tre du monde." Which may be thus 
translated : ". For I hav^ a singular curiosity to know the 
soul and simple opinions of my authors. We mtist judge of 
their ability, but not of their manners, nor of themselves, by 
that show of their writings which they display on the theatre 
of the world.** This is very just ; are we yet sure, however, 
that the simplicity of this old favourite of Europe might not 
have be^i as much a theatrical, gesture as the sentimentality 
of Sterne ? The great authors of the Fort-Boyal Logic have 
raised severe objed^ions to prove that MoirrAiains was not 
quite so open in respect to those simple details which he ima- 
gined might diminish his personal importance with his readers. 
He pretends that he reveals all his in^rmities and weaknesses, 
while he is perpetually passing himself off for something more 
than he is. He oar^ully informs us that he has " a page,'* 
the usual attendant of an independent gentleman, and lives in 
an old family 6h&teau ; wh^i the fact was, that his whole re- 
venue did not exceed wx thousand livres, a state beneath 
mediocrity. He is also eqnally careful not to drop any men- 
tion of his having a clerh toith a hag ; for he was a counsellor 
of Bordeaux, but affected the gentleman and the soldier. He 
trumpets himself forth for having been magor of Bordeaux, 
as this offered an opportunity of telling us that he succeeded 
Marshal Biron, and resigned it to Marshal Matignon. Could 
he have discovered i^t any marshal had been a lawger he 
would not have sunk that part of his life. Montaigne him- 
self has said, 'Hhat in forming a judgment of a man's life, 
particular r^ard should be paid to his behaviour at the end 
of it ;" and he more than once tells us that the chief study of 
his 1^ is to die calm and silent ; and that he will plunge 
himself l^adlong and stupidly into death, as into an obscure 
abyss, which swallows one up in an instant ; that to die was 
the affair of a moment's suffering, and required no precepts. 
He talked of reposing on the "pillow of doubt." But how 
did this great philosopher die? He called for the more 
powerful opiates of the infallible church ! The mass was per- 
^ formed in his chamber, and, in rising to embrace it, his hands 
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dropped i 
observes 
what bis 
to deacril 

We must not then consider that he wfao paints vice with 
energy is therefore vicious, lest we injure an honourable niaii; 
nor must we imagine that he who ctslebrates virtue is there- 
fore virtuous, for we may then repose on a heart which 
knowing the right pursues the wrong. 

These puwloxical appearances in the history of genius pre- 
sent a curious moral phenomenon. Much must be attributed 
to the plastic nature of the versatile faculty itself. Unques- 
tionably many men of genius have often resisted the indul- 
gence of one talent to exerois^ another with equal power ; and 
some, who have solely composed sermons, could have touched (m 
the foibles of society with the spirit of Horace or Juvenal. 
Blackbtone and Sir Willum Jones directed that genhu 
to the austere studies of law and philology, which might 
have excelled in the poetical and historical character. So 
versatile is this faculty of genius, that Its possessors are same- 
times uncertain of the manner in which they shall treat their 
subject, whether gravely or ludicrously. When Bkebixitt, 
the French translator of the Pharsalia of Lucan, had com- 
pleted the first hook as it now appears, he at the same time 
composed a burlesque version, and sent botb to the great 
arbiter of taste in that day, to decide which the poet shoold 
continue. The decision proved to be difficult. Are there not 
writers who, with all the vehemence of genius, by adopting 
one principle can make all things shrink into the pigmy form 
of ridicule, or by adopting another principle startle us by the 
gigantic monsters of their own exaggerated imagination ? On 
this principle, of the versatility of the faculty, a production of 
genius is a piece of art which, wrought up to its full effect 
with a felicity of manner acquired by taste and habit, is 
merely the result of certain arbitrary combinations of the mind. 

Are we then to reduce the works of a man of genius to a 
mere sport of his talents — a game in which he is only the best 
player P Can he whose secret power raises so many emotions 
in our breasts be without any in his own P A mere actor 
performing a part P Is he unfeeling when he is pathetic, 
indifferent when he is indignant p Is he an alien to all the 
wisdom and virtue he inspires P No ! were men of genius 
themselves to assert this, and it is said some incline so to do. 
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there is a more certain, conviction than their misconceptions, 
in our own consciousness, which for ever assures us, that deep 
feelings and elevated thoughts can alone spring from those 
who feel deeply and think nobly. 

In proving that the character of the man may he very 
opposite to that of his writings, we must recollect that the 
habits of the life may be contrary to the habits of the mind.* 
The influence of their studies over men of genius is limited. 
Out of the ideal world, man is reduced to be the active crea- 
ture of sensation. An author has, in truth, two distinct cha- 
racters : the literary, formed by the habits of his study ; the 
personal, by the habits of his situation. Geat, cold, effemi- 
nate, and timid in his personal, was lofty and awful in his 
literary character. We see men of polished manners and 
bland affections, who, in grasping a pen, are thrusting a 
poniard ; while others in domestic life with the simplicity of 
children and the feebleness of nervous affections, can shake 
the senate or the bar with the vehemence of their eloquence 
and the intrepidity of their spirit. The writings of the 
famous Baptista Porta are marked by the boldness of his 
genius, which formed a singular contrast with the pusilla- 
nimity of his conduct when menaced or attacked. The heart 
may be feeble, though the mind is strong. To think boldly 
may be the habit of the mind, to act weakly may be the 
habit of the constitution. 

However the personal character may contrast with that of 
their genius, still are the works themselves genuine, and exist 
as readities for us — and were so, doubtless, to the composers 
themselves in the act of composition. In the calm of study, 
a beautiful imagination may convert him whose morals are 
corrupt into an admirable moraHst, awakening feelings which 
yet may be cold in the business of life : as we have shown 
that the phlegmatic can excite himself into wit, and the 
cheerful'man delight in " Night Thoughts.*' Sallttst, the 
corrupt Sallust, might retain the most sublime conceptions 
of the virtues which were to save the Republic ; and Stebnb, 

* Nothing is more delightful to me in my researches on the literary 
character than when I find in persons of unquestionable and high genius 
the results of my own discoveries. This circumstance has frequently 
happened to confirm my principles. Long after this was published, Madame 
de Sta^l made this important confession in her recent work, ** Dix Ann6es 
d'Bxil," p. 154. "Je ne pouvais me dissimuler que je n'6taispa8 une 
personne courageuse; j'ai de la hardiesse dans ViTnaginaMon^ mais de la 
timidite dans le caracUre" 

Q 
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whose heart was not so susceptible in ordinary occurrences, 
while he was gradually creating incident after incident and 
touching successive emotions, in the stories of Le Fevre 
and Maria, might have thrilled — like some of his readers. 
Many have mourned over the wisdom or the virtue they con- 
templated, mortified at their own infirmity. Thus, though 
there may be no identity between the book and the man, 
still for us an author is ever an abstract being, and, as one 
of the Fathers said — " A dead man may sin dead, leaving' 
books that make others sin." An author's wisdom or his 
folly does not die with him. The volume, not the author, 
is our companion, and is for us a real personage, perform* 
ing before us whatever it inspires — " He being dead, yet 
speaketh." Such is the vitality of a book ! 



CHAPTER XXI. 

The man of letters. — Occupies an intermediate station between autiion 
and i^iders. — His solitude described. — Often the father of genioa. — 
Atticus, a man of letters of antiquity. — The perfect charMter of a 
modem man of letters exhibited in Feiresc. — Their utility to authon 
and artists. 

Amovo the active members of the literary republic, there is 
a class whom formerly we distinguished by the title of MsK 
ov Lbttebs — a title which, with us, has nearly gone out of 
currency, though I do not think that the gQiimX term of 
*' literary men" would be sufficiently appropriate. . 

The man of letters, whose habits and whose whole life so 
closely resemble those of an author, can only be distinguished 
by this simple circumstance, that the man of letters is not an 
author. 

Yet he whose sole occupation through life is literature — 
he who is always acquiring and never pi^Klucing, appears as 
ridiculous as the architect who never raised an edifice, or the 
statuary who refrains from sculpture. His pursuits are re- 
proached with terminating in an epicurean selfishness, and 
amidst his incessant avocations he himself is considered as a 
particular sort of idler. 

This race of literary characters, as we now find them, could 
not have appeared till the press had poured forth its affiueuee. 
In the degree that the nations of Europe became literary, was 
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that philosophical curiosity kindled which induced some to 
devote their fortunes and their days, and to experience 
some of the purest of human enjoyments in preserving and 
familiarising themselves with " the monuments of vanished 
minds," as hooks are called by D'Avenant with so much 
subb'mity. Their expansive library presents an indestruc- 
tible history of the genius of every people, through all their 
eras — and whatever men have thought and whatever men 
have done, were at length discovered in books. 

Men of letters occupy an intermediate station between 
authors and readers. They are giffced with more curiosity 
of knowledge, and more multiplied tastes, and by those 
precious collections which they are forming during their 
lives, are more completely furnished with the means than 
are possessed by the multitude who read, and the few who 
write. 

The studies of an author are usually restricted to particular 
subjects. His tastes are tinctured by their colouring, his 
mmd is always shaping itself by their form. An author's 
works form his solitary pride, and his secret power ; while 
half his life wears away in the slow maturity of composition, 
and still the ambition of authorship torments its victim alike 
in disappointment or in possession. 

But soothing is the solitude of the Man of Letitees! 
View the busied inhabitant of the library surrounded by the 
objects of his love ! He possesses them — and they possess 

him ! These volumes — ^images of our mind and passions ! 

as he traces them from Herodotus to Gibbon, from Homer 
to Shakspeare — ^those portfolios which gather up the inven- 
tions of genius, and that selected cabinet of medals which 
holds so many unwritten histories; — some favourite sculp- 
tures and pictures, and some antiquities of all nations, here 
and there about his house — these are his furniture ! 

In his unceasing occupations the only repose he requires, 
consists not in quitting, but in changing them. Every day 
produces its discovery; every day in the Hfe of a man of 
letters may furnish a multitude of emotions and of ideas. 
For him there is a silence amidst the world; and in the 
scene ever opening before him, all that has passed is acted 
over again, and all that is to come seems revealed as in a 
vision. Often his library is contiguous to his chamber,* and 

* The contigrdty of the chamber to the library is not the solitary 
fiutcy of an individnal, but marks the class. Barly in life, when in Fiance 

Q 2 
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this domain "parva *ed apta" this contracted Bpace, has 
often marked the boundary of the existence of the opulent 
owner, who lives where he will die, contracting his days Into 
hours ; and a whole life thus passed is found too short to 
close its designs. Such are the men who have not been 
unhappily described by the HoUaoders as Uef'kebbert, lovers 
or ^uiciers, and their collectioa as lief-kehben/, things of 
their love. The Butch call everythuig for which ^ey 
are impassioned Uef-hel^ery; but th^ feeling being much 
stronger than their delicacy, they apply the term to erery- 
thing, from poesy and picture to tulips and tobacco. The 
term wants the melody of the languages of genius; but 
something parallet is required to correct that indiscrioii- 
nate notion which most persons associate with that of eoU 
lectori. 

It was fimcifully said of one of these lovers, in the s^Ia 
of the age, that, " His book was his bride, and his study 
his bride-chamb^." Many have voluntarily relinquished ft 
public station and their rank in society, n^lecting even 
their fortune and their health, for the life of self-oblivion of 
the man of letters. Count Db G1.YI1U8 expended a princ^r 
income in the study and the encouragement of Art. Ha 
passed hia mornings among the studios of artists, watching 
their progress, increasing his collections, and closing his day 
in the retirement of his own cabinet. His rank and hu 
opulence were no obstructions to his settled habits, Cicno 
hunself, in his happier moments, addressing Amoirs, ez> 
claimed — " I had much rather be sitting on your little bench 
nnder Aristotle's picture, than in the curule chairs of onr 
great ones." This wish was probably sincere, and reminds 
us of another great politician who in ius secession from paUie 
sod HoDiuid, I mat with leyeral of theM amatmn^ who had bonadcd 
thur Utv bj t]ie siicle of t^tat oallectioiu, aad were larely smq not of 
tham. The Ut« Duke of Boxbubob odoc txpntaed hi* dali^t to * lEtanij 
friend at minB, that he had onlf to itep from hii ilsepiiig Bpaitnait iMo 
hii Em lilaarr ; •> that ha could oammaod, at all momenta, Uia trititm 
taon of panning hii reaeandiM while ha indolnd hii rereriea. Ths 
Ofaeraliei TsaaoiieT, <rf Bruellee, of whom we hsT* a earioaa portrait 
piafixed to the eataloiu of hia pictom and wriositia^ wat ooa tt t jrt t 
nen of letters who experieoMd tU« ettDng aAMiim fbr his eollaatto^ ^ti 
to aach a degrM, that he nerer want oat of his house br tw«D^ TMn; 
vhai^ howcTar, he kept up a ooniteooa intanoorae with the lorara of Mt 
and titentiua. He waa an enthtuiaitio volaij of Knbena, of whom ha 
a eot^oa* life In Dotoh, the only work ha appaan to have 



a&irs retreated to a literary life, where he appeare Boddenly 
to have discovered a new-found world. For's favourite line, 
which he ofbeu repeated, was — 

Hoir Tarions hia smplomeiita whom the world 
CaUs idle r 

De Sacy, one of the Fort-Royalists, waa fond of re| 
thia lively remark of a man of wit — " That all the c 
in the world comes from not being able to keep ov 
quiet in our room." 

But tranquillity is essential to the existence of tl 
of letters — an nnbroken and devotional tranquillity, 
though, unlike 'the author, his occupations are intei 
without inconvenience, and resumed without effort; 
the painful realities of life break into this visionary n 
literature and art, there is an atmosphere of taste abo 
which will be dissolved, and harmonious ideas whioh 
chased away, as it happens when something is violentl; 
among the trees where the birds are singing — all in 
disperse ! 

Even to quit their collections for a short time is 
suffering to these lovers ; everything which surroundi 
becomes endeared by habit, and by some higher associ 
Men of letters have died with grief from having been f 
deprived of the use of their libraries. De Thou, vritl 
brother's sympathy, in his great history, has recorded 
fates of several who had witnessed their collections dii 
in the civil wars of France, or had otherwise been d( 
of their precious volumes. Sir Kobebt Oottok fell 
betrayed, in the ashy paleness of his countenance, the 
which killed him on the sequestration of bis coUf 
" They have broken my heart who have looked up my 
from me," was his lament. 

If this passion for acquisition and enjoyment be so 
^and exquisite, what wonder that these "lovers" 
r^ard all things as valueless in comparison with the 
of their love ? There seem to be spells in their colli 
and in their fascination they have often submitted to t 
of their personal, but not of their internal enjoyments 
have scorned to balance in the scales the treasures oE 
ture and art, thoagh imperial magnificence once was an 
to outweigh them. 

VjUI Pback, a friend of Albert Durer's, of whom * 
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sess a catalogue of pictures aild prints, was one of these 
enthusiasts of taste. The Emperor of Germany, prohahly 
desirous of finding a royal road to a rare collection, sent an 
agent to procure the present -one entire; and that some deli- 
cacy might he observed with such a man, the purchase was 
to be proposed in the form of a mutual exchange ; the empe- 
ror had gold, pearls, and diamonds. Our lief-hebber having 
silently listened to the imperial agent, seemed astonished that 
such things should be considered as equivalents for a coUeo- 
tion of works of art, which had required a long Hfe of expe- 
rience and many previous studies and practised tastes to have 
formed, and compared with which gold, pearls, and diamonds, 
afforded but a mean, an unequal, and a barbarous barter. 

If the man of letters be less dependent on others for the 
very perception of his own existence than men of the world 
are, his solitude, howevei^, is not that of a desert : for aU 
there tends to keep alive those concentrated feelings which 
cannot be indulged with security, or even without ridicule in 
general society. Like the Lucullus of Plutarch, he would not 
only live among the votaries of literature, but, would live for 
them ; he throws open his library, his gallery, and his cabinet, 
to all the Grecians. Such men are the fathers of genius ; 
they seem to possess an aptitude in discovering those minds 
which are clouded over by the obscurity of their situations ; 
and it is they who so frequently project those benevolent 
institutions, where they have poured out the philanthropy of 
their hearts in that world which they appear to have for- 
saken. If Europe be literary, to whom does she owe this 
more than to these men of letters P Is it not to their noble 
passion of amassing through life those magnificent collec- 
tions, which ofben bear the names of their founders from the 
gratitude of a following age P Venice, Florence, and Copen- 
hagen, Oxford, and London, attest the existence of their 
labours. Our Bodleyb and our HABLETS,«our Cottoks and 
• our Sloajtes, our Cbachbbodes, our Towklets, and our 
Bakes, were of thi% race !• In the perpetuity of their own 

* Sir Thomas Bodley, in 1602, first brongbt the old libraries at Oxford 
into order for the benefit of students, and added thereto his own noble 
collection. That of Bobert Harley, Earl of Oxford (died 1724), was par- 
chased by the country, and is now in the British Museum ; and also are 
the other collections named above. Sir Robert Cotton died 1681; his 
collection is remarkable for its historic documents and state-papers. Sir 
Hans Sloane's collections may be said to be the foundation of Uie Brhiili 
Museum, and were purchased by GK>Tenunent for 20,000/., after his death, 
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studies they felt as if they were extending human longevity, 
by throwing an unbroken light of knowledge into the next 
age. The private acquisitions of a solitary man of letters 
during half a century have become public endowments. A 
generous enthusiasm inspired these intrepid labours, and 
their voluntary privations of what the world calls its plea- 
sures and its honours, would form an interesting history not 
yet written ; their due, yet undischarged. 

But " men of the world,'* , as they are emphatically dis- 
tinguished, imagine that a man so lifeless in " the world " 
must be one of the dead in it, and, with mistaken wit, would 
inscribe over the sepulchre of his library, "Here lies the 
body of our friend." If the man of letters have voluntarily 
quitted their " world," at least he has passed into another, 
where he enjoys a sense of existence through a long succes- 
sion of ages, and where Time, who destroys aU things for 
others, for him only preserves and discovers. This world is 
best described by one who has hngered among its inspirations. 
"We are wafted into other times and strange lands, con- 
necting us by a sad but exalting relationship with the great 
events and great minds which have passed away. Our 
studies at once cherish and control the imagination, by lead- 
ing it over an unbounded range of the noblest scenes in the 
overawing company of departed wisdom and genius."* 

Living more with books than with men, which is ofben 
' becoming better acquainted with man himself, though not 
always with men, the man of letters is more tolerant of 
opinions than opinionists are among themselves. Nor are 
his views of human affairs contracted to the day, like those 
who, in the heat and hurry of a too active life, prefer expe- 
dients to principles ; men who deem themselves poHticians 
because they are not moralists ; to whom the centuries behind 
have conveyed no results, and who cannot see how the present 
time is always full of the future. "Everything," says the 
lively Burnet, " must be brought to the nature of tinder or 
gunpowder, ready for a spark to set it on fire," before they 
discover it. The man of letters indeed is accused of a cold 
indifference to the interests which divide society ; he is rarely 
observed as the head or the " rump of a party ;" he views at 

in 1749. Of Cracherode and Townley some notice will be found on p. 2 of 
the present volnme. Sir Joseph Banks and his sister made large bequests 
to the same national establishment. — Ed. 

* ** Quarterly Review," No. xxxiii. p. 145. 
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a distance their temporary passions — ^tbose mighty beginnings, 
of which he knows the miserable terminations. 

Antiquity presents the character of a perfect man of let- 
ters in Atticfs, who retreated from a political to a literary 
life. Had his letters accompanied those of Cicero, they 
would have illustrated the ideal character of his class. But 
the sage Attiovs rejected a popular celebrity for a passicm 
not less powerful, yielding up his whole soul to study. 
CiGEBo, with all^ his devotion to literature, was at the same 
time agitated by another kind of glory, and the most perfect 
author in Eome imagined that he was enlarging his honours 
by the intrigues of the consulship. He has distinctly marked 
the character of the man of letters in the persoif of his frigid 
Atticvs, for which he has expressed his respect, although he 
could not content himself with its imitation. " I know,** 
says this man of genius and ambition, " I know the great- 
ness and ingenuousness of your soul, nor have I found any 
difference between us, but in a different choice of life ; a cer^ 
tain sort of ambition Has led me earnestly to seek after 
honours, while other motives, by no means blameable, induced 
you to adopt an honourable leisure ; hanestttm oHumy* 
These motives appear in the interesting memoirs of this mau 
of letters ; a contempt of political intrigues combined with a 
desire to escape from the splendid bustle of Rome to the 
learned leisure of Athens. He wished to dismiss a pompous 
train of slaves for the delight of assembling under his roof a 
literary society of readers and transcribers. And having ool« 
lected under that roof the portraits or busts of the illustrious 
men of his country, inspired by their spirit and influenced by 
their virtues or their genius, he inscribed under them, in 
concise verses, the characters of their mind. Valuing wealth 
only for its use, a dignified economy enabled him to be 
profuse, and a moderate expenditure allowed him to be 
generous. 

The result of this literary life was the strong affections of 
the Athenians. At the first opportunity the absence of the 
man of letters offered, they nused a statue to him, conferring 
on our PoHPOirnJB the fond surname of ATTioirs. To have 
received a name from the voice of the city th^ inhabited has 
happened to more than one man of letters. Pikelli, bom a 
Neapolitan, but residing at Venice, among other peculiar 

♦ "Ad Atticum," lib. I Bp. 17. 
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hononrs received from the eeoate, was there distuguiebed by 
the affectionate title of "the Venetian." 

Yet euch a character as AiTioirs could not escape cec 
from " men of the world." They want the heart and 
im agination to conceive something better than themse 
The happy indifference, perhapH the contempt of our Arr 
for rival factions, they have stigmatiaed as a cold neutre 
a timid puBillauimous hypocrisy. Yet Attioub could 
have been a mutual friend, had not both parties alike helc 
man of letters as a sacred being amidst their disguised a 
tion; and the urbtmity of AttijOITB, while it balanceJ 
fierceness of two heroes, Fompey and Ccesar, could even 
per the rivalry of genius in the orators Hortentius and Ci 
A great man of our own oountty widely differed from 
accusers of Atticua. Sir lt{A.TTHEW Hi.le hved in distra 
times, and took the character of our man of letters fot 
model, adopting two prineiples in the conduct of the Roi 
He eng^ed himself with no party business, and «fford< 
constant relief to the lufortimate, of whatever party. 
was thus preserved amidst the contests of the times. 

If the personal interests of the mui of letteis be not Ae 
involved in society, his individual prosperity, however, is □ 
contrary to public happineas. Other professions necessi 
exist by the conflict and the calamities of the commun 
the poUtician becomes great by hatctiing an intrigue ; 
lawyer, in counting his briefs ; the physician, his sick' 
The soldier ia damorous for wai ; the merchant riots on I 
prices. But the man of letters only calls for peace and bo 
to unite himself with bis brothers scattered over £ur< 
and his usefulnese can only be felt at those intervals, w 
after a long interchange of destruction, men, recovering t 
senses, discover that " knowledge is power." BoaKE, w' 
ample mind book in every conception of the literary charai 
has finely touched on the distinction between this orAe 
contemplative men, and the other active classes of eoci 
In add^seing Mr. Mi.i,oirE:, whose real character was tbi 
a man of letters who first showed ua the neglected stat 
our literary history, Btjkke observed — -for I shall give his 
words, always too beautiful to alter — " If you we not ci 
to exert your great talents, and employ your great acq 
tions in the transitory service of your country, which is ( 
in active life, you will continue to do it tliat permanent 
vice which it receives from the labours of those who k 
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bow to make the silence of closets more beneficial to the 
world than all the noise and bustle of courts, senates, and. 
camps/' 

A moving picture of the literary life of a man of letters 
who was no author, would have been lost to. us, had not 
Peibesc found in Gassendi a twin spirit. So intimate was 
the biographer with the. very thoughts, so closely united in 
the same pursuits, and so perpetual an observer of the 
remarkable man whom he has immortalised, that when em- 
ployed on this elaborate resemblance of his friend, he was 
only painting himself with all the identifying strokes of self- 
love.* 

It was in the vast library of Pikbllt, the founder of the 
most magnificent one in Europe, that Peibesc, then a youth, 
felt the remote hope of emulating the man of letters before 
his eyes. His life was not without preparation, nor without 
fortunate coincidences ; but there was a grandeur of design in. 
the execution which originated in the genius of the man 
himself. 

The curious genius of Peibesc was marked by its precocity, 
as usually are strong passions in strong minds ; this intense 
curiosity was the germ of all those studies which seemed 
mature in his youth. He early resolved on a personal inter* 
course with the great literary characters <^ Europe ; and his 
friend ha3 thrown over these literary travels that charm of 
detail by which we accompany Peibesc into the libraries of 
the learned ; there with the historian opening new sources of 
history, or with the <mtic correcting manuscripts, and settling 
points of erudition ; or by the opened cabinet of the antiquaanr, 
deciphering obscure inscriptions, and explaining medals. In 
the galleries of the curious in art, among their marbles, th^ 
pictures, and their prints, Peibesc has often revealed to the 
artist some secret in his own art. In the museum of the 
naturalist, or the garden of the botanist, there was no rarity 
of nature on which he had not something to communicate. 
His mind toiled with that impatience of knowledge, that be- 
comes a pain only when the mind is not on the advance. In 
England Peibesc was the associate of Camden and Selden, 
and had more than one interview with that friend to literary 

* " I suppose,*' writes Eybltiv, that most agreeable eDthunast of litem* 
ture, to a travelling friend, ** that you carry t^e life of that incomparable 
▼irtnoso always about you in your motions, not only because it is purtable, 
but for that it is written by the pen of the great Qassendns.*' 
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men, our calumniated James the First. One may judge by 
these who were the men whom Pkibesg sought, and by 
whom he himself was ever after sought. Such, indeed, were 
immortal friendships ! Immortal they may be justly called, 
firom the objects in which they concerned themselves, and 
from the permanent results of the combined studies of such 
iri^ids. 

Another peculiar greatness in this literary character was 
Pjsibesc's enlarged devotion to literature out of its purest 
love for itself alone. He made his own universal curiosity 
the source of knowledge to other men. Considering the 
studious as forming but one great family wherever they were, 
for Peibeso the national repositories of knowledge in Europe 
formed but one collection for the world. This man of letters 
had possessed himself of their contents, that he might have 
manuscripts collated, unedited pieces explored, extracts sup- 
plied, and even draughtsmen employed in remote parts of the 
world, to furnish views and plans, and to copy antiquities for 
the student, who in some .distant retirement often discovered 
that the Uterary treasures of the world were imfailingly 
opened to him by the secret devotion of this man of 
letters. 

Carrying on the same grandeur in his views, his universal 
mind busied itself in every part of the habitable globe. He 
kept up a noble trafl&c with all travellers, supplying them with 
philosophical instruments and recent inventions, by which he 
facilitated their discoveries, and secured their reception even 
in barbarous realms. In return he claimed, at his own cost, 
for he was "born rather to give than to receive,*' says 
Gassendi, fresh importations of Oriental literature, curious 
antiquities, or botanic rarities ; and it was the curiosity of 
Peibesc which first embellished his own garden, and thence 
the gardens of Europe, with a rich variety of exotic flowers 
and fruits.* Whenever presented with a medal, a vase, or a 
manuscript, he never slept over the gift till he had discovered 
what the donor delighted in ; and a book, a picture, a plant, 
when money could not be oflPered, fed their mutual j)assion, 
and sustained the general cause of science. The corre- 
spondence of Peibesc branched out to the farthest bounds of 
Ethiopia, connected both Americas, and had touched the 

♦ On this subject see "Curiosities of Literature," vol. ii. p. 151 ; and 
for some farther account of Peiresc and his labours, vol. iiL p. 409, of the 
same work. — Ed. 
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newly-discovered extremities of the universe, when this intr^id 
mind closed in a premature death. 

I have drawn this imperfect view of Peibesg's character, 
that men of letters may he reminded of the capacities ther 
possess. In the character of Peibesc, however, there still 
remains another peculiar feature. His fortune was not great ; 
and when he sometimes endured the reproach of those whose 
sordidness was startled at his prodigaUty of mind, and the 
great ohjects which were the result, Peibeso replied, that *^ a 
small matter suffices for the natural wants of a hterary man, 
whose true wealth consists in the monuments of arts, the 
treasures of his lihrary, and the hrotherly affections of the 
ingenious." Peibeso was a French judge, but he supported 
his rank more by his own character than by luxury or parade. 
He would not wear silk, and no tapestry hangings ornamented 
his apartments ; but the walls were covered with the portraits 
of his literary fHends ; and in the unadorned simplicity of his 
study, his hooks, his papers, and his letters were scattered 
about him on the tables, the seats, and the floor. There, 
stealing from the world, he would sometimes admit to hia 
spare supper his friend Gassendi, "content," says that amiable 
philosopher, " to have me for his guest." 

Peibesc, like Pinelli, never published any work* These 
men of letters derived their pleasure, and perhi^ their pride, 
from those vast strata of knowledge which their curiosity had 
heaped together in their mighty collections. They either 
were not endowed with that faculty of genius which strikes 
out agg^regate views, or were destitute of the talent of oom- 
position which emb^lishes minute ones. This deficiency in 
the minds (f£ »ich men may be attributed to a thirst of learn* 
ing, which the very means to allay can only ii^me. From 
all sides they are g^hering information ; and that knowledge 
seems never perfect to which every day brings new acqnisi* 
tions. With these men, to compose is to hesitate ; and to 
revise is to be mortified by fresh doubts and onsupplied omis- 
sions. Peibeso was employed all his life on a history of 
Provence ; but, observes Gassendi, " He could not mature the 
birth oi his literary offspring, or lick it into any shape of 
elegant form ; he was therefore content to take the midwife's 
part, by helping the happier labours of others," 

Such are the cultivators of knowledge, who are rarely 
authors, but who are often, however, contributing to the 
works of others ; and without whose secret labours uie puUic 
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wonld not have posBessed many valued ones. The delightful 
instruction which these men are conatantly offering to 
authors and to artists, Bona from their silent but nnin*o-- 
rupted cultivation of literature and the arts. 

When Robertson, after his successful "History < 
laud," was long irresolute in his designs, and still unp 
in that curious research which habitually occupies thi 
of letters, bis admirers had nearly bat his popular prod 
had not a fortunate introduction to Dr. Bibch 
him to open the clasped books, and to drink of th€ 
fountains. Bobeutsok has confessed his inadequati 
ledge, and his overflowing gratitude, in letters which 
elsewhere printed. A su^estion by a man of lett 
opened the career of many an aspirant. A hint from 
conveyed a new conception of English poetry to out 
masters. The celebrated treatise of Qbotius on " Pe 
War" was projected by Peibbbo. It was said of N 
BECHi, who knew all books, and never wrote one, thai 
diifuBive communications he was in some respect eonoe 
all the great works of his times. Sir Bobebt CottoH 
assisted Gamseh and Speed ; and that hermit of lit 
Bakbb of Cambridge, was ever supplying with his im 
researches Burnet, Eennet, Heame, and MiddtetoD 
concealed aid which men of letters afford authors, 
compared to those subterraneous streams, which, dowi 
spacious lakes, are, though unobserved, enlarging the 
which attract the pubhc eye. 

Count De Cayxus, celebrated for his collections, : 
his generous patronage of artists, has given the last ' 
to tms picture of the man of letters, with all the delici 
warmth of a self-pmnter. 

" His glory is confined to the mere power which h( 
being one day useful to letters and to the arts ; for hit 
life is employed iu collecting materials of which learn 
aad artists make no use till after the death of hii 
amassed them. It affords him a very sensible plea 
labour in hopes of being usefid to those who pursue tl 
course of studies, while there are so great a number 1 
without discharging the debt which they>incur to socii 

Such a man of letters appears to have been the lai 
WcwiiEOUBELEE. Mr. Mackenzie, returning from h 
ship's literary retirement, meeting Mr. Alison, fine 
that " he hoped he was going to Woodhouselee ; for 
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eould go there without being happier, or return from it with- 
out being better." 

Shall we then hesitate to assert, that this class of litentfy 
men forms a useful, as well as a select order in society ? We 
see that their leisure is not idleness, that their studies are not 
unfruitful for the public, and that their opinions, purified 
from passions and prejudices, are always the soundest in the 
nation. • They are counsellors whom statesmen may consult ; 
fathers of genius to whom authors and artists may look for 
aid, and friends of all nations ; for we ourselves have witnessed, 
during a war of thirty years, that the mek of lettbbs in 
Englimd were still united with their brothers in France. The 
abode of Sir Joseph Banks was ever open to every literary 
and scientific foreigner ; while a wish expressed or a communi- 
cation written by this mak of lettebs, was even respected 
by a political power which, acknowledging no other righte, 
paid a voluntary tribute to the claims of science and the pri- 
vileges of literatiure. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Literary old age still learning. — Influence of late stndiet in life. — Oeoopa- 
tions in advanced age of the literary character.— Of literary men iHio 
have died at their studies. 

The old age of the literary character retains its enjoyments, 
and usually its powers — a happiness which accompanies no 
other. The old age of coquetry witnesses its own extinct 
beauty ; that of the '' used *' idler is left without a sensation ; 
that of the grasping Croesus exists only to envy his heir ; and 
that of the Machiavel who has no longer a voice in the 
cabinet, is but an unhappy spirit lingering to find its grave : 
but for the a^ed man of letters memory returns to her stores, 
and imagination is still on the wing amidst fresh discoveries 
and new designs. The others fall like dry leaves, but he drops 
like ripe fruit, and is valued when no longer on the tree. 

The constitutional melancholy of JoHirsoir ofben tinged 
his views of human life. When he asserted that '^ no man 
adds much to his stock of knowledge, or improves much after 
forty," his theory was overturned bv his own experience ; far 
his most interesting works were the productions of a venr 
late period of life, formed out of the fresh knowledge with 
which he had then furnished himself. 
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The intellectual faculties, the latest to decline, are ofben 
vigorous in the decrepitude of age. The curious mind is still 
striking out into new pursuits, and the mind of genius is 
still creating. Ancora impabo ! — " Even yet I am learn- 
ing !" was the concise inscription on an ingenious device of 
an old man placed in a child's go-cart, with an hour-glass 
upon it, which, it is said, Michael Angelo applied to his own 
vast genius in his ninetieth year. Painters have improved 
even to extreme old age : West's last works were his best, 
and Titian was greatest on the verge of his century. Pous- 
sin was delighted with the discovery of this circumstance in 
the lives of painters. "As I grow older, I feel the desire of 
surpassing myself." And it was in the last years of his life, 
that with the finest poetical invention, he painted the alle- 
gorical pictures of the Seasons. A man of letters in his six- 
tieth year once told me, " It is but of late years that I have 
learnt the right use of books and the art of reading." 

Time, the great destroyer of other men's happiness, only 
enlarges the patrimony of literature to its possessor. A 
learned and highly intellectual friend once said to me, " If I 
have acquired more knowledge these last four years than I 
had hitherto, I shall add materially to my stores in the next 
four years ; and so at every subsequent period of my life, 
should I acquire only in the same proportion, the general 
mass of my knowledge will greatly accumulate. If we are 
not deprived by nature or misfortune of the means to pursue 
this perpetual augmentation of knowledge, I do not see but 
we may be still fully occupied and deeply interested even to 
the last day of our earthly term." Such is the delightful 
thought of Owen Feltham ; " If I die to-morrow, my life 
will be somewhat the sweeter to-day for knowledge." The 
perfectibility of the human mind, the animating theory of 
the eloquent De Stael, consists in the mass of our ideas, to 
which every age will now add, by means unknown to pre- 
ceding generations. Imagination was born at once perfect, 
and her arts find a term to their progress ; but there is no 
boundary to knowledge nor the discovery of thought. 

How beautiful in the old age of the literary character was 
the plan which a friend of mine pursued ! His mind, like a 
mirror whose quicksilver had not decayed, reflected all objects 
to the last. Full of learned studies and versatile curiosity, 
he annually projected a summer-tour on the Continent to 
some remarkable spot. The local associations were an im- 
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failing source of agreeable impressions to a mind so well pre- 
pared, and he presented his Mends with a *' Voyage jLitt^ 
raire," as a new-year's gift. In such pursuits, where life is 
*' rather wearing out than rusting out/' as Bishop Comber- 
land expressed it, scarcely shall we feel those continued 
menaces of death which shake the old age of men of no in- 
tellectual pursuits, who are dying so many years. 

Active enjoyments in the decline of life, then, constitute 
the happiness of literary men. The study of the arts and 
literature spreads a sunshine over the winter of their days. 
In the solitude and the night of human life, they disoorer 
that imregarded kindness of nature, which has given flowers 
that only open in the evening, and only bloom through the 
night-seasoii. Negeeb perceived the*influence of late studies 
in life ; for he tells us, that '^ the era of threescore and ten is 
an agreeable age for writing; your mind has not lost its 
vigour, and envy leaves you in peace." 

The opening of one of La Mothe le Yayeb's Treatises 
is striking : *' I should but ill return the favours God bas 
granted me in the eightieth year of my age, should I allow 
myself to g^ve way to that shameless want of ocoupa^n 
which all my life I have condemned ;" and the old man psx>- 
ceeds with his *' Observations on the Composition and Bead- 
ing of Books." '^ If man be a bubble of air, it is then time 
that I should hasten my task ; for my eightieth year admo- 
nishes me to get my baggage together ere I leave the world," 
wrote Yabbo, in opening his curious treatise de Be Buatica^ 
which the sage lived to finish, and which, afber nearly two 
thousand years, the world possesses. '' My works are many, 
and I am old ; yet I still can ^tigue and tire myself wiib 
writing more," says Pbtbabch in his ''^Epistle to Pos- 
terity." The literary character has been fully occupied .ia 
the eightieth and the ninetieth year of life. Isaac Waltojt 
still glowed while writing some of the most interesting bio* 
graphics in his eighty-fifbh year, and in the ninetieth ennched 
the poetical world with the first publication of a romsntie 
tale by Chalkhill, *Hhe friend of Spenser." BonicXBy 
beyond eighty, was occupied on Homer, and Wdelaitd on 
Cicero's Letters.* 

But the delight of opening a new pursuit, or a new course 
of reading, imparts the vivacity and novelty of youth even \o 

* S«e " Curiosities of latomture," on " The progress of old •«• in 
studies.'' 
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old age. The revolutions of modem chemistry kindled the 
curiosity of Dr. Eeid to his latest days, and he studied by 
▼arious means to prevent the decay of his faculties, and to 
remedy the deficiencies of one failing sense by the increased 
activity of another. A late popular author, when advanced 
..j in \ife, discovered, in a class of reading to which he had never 
been accustomed, a profuse supply of fresh furniture for his 
mind. This felicity was the delightfulness of the old age of 
GosTHE — ^literature, art, and science, formed his daily in- 
quiries ; and this venerable genius, prompt to receive each 
novel impression, was a companion for the youthful, and a 
communicator of knowledge even for the most curious. 

!Even the steps of time are retraced, and we resume the 
possessions we seemed to have lost ; for in advanced life a 
return to our early studies refreshes and renovates the 
spirits : we open the poets who made us enthusiasts, and the 
philosophers who taught us to think, with a new source of 
feeling acquired by our own experience. Adam Smith con- 
fessed his satisfaction at this pleasure to Professor Dugald 
Stewart, while " he was reperusing, with the enthusiasm of 
a student, the tragic poets of ancient Greece, and Sophocles 
and Euripides lay open on his table." 

Dans ses yeines toujours un jenne sang bouillone, 
Et Sophocle ^ cent ans peint encore Antigone. 

The calm philosophic Hume found that death only could 
interrupt the keen pleasure he was again receiving from 
Lucian, inspiring at the moment a humorous self-dialogue 
with Charon. "Happily," said this philosopher, "on re- 
tiring from the world I foimd my taste for reading return, 
even with greater avidity." We find Gibbon, after the close 
of his History, returning with an appetite as keen to " a full 
repast on Homer and Aristophanes, and involving himself in 
the philosophic maze of the writings of Plato." Lord 
WooDHOiTSELEE fouud the recomposition of his " Lectures 
on History" so fascinating in the last period of his life, that 
Mr. Alison informs us, " it rewarded him with that peculiar 
delight, which has been often observed in the later years of 
Uterary men ; the delight of returning again to the studies of 
their youth, and of feeling under the snows of age the 
cheerful memories of their spring."* 

* There is an interesting chapter on Favourite Authors in ** Curiosities of 
Literature," vol. ii., to which the reader may be referred for other 
examples. — Ed. 
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Not without a sense of exultation has the literary cha- 
racter felt this peculiar happiness, in the unbroken chain of 
hvs habits and his feelings. Hobbes exulted that he had 
outHved his enemies, and was still the same Hobbes ; and to 
demonstrate the reality of this existence, published, in the 
eighty-seventh year of his age, his version of the Odyssey, 
and the following year his Uiad. Of the happy resolts of 
literary habits in advanced life, the Count De i?BES8AK, tiie 
elegant abridger of the old French romances, in his " Literary 
Advice to his Children" has drawn a most pleasing picture. 
With a taste for study, which he found rather inconvenient 
in the moveable existence of a man of the world, and a nuli^ 
tary wanderer, he had, however, contrived to reserve an hour 
or two every day for literary pursuits. The men of seienee, 
with whom he had chiefly associated, appear to have turned 
his passion to observation and knowledge rather than towards 
imagination and feeling ; the combination formed a wreath for 
his grey hairs. When Count De Tressan retired from a bril- 
liant to an affectionate circle, amidst his family, he pursued 
his literary tastes with the vivacity of a young audior in* 
spired by the illusion of fame. At the age of seventy-fire, 
with the imagination of a poet, he abridged, he trandated, 
he recomposed his old Chivalric Romances, and his ream- 
mated fancy struck fire in the veins of the old man. Amoag 
the first designs of his retirement was a singular philoeo- 
phical legacy for his children. It was a view of the hisUny 
and progress of the human mind — of its principles, its enron, 
and its advantages, as these were reflected in himself; in tiie 
dawnings of his taste, and the secret inclinations of bis 
mind, which the men of genius of the age with whom he 
associated had developed. Expatiating on their memory, he 
calls on his children to witness the happiness of study, ao 
evident in those pleasures which were soothing and adorning 
his old age. " Without knowledge, without literature," ex- 
claims the venerable enthusiast, '* in whatever rank we are 
bom, we can only resemble the vulgar." To the cadtenaiy 
FoKTsmsLLE the Count De Tbxssak was chiefly indebted 
for the happy life he derived from the cultivation of litera- 
ture ; and when this man of a hundred years died, Trsssjjt, 
himself on the borders of the grave, would offer the last 
fruits of his mind in an ^loge to his ancient master. It was 
the voice of the dying to the dead, a last moment of the love 
and sensibility of genius, which feeble life could not extinguish. 
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The genius of Cioebo, inspired by the love of literature, 
has thrown something delightful over this latest season of 
Hfe, in his de Senectute. To have written on old age, in old 
age, is to have obtained a triumph over Time.* 

When the literary character shall discover himself to be 
like a stranger in a new world, when all that he loved has 
not life, and all that lives has no love for old age : when his 
ear has ceased to listen, and nature has locked up the man 
within himself, he may still expire amidst his busied 
thoi:^hts. Such aged votaries, like the old bees, have been 
found dying in their honeycombs. Let them preserve but 
the flame aJive on the altar, and at the last moments they 
may be found in the act of sacrifice ! The venerable Beds, 
the instructor of his generation, and the historian for so 
many successive ones, expired in the act of dictating. Such 
was the fate of Peteabch, who, not long before his death, 
had written to a friend, " I read, I write, I think ; such is 
my life, and my pleasures as they were in my youth." 
Petrarch was found lying on a folio in his library, from which 
volume he had been busied making extracts for the biography 
of his countrymen. His domestics having often observed him 
studying in that reclining posture for days together, it was 
long before they discovered that the poet was no more. The 
fate of Leibkitz was similar : he was found dead with the 
"Argenis" of Barclay in his hand; he had been studying 
the style of that political romance as a model for his intended 
history of the House of Brunswick. The literary death of 
Babthelemt affords a remarkable proof of the force of unin- 
terrupted habits of study. He had been slightly looking 
over the newspaper, when suddenly he called for a Horace, 
opened the volume, and found the passage, on which he 
paused for a moment ; and then, too feeble to speak, made a 
sign to bring him Dacier's ; but his hands were already cold, 
the Horace fell — and the classical and dying man of letters 
sunk into a fainting fit, from which he never recovered. 
Such, too, was the fate — perhaps now told for the first time 
— of the great Lord CjLABEifDON. It was in the midst of 
composition that liis pen suddenly dropped from his hand on 
the paper, he took it up again, and again it dropped : de- 
prived of the sense of touch — his hand without motion — the 

* ''Spnrixma, or Ihe Comforts of Old Age," by the late Sir Thomas 
36marcL was written a year or two before he died. 

b2 
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earl perceived himself struck by palsy — ^and the life of the 
noble exile closed amidst the warmth of a literary work mir 
finished ! 



CHAPTER XXni. 

ITniTersality of genius. — ^Limited notion of genius entertained by ^ 
ancients. — Opposite faculties act with diminished force. — ^Men of genius 
excel only in a single art. 

The ancients addicted themselves to one species of compo* 
sition ; the tragic poet appears not to have entered into Hm 
province of comedy, nor, as far as we know, were their hi»* 
torians writers of verse. Their artists worked on the wune 
principle ; and from Pliny's account of the ancient sculptcNCi^ 
we may infer that with them the true glory of genius con- 
sisted in carrying to perfection a single species of their art. 
They did not exercise themselves indifferently on all subjects, 
but cultivated the favourite ones which they had chosen from 
the impulse of their own imagination. The hand which could 
copy nature in a human form, with the characteristics of the 
age and the sex, and the occupations of life, refrained from 
attempting the colossal and ideal majesty of a divinity ; and 
when one of these sculptors, whose skill was pre-eminent in 
casting animals, had exquisitely wrought the glowing couraerft 
for a triumphal car, he requested the aid of Praxiteles to place 
the driver in the chariot, that his work might not be dis- 
graced by a human form of inferior beauty to his animak. 
Alluding to the devotion of an ancient sculptor to his 1^ 
hours, Madame de Stael has finely said, '' The history of his 
life was the history of his statue.'* 

Such was the limited conception which the ancients formed 
of genius. They confined it to particular objects or depart- 
ments in art. But there is a tendency among men of genius 
to ascribe a universality of power to a master-intellect. Drr- 
den imagined that Yirgil could have written satire equally 
with Juvenal, and some have hardily defined genius as ^' a 
power to accomplish all that we undertake." But literary 
history will detect this fallacy, and the failures of so many 
eminent men are instructions from Nature which must jiot 
be lost on us. 

No man of genius put forth more expahsive promises of 
tmiversal power than Lbibititz. Science, imagmatioii, his- 
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tory, criticism, fertilised the richest of human soils; yet 
Leibkitz, with immense powers and perpetual knowledge, 
dissipated them in the multiplicity of his pursuits. " The 
first of philosophers," the late Professor Playfair observed, 
'' has left nothing in the immense tract of his intellect which 
can be distinguished as a monument of his genius." As a 
universalist, Yoltaibe remains unparalleled in ancient or in 
modem times. This voluminous idol of our neighbours stands 
without a rival in literature ; but an exception, even if this 
were one, cannot overturn a fundamental principle, for we 
draw our conclusions not from the fortune of one man of 
genius, but from the fate of many. The real claims of this 
great writer to invention and originality are as moderate as 
his size and his variety are astonishing. The wonder of his 
ninety volumes is, that he singly consists of a number of men 
of the second order, making up one great man ; for unques- 
tionably some cotild rival Voltaire in any single province, but 
no one but himself has possessed them aD. Voltaire dis- 
covered a new art, that of creating a supplement to the 
genius which had preceded him; and without Comeille, 
Eacine, and Ariosto, it would be difficult to conjecture what 
sort of a poet Voltaire could have been. He was master, 
too, of a secret in composition, which consisted in a new style 
and manner. His style promotes, but never interrupts think- 
ing, while it renders all subjects familiar to our comprehen- 
sion : his manner consists in placing objects well known in 
new combinations; he ploughed up the fallow lands, and 
renovated the worn-out exhausted soils. Swift defined a 
good style, as " proper words in proper places." Voltaire's 
impulse was of a higher flight, " proper thoughts on proper 
subjects." Swift's idea was that of a grammarian. Vol- 
taire's feeling was that of a philosopher. We are only con- 
sidering this universal writer in his literary character, which 
has fewer claims to the character of an inventor than several 
who never attained to his celebrity. 

Are the original powers of genius, then, limited to a single 
art, and even to departments in that art ? May not men of 
genius plume themselves with the vainglory of universality ? 
Let us dare to call this a vainglory ; for he who stands the 
first in his class, does not really add to the distinctive cha- 
racter of his genius, by a versatility which, however appa* 
rently successful, is always subordinate to the great character 
on which his fame rests. It is only that character which 
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bears the raciness of the soil ; it is only that impulse whose 
solitary force stamps the authentic work of genius. To exe- 
cute equally well on a variety of subjects may raise a bus- 
picion of the nature of the executive power. Should it be 
mimetic, the ingenious writer may remain absolutely desti- 
tute of every claim to genius. Dir Clos has been refused 
the honours of genius by the French critics, because he wrote 
» equally well on a variety of subjects. 

I know that this principle is contested by some of great 
name, who have themselves evinced a wonderful variety of 
powers. This penurious principle flatters not that egotism 
which great writers share in common with the heroes wko 
have aimed at universal empire. Besides, this universality 
may answer many temporary purposes. These writers may, 
however, observe that their contemporaries are continoallj 
disputing on the merits of their versatile productions, and the 
most contrary opinions are even formed by their admirers ; 
but their great individual character standing by itself, and 
resembling no other, is a positive excellence. It is time only, 
who is influenced by no name, and will never, Hke contempo- 
raries, mistake the true work of genius. 

And if it be true that the primary qualities of the mind are 
so different in men of genius as to render them more apt for 
one class than for another, it would seem that whenever a 
pre-eminent faculty had shaped the mind, a faculty of the 
most contrary nature must act with a diminished force, and 
the other often with an exclusive one. An impassioned and 
pathetic genius has never become equally eminent as a comie 
genius. Kichabdson and Fieldino could not have written 
each other's works. Could Bvtleb, who excelled in wit axid 
satire, like Miltok have excelled in sentiment and imagina- 
tion ? Some eminent men have shown remarkable failures in 
their attempts to cultivate opposite departments in their own 
pursuits. The tragedies and the comedies of PBYDSif equally 
prove that he was not blest with a dramatic genius. Cibbxb, 
a spirited comic writer, was noted for the most d^^rading 
failures in tragedy; while Bowe, successful in. the softer 
tones of the tragic muse, proved as luckless a candidate for 
the smiles of the comic as the pathetic Otwat. La Fos- 
TAIKE, unrivalled humorist as a fabulist, found his opecm 
hissed, and his romance utterly tedious. The true genius of 
Stbene was of a descriptive and pathetic cast, and his homour 
and ribaldry were a perpetual violation of his natural bent. 
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AitFlBBi's great tragic powers could not strike out into 
comedy or wit. Soabbon declared he intended to write a 
tragedy. The experiment was not made ; but with his strong 
cast of mind and habitual associations, we probably have lost 
a new sort of " Koman comique.'* Ciceeo failed in poetry, 
Abdison in oratory, Voltaire in comedy, and JoHNSoir in 
tragedy. The Anacreontic poet remains only Anacreontic in 
his epic. With the fine arts the same occurrence has hap- 
pened. It has been observed in painting, that the school 
eminent for design was deficient in colouring; while those 
who with Titian's warmth could make the blood circulate in 
the flesh, could never rival the expression and anatomy of 
even the middling artists of the Koman school. 

£ven among those rare and gifbed minds which have startled 
us by the versatility of their powers, whence do they derive 
the high charact-er of their genius ? Their durable claims are 
substantiated by what is inherent in themselves — what is 
individual — and not by that flexibility which may include so 
much which others can equal. We rate them by their posi- 
tive originality, not by their variety of powers. When we 
think of YoFNG, it is only of his " Night Thoughts," not of 
his tragedies, nor his poems, nor even of his satires, which 
others have rivalled or excelled. Of Akekside, the solitary 
work of genius is his great poem ; his nimierous odes are not 
of a higher order than those of other ode-writers. Had Pope 
only composed odes and tragedies, the great philosophical 
poet, master of human life and of perfect verse, had not left 
an undying name. Teniebs, unrivalled in the walk of his 
genius, degraded history by the meanness of his conceptions. 
Such instances abound, and demonstrate an important truth 
in the history of genius that we cannot, however we may 
incline, enlarge the natural extent of our genius, any more 
than we can " add a cubit to our stature." We may force it 
into variations, but in multiplying mediocrity, or in doing 
what others can do, we add nothing to genius. 

So true is it that men of genius appear only to excel in 
a single art, or even in a single department of art, that it is 
usual with men of taste to resort to a particular artist for a 
particular object. Would you ornament your house by inte- 
rior decorations, to whom would you apply if you sought the 
perfection of art, but to different artists, of very distinct cha- 
racters in their invention and their execution ? For your 
arabesques you would call in the artist whose delicacy of 
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tonch and playfulness of ideas are not to be expected from 
the grandeur of the historical painter, or the sweetness of 
the Faysagiste. Is it not evident that men of genius eseel 
only in one department of their art, and that whatever th^ 
do with the utmost original perfection, cannot be equal] j 
done by another man of genius? He whose undeviating^ 
genius guards itself in its own true sphere, has the greatest 
chance of encountering no rival. He is a Dante, a Milton, 
a Michael Angelo, a Raphael : his hand will not labour on 
what the Itahans csXijxisticcios; and he remains not nnimi- 
tated but inimitable. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Literatare an avenue to glory. — An intellectual nobility not chimerioaly 
bat created by public opinion. — Literary honours of Tarious nationa» — 
Local associations with the memory of Uie man of genius. 

LiTEBATUBB is an avenue to glory, ever open for those 
ingenious men who are deprived of honours or of wealtlu 
Like that illustrious Roman who owed nothing to his anees* 
tors, videtur ex se natus, these seem self-bom; and in the 
baptism of fame, they have given themselves their nasoa. 
Bruyere has finely said of men of genius, '' These men have 
neither ancestors nor posterity; they alone compose their 
whole race." 

But Aeekside, we have seen, blushed when his lamenesii 
reminded him of the fall of one of his father's cleavers ; Pbiob» 
the son of a vintner, could not endure to be reminded, thoi^ 
by his favourite Horace, that 'Hhe cask retains its fiiavonr;" 
like YoiTUBE, another descendant of a marchand de tin, wboae 
heart sickened over that which exhilarates all other heartai 
whenever his opinion of its quality was maliciously consulted. 
All these instances too evidently prove that genius is sabjeoi 
to the most vulgar infirmities. 

But some have thought more courageously. The amiabfe 
EoLLiK was the son of a cutler, but the historian of natkms 
never felt his di^^nitv compromised by his birth. Even lato 
in life, he ingemously alluded to his first ocoupationy for we 
find an epigram of his in sending a knife for a new-year's gifty 
''informing his fnend, that should this present appear t* 
come rather from Vulcan than from Minerva, it should oei 
surprise, for/' adds the epigrammatist, "it was fsom the 
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osvem of the Cyclops I began to direct my footsteps towards 
Pamaasus." The great political n^otiator, Cardinal D'Ossat, 
was elevated by his genius from an orphan state of indigence, 
and was alike destitute of ancestry, of titles, even of parents. 
On tjie day of his creation, when others of noble extraction 
aasumed new titles from the seignorial names of their ancient 
houses, he was at a loss to fix on one. Having asked the 
Pope whether he should choose that of his bishopric, his holi- 
ness requested him to preserve his plain family name, which 
he had rendered famous by his own genius. The sons of a 
sword-maker, a potter, and a tax-gatherer, were the greatest 
of the orators, the most majestic of the poets, and the most 
graceful of the satirists of antiquity ; Demosthenes, Virgil, and 
Horace. The eloquent Massillon, the brilliant Flechier, 
Rousseau, and Diderot ; Johnson, Goldsmith, and Franklin, 
arose amidst the most humble avocations. 

Vespasian raised a statue to the historian Josbphtjs, though 
a Jew ; and the Athenians one to iEsop, though a slave. 
Even among great military republics the road to public 
honour was open, not alone to heroes and patricians, but to 
that solitary genius which derives from itself all which it 
^ves to the public, and nothing from its birth or the public 
situation it occupies. 

It is the prerogative of genius to elevate obscure men to 
the higher class of society. If the influence of wealth in the 
present day has created a new aristocracy of its own, where 
they already begin to be jealous of their ranks, we may assert 
that genius creates a sort of intellectual nobility, which is 
now conferred by public feeling ; as heretofore the surnames 
of "the African,'* and of " Coriolanus," won by valour, asso- 
ciated with the names of the conqueror of Africa and the 
vanquisher of Corioli. Were men of genius, as such, to have 
armorial bearings, they might consist, not of imaginary things, 
of griffins and chimeras, but of deeds performed and of public 
works in existence. When Doiimi raised the great astrono- 
mical clock at the University of Padua, which was long the 
admii^tion of Europe, it gave a name and nobility to its 
maker and all his descendants. There still lives a Marquis 
Dondi dal' Horologio. Sir Hugh Middleton, in memory 
of' his vast enterprise, changed his former arms to bear three 
piles, to perpetuate the interesting circumstance, that by these 
iuBtruments he had strengthened the works he had invented, 
when his genius poured forth the waters through our metro- 
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poli3, thereby distinguishing it from all others in the world. 
Should not EvELTKhave inserted an oak-tree in his bearings? 
for his " Sylva" occasioned the plantation of." many millions 
of timber-trees,'* and the present navy of Great Britain has 
been constructed with the oaks which the genius of Evelyn 
planted. There was an eminent Italian musician, who had a 
piece of music inscribed on his tomb ; and I have heard of a 
Dutch mathematician, who had a calculation for his epitaph. 

We who were reproached for a coldness in our national 
character, have caught the inspiration and enthusiasm for the 
works and the celebrity of genius ; the symptoms indeed were 
long dubious. Beykolds wished to have one of his awn 
pictures, " Contemplation in the figure of an Angel," carried 
at his funeral ; a custom not unusual with foreign painters ; 
but it was not deemed prudent to comply with this last wish 
of the great artist, from the fears entertained as to the man- 
ner in which a London populace might have received such a 
novelty. This shows that the profound feeling of art is still 
confined within a circle among us, of which hereafter the cir- 
cumference perpetually enlarging, may embrace even the 
whole people. If the public have borrowed the names of 
some lords to dignify a " Sandwich *' and a " Spencer," we 
may be allowed to raise into titles of literary nobility those 
distinctions which the public voice has attached to some 
authors; JSsehylm Potter, Athenian Stuart, and Anacre<m 
Moore. Butleb, in his own day, was more generally known 
by the single and singular name of Hudibras, than by his 
own. 

This intellectual nobility is not chimerical. Such titles 
must be found indeed, in the years which are to come ; yet 
the prelude of their fame distinguishes these men from the 
crowd. Whenever the rightful possessor appears, will not the 
eyes of all spectators be fixed on him ? I allude to soenes 
which I have witnessed. Will not even literary honoun 
superadd a nobility to nobility ; and make a name instantij 
recognised which might otherwise be hidden under its rank, 
and remain unknown by its title? Our illustrious list of 
literary noblemen is far more glorious than the satirieal 
*^ Catalogue of Noble Authors," drawn up by a polished and 
heartless cynic, who has pointed his brilliant shafts at all who 
were chividrous in spirit, or related to the family of gemm. 
One may presume on the existence of this inteUeetnal 
nobility, from the extraordinary circumstance that the grett 
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have actually felt a jealousy of the literary rank. But no 
rivalry can exist in the solitary honour conferred on an author. 
It is not an honour derived from birth nor creation, but from 
FUBUC opnaoN, and inseparable from his name, as an essen^ 
tial quality ; for the diamond will sparkle and the rose will be 
fragrant, otherwise it is no diamond or rose. The great may 
well condescend to be humble to genius, since genius pays its 
homage in becoming proud of that humility. Cardinal 
Kichelieu was mortified at the celebrity of the unbending 
CoBNEiLLE ; SO wcro Several noblemen at Pope's indifference 
to their rank ; and Magliabechi, the book prodigy of his 
age, whom every literary stranger visited at Florence, assured 
Lord Raley that the Duke of Tuscany had become jealous of 
the attention he was receiving from foreigners, as they usually 
went to visit Magliabechi before the Grand Duke. 

A confession by Mostesqitieu states, with open candour, 
a fact in his life which confirms this jealousy of the great 
with the literary character. " On my entering into life I was 
spoken of as a man of talents, and people of condition gave 
me a favourable reception; but when the success of my 
Persian Letters proved perhaps that I was not imworthy of 
my reputation, and the public began to esteem me, my recep^ 
tion with the great was discouraging, and 1 experienced in- 
numerable mortifications,^^ Montesquieu subjoins a refiectioa 
sufficiently humiliating for the mere nobleman : " The great, 
inwardly wounded with the glory of a celebrated name, seek 
to humble it. In general he only can patiently endure the 
fame of others, who deserves fame himself." This sort of 
jealousy unquestionably prevailed in the late Lord Obfobd, a 
wit,' a man of the world, and a man of rank ; but while he 
considered literature as a mere amusement, he was mortified 
at not obtaining literary celebrity; he felt his authorial 
always beneath his personal character. It fell to my lot to 
develope his real feelings respecting himself and the literary 
men of his age.* 

* *' Calamities of Authors." I printed, in 1812, extracts from Walpole's 
eorrespondence with Cole. Some have considered that there was a severity 
of delineation in my character of Horace Walpole. I was the^af, in my 
impartial view of his literary character, to proclaim to the world what it 
has now folly sanctioned, that *' His most pleasing, if not his great talent, 
lay in letter-writing; here he was without a rival. His correspondence 
abounded with literature, criticism, and wit of the most original and 
brilliant composition.'* This was published several years before the recent 
collection of his letters. 
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Who was the dignified character, Lord Chesterfield or 
Samuel Johnson, when the great author, proud of his protracted 
and vast labour, rejected his lordship's tardy and trivial pa- 
tronage ?* " I value myself," says Swifb, " upon making the 
minis&y desire to be acquainted with Pabi^ll, and not 
Pamell with the ministry." Pibon would not suffer the 
literary character to be lowered in his presence. Entering 
the apartment of a nobleman, who was conducting another 
peer to the stairs-head, the latter stopped to make way for 
Piron : " Pass on, my lord," said the noble master ; " pass, he 
is only a poet." Pibon replied, "Since our qualities art 
declared, I shall take my rank," and placed himself befoti^ 
the lord. Nor is this pride, the true source of elevated cha^ 
racter, refused to the great artist as well as the g^eat author: 
Michael Akgelo, invited by Julius II. to the court of 
Bome, found that intrigue had indisposed his holiness 
towards him, and more than once the great artist was suffered 
to linger in attendance in the antechamber. One day the 
indignant man of genius exclaimed, " Tell his holiness, if he 
wants me, he must look for me elsewhere." He flew back 
to his beloved Florence, to proceed with that celebrated 
cartoon which afberwards became a favourite study with aH 
artists. Thrice the Pope wrote for his return, and at length 
menaced the little State of Tuscany with war, if Michad 
Angelo prolonged his absence. He returned. The subHme 
artist knelt at the foot of the Father of the Church, turning 
aside his troubled countenance in silence. An intermeddling 
bishop offered himself as a mediator, apologising for our artist 
by observing, "Of this proud humour are these painters 
made !" Julius turned to this pitiable mediator, and, as Yasaii 
tells, used a switch on this occasion, observing, " Tou spealr 
injuriously of him, while I am silent. It is you who are 

* Johnson had originally snlnnitted the plan of his '' Dioiionaiy " to 
Lord Chesterfield, bat reoeiTed no mark of interest or sympathy daring In 
weary progress; when the moment of publication approached, his lordabip^ 
perhaps in the hope of earning a dedication, published in TKe Worid 
two letters commending Johnson and bis labours. It was this notice that 
produced Johnson's celebrated letter, in which heaska, — " Is not a patron, 
my lord, one who looks witii unconcern on a man struggling for life in the 
water, and when he has rMched ground encumbers him with help t TiM 
notice you have been pleased to take of my labours, had it been early had 
been kind, but it has been delayed till I am indifferent and cannot ea^ 
it ; till I am solitary, and canm>t impart it; till I am known, and do nA 
want it." — En. 
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ignorant." Baising Michael Angelo, Julius II. ^embraced 
tibe man of genius. 

" I can make lords of you every day, but I cannot create a 
Titian," said the Emperor Charles V. to his courtiers, who 
had become jealous of the hours and the half-hours which the 
mcmarch stole from them that he might converse with the 
man of genius at his work. There is an elevated intercourse 
between power and genius ; and if they are deficient in reci- 
procal esteem, neither are great. The intellectual nobility 
seems to have been asserted by De Harlay, a great French 
statesman; for when the Academy was once not received 
with royal honours, he complained to the French monarch, 
observing, that when "a man of letters was presented to 
Francis I. for the first time, the king always advanced three 
steps from the throne to receive him." It is something 
more than an ingenious thought, when Fontenelle, in his 
eloge on Leibnitz, alluding to the death of Queen Anne, 
adds of her successor, that " The Elector of Hanover imited 
under his dominion an electorate, the three kingdoms of Great 
Britain, and Leibnitz and Newton."* 

If ever the voice of individuals can recompense a life of 
literary labour, it is in speaking a foreign accent. This sounds 
like the distant plaudit of posterity. The distance of space 
between the literary character and the inquirer, in some 
respects represents the distance of time which separates the 
author from the next age. Fontenelle was never more gra- 
tified than when a Swede, arriving at the gates of Paris, in- 
quired of the custom-house officers where Fontenelle resided, 
and expressed his indignation that not one of them had ever 
heard of his name. Hobbes expresses his proud delight that 
his portrait was sought after by foreigners, and that the 
Great Duke of Tuscany made the philosopher the object of 
his first inquiries. Camden was not insensible to the visits of 
German noblemen, who were desirous of seeing the British 
Pliny ; and PococK, while he received no aid from patronage 
at home for his Oriental studies, never relaxed in those unre- 

* Tills greatness of intellect that glorifies a court, however small, is 
well instanced in that at Weimar, where the Dake Frederic surrounded 
himself with the first men in Germany. It was the chosen residence and 
burial-place of Herder ; the birth-place of Eotzebue. Here also Wieland 
resided for many years ; and in the vaults of the ducal chapel the ashes 
of Schiller repose by those of Goethe, who for more than half a century 
assisted in the councils, and adorned the court of Weimar. — En. 
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quited labours, animated by the learned foreigners, who hastened 
to see and converse with this prodigy of Eastern learning. 

Yes ! to the very presence of the man of genius will the 
world spontaneously pay their tribute of respect, of adnrira- 
tion, or of love. Many a pilgrimage has he lived to receive, 
and many a crowd has followed his footsteps ! There are 
days in the life of genius which repay its sufferings. Dehos- 
THEKES confessed he was pleased when even a fishwoman of 
Athens pointed him out. Couneille had his particular seat 
in the theatre, and the audience would rise to salute him when 
he entered. At the presence of EAYyAL in the House of Com- 
mons, the Speaker was requested to suspend the debate till 
that iUustrious foreigner, who had written on the Englkdi 
parliament, was accommodated with a seat. Spinosa, when he 
gained an humble livelihood by grinding optical glasses, at an 
obscure village in Holland, was visited by the first general in 
Europe, who, for the sake of this philosophical conference, 
suspended the march of the army. 

In all ages and in all countries has this feeling been created. 
It is neither a temporary ebullition nor an individual honour. 
It comes out of the heart of man. It is the passion of great 
souls. In Spain, whatever was most beautiful in, its kind was 
described by the name of the great Spanish bard :* eveiything 
excellent was called a Lope. Italy would furnish a volume 
of the public honours deo'eed to literary men ; nor is that 
spirit extinct, though the national character has fallen by 
the chance of fortune. Metastasio and Tisaboschi reoeived 
what had been accorded to Petbaboh and to Poeoio. Ckr* 
many, patriotic to its literary characters, is the land of tiie 
enthusiasm of genius. On the borders of the Linnet, in the 
public walk of Zurich, the monument of Gsbveb, erected 
by the votes of his fellow-citizens attests their sensibility ; 
and a solemn funeral honoured the remains of KLOP8TO0K,led 
by the senate of Hambui^h, with fifby thousand votuiefl, 
so penetrated by one universal sentiment, that this multitude 
preserved a mournful silence, and the interference of the polioe 
ceased to be necessary through the citv at the solemn burial 
of the man of genius. Has even Holland proved insensible? 
The statue of Ebasmits, in Rotterdam, still animates her 
young students, and offers a noble example to her neighboars 
of the influence even of the sight of the statue of a man of 

* LGpedeVega. 
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geiiinB. Travellers never fail to mention Eeabmdb when 
Basle occupies their recollections ; no that, m Bayle observes, 
" He has rendered the place of his death as celebrated as that 
of his birth." In France, since Francis I. created geniiiN. uiii 
Louis XIV. protected it, the impulse has been commm 
to the French people. There the statues of their illu 
men spread inspiration on the spots whioh hving they 
have haunted : — in their theatres, the great dramatists; i 
Institute their illuatrions authors ; in their public edifice 
genial men of genius.* This is worthy of the eountfj 
privil^ed the femily of La FosTAurB to he for ever t 
from taxes, and decreed that " the productions of thi 
were not seizable," when the creditors of CsESULOif 
have attached the produce of his tragedies. 

These distinctive honours accorded to genius were in 
with their decree respecting the will of Batle. It w 
subject of a lawsuit between the heir of the will and t 
heritor by blood. The latter contested that this gret 
rai7 character, being a fugitive for religion, and dyinj 
proscribed country, was divested by law of the power 
pose of his property, and that our author, whan resid 
Holland, in a civil sense was dead. In the Parliam 
Toulouse the judge decided that learned men are free 
countries: that be who had sought in a foreign la 
asylum from his love of letters, was no fugitive ; that 
unworthy of France to treat as a stranger a son in wht 
gloried, and he protested against the notion of a civil de 
such a man as Bay la, whose namewas living throughout E 
This judicial decision in France was in unison with t 
the senate of Rotterdam, who declared of the emigrant I 
that " such a man should not be con^dered as a foreign 

Even the most common objects are consecrated whei 
ciated with the memory of the man of genius. We still b< 
his tomb on the spot where it has vanished. The enthi 
of genius still wander on the hills of Pausilippo, and m 
ViBOiL to retrace his landscape. There is a grove at 

* We cannot bar; the bme of imr BoglUli worthiea — that eiiat 
BB, iodepeDdent of onraelvea ; bnt we bury the isflnsnce of (heir ii 
presemw in those immortal memorials of gemae taxj to be read by 
— their Matnes and their baets, eondgning them to spots seldom 
and often too obwmre to be riened. {We haTe recent evidence of 
noble acknowledgment of oar great men. The Btatne of Dr. Je 
placed in Trafalgar Sqiiaie ; and Qrantham has aoir a noble work 
memoiate its great townsman, Kr Inuu; fiewtan.] 
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dalen College whicli retains the name of >fn>iaOK*s walk^ 
where still the student will linger; and there is a cave at 
Macao, which is still visited by the Portuguese from a na- 
tional feeling, for Camoeks there passed many days in C(»n- 
posing his Lusiad. When Petbabch was passing by his naiive 
town, he was received with the honours of his fame ; bot 
when the heads of the town conducted Petrarch to the boose 
where the poet was born, and informed him that the pro* 
prietor had often wished to make alterations, but that the 
townspeople had risen to insist that the house which waa 
consecrated by the birth of Petrarch should be preserved 
unchanged ; this was a triumph more affecting to Pe^rareh 
than his coronation at Home.* 

In the village of Certaldo is still shown the house of Boc« 
CAOCio ; and on a turret are seen the arms of the Medici, 
which they had sculptured there, with an inscription alluding^ 
to a small house and a name which filled the world ; and ia 
Ferrara, the small house which Abiosto built was purchaaed, 
to be preserved, by the municipality, and there thcnr still 
show the poet's study; and under his bust a simple but 
affecting tribute to genius records that " Ludovico Arioato 
in this apartment wrote.' ' Two hundred and eighty yeartf afta 
the death of the divine poet it was purchased by the podesiay 
with the money of the commune, that '* the public veneration 
may be maintained."t " Foreigners," says Anthony Wood of 
MiLTOK, '* have, out of pure devotion, gone to Bread-street 
to see the house and chamber where he was bom ;" and at 
il^aris the house which Yoltaibb inhabited, and at Femej hi« 
study, are both preserved inviolate. In the study of Moktbs* 
QUiEir at La Brede, near Bordeaux, the proprietor has pre- 
served all the furniture, without altering anything, that the 
apartment where this great man meditated on his imm^tid 

* On this pMsage I find a remarkable manoscript note by Lord Byron :— - 
** It would bare pained me more tbat ' tbe proprietor' sbonld bare ' often 
wisbed to make alterations, tban it could giro pleasure tbat tbe rest of 
Arezzo rose against bis right (for rigfU be bad) ; tbe depreciation of th« 
lowest of mankind is more painful tban tbe applause of tbe bigbeet is 
pleasing ; tbe sting of a scorpion is more in torture tban tbe poaseaeioB of 
anytbing could be in rapture.'* 

f A public subscription secured tbe bouse in wbicb Sbakspeare wtm 
bom at Stratford-on-Ayon. Durer's bouse, at Nuremberg, is still re- 
ligiously preeenred, and ita features are unaltered. Tbe bouse in whiob 
Miobael Angelo resided at Florence is also carefully guaided, and tht 
rooms are still in tbe condition in wbicb tb^y were left by tbt grtat 
master. — Bn. 
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work should want for nothing to assist the reveries of the spec- 
tator; and on the side of the chimney is still seen a place which 
while writing he was accustomed to rub his feet against, as they 
rested on it. In a keep or dungeon of this feudal chdieau, 
the local association suggested to the philosopher his chapter 
on " The Liberty of the Citizen." It is the second 
chapter of the twelfth book, of which the close is remark- 
able. 

Let us regret that the little villa of Popb, and the poetic 
Leasowes of Shenstone, have fallen the victims of property 
as much as if destroyed by the barbarous hand which cut down 
the consecrated tree of Shakspeare. The very apartment of a 
man of genius, the chair he studied in, the table he wrote on, 
are contemplated with curiosity ; the spot is full of local im- 
pressions. And all this happens from an unsatisfied desire to 
see and hear him whom we never can see nor hear ; yet, in a 
moment of illusion, if we Usten to a traditional conversation, 
if we can revive one of his feelings, if we can catch but a 
dim image, we reproduce this man of genius before us, on 
whose features we so often dwell. Even the rage of the 
military spirit has taught itself to respect the abode of genius ; 
and CaBsar and Sylla, who never spared the blood of their own 
E*oaie, alike felt their spirit rebuked, and alike saved the lite- 
rary city of Athens. Antiquity has preserved a beautiful 
incident of this nature, in the noble reply of the artist Peoto- 
Oia^s. When the city of Rhodes was taken by Demetrius, 
the man of genius was discovered in his garden, tranquilly 
finishing a picture. " How is it that you do not participate 
in the general alarm?" asked the conqueror. "Demetrius, 
you war against the Rhodians, but not against the fine arts," 
replied the man of genius. Demetrius had already shown 
this by his conduct, for he forbade firing that part of the city 
where the artist resided. 

The house of the man of genius has been spared amidst 
contending empires, from the. days of Pindar to those of 
Buffon ; " the Historian of Nature's " chateau was preserved 
from this elevated feeling by Prince Schwartzenberg, as our 
Marlbobough had performed the same glorious office in 
guarding the hallowed asylum of Fbnelon.* In the grandeur 

* The printing office of Plantyn, at Antwerp, was guarded in a similar 
manner daring the great revolution that separated Holland and Belginm, 
when a troop of soldiers were stationed in its courtyard. See ** Curiosities 
of literature," vol. i. p. 77, rwte. — Bd. 
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of Milton's verse we perceive the feeling he associated with 
this literary honour : 

The great Emathian conqueror bid spare 

The house of Findarus when temple and tower 

"Went to the ground . 

And the meanest things, the very household stuff, associated 
with the memory of the man of genius, become the objects 
of our affections. At a festival, in honour of Thomsok the poet, 
the chair in which he composed part of his " Seasons " was 
produced, and appears to have communicated some of the rap- 
tures to which he was liable who had sat in that chair. 
Eabslais, amongst his drollest inventions, could not have 
imagined that his old cloak would have been preserved in the 
university of Montpelier for future doctors to wear on the day 
they took their degree ; nor could Shaksfeabe have sup- 
posed, with all his fancy, that the mulberry-tree which he 
planted would have been multiplied into relics. But in such 
instances the feeling is right, with a wrong direction ; and 
while the populace are exhausting their emotions on an old 
tree, an old cnair, and an old cloak, they are paying that in- 
voluntary tribute to genius which forms its pride, and will 
generate the race. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Influence of Authors on society, and of society on Authors. — I^atioiitl 
tastes a source of literary prejudices. —True Genius always the pt^m. 
of its nation. — Master-writers preserve the distinct national chaimet«» 
— Genius the organ of the state of the age. — Causes of its sappression 
in a people. — Often inyented, but neglected. — The natural gradaUons of 
genius. — Men of Genius produce their usefulness in priracy. — The publie 
mind is now the creation of the public writer. — PoUticiaite affsct te 
deny this principle.— Authors stand between the goremors and Hm 
goTcmed. — ^A view of the solitary Author in his study. — They eraaitaa 
epoch in history. — Influence of popular Authors. — The immortality of 
thought. — The Family of Genius illustrated by their genealogy. 

LiTSBABT fame, which is the sole preserver of all other 
fame, participates little, and remotely, in the remunerstiaii 
and the honours of professional characters. All other profe«» 
sions press more immediately on the wants and attentions of 
men, than the occupations of Literaet Cha&aotebs, who 
from their habits are secluded \ producing their usefohifln 
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oft«ii at a late period of life, and not always valued by their 
own gehei-ation. 

It is not the commercial oharacter of a nation which in- 
spires veneration in mankind, nor will its military power 
engage the affections of its neighbours. So late as in 1700 
the Italian Gemelli told all Europe that he could find nothing 
among us but our writings to distinguish us from a people of 
baj-barians. It was long considered that our genius partook 
of the density and variableness of our climate, and that we 
were incapacitated even by situation from the enjoyments of 
those beautiful arts which have not yet travelled to us — as if 
Nature herself had designed to disjoin us from more polished 
nations and brighter skies. 

At length we have triumphed ! Our philosophers, our 
poets, and our historians, are printed at foreign presses. 
This is a p^petual victory, and estahlishes the ascendancy 
of our genius, as much at least as the commerce and the 
prowess of England. This singular revolution in the history 
of the human mind, and by its reaction this singular revolu- 
tion in human affairs, was effected by a glorious succession of 
ArTHORS, who have enabled our nation to arbitrate among 
the nations of Europe, and to possess ourselves of their lu- 
voluntary esteem by discoveries in science, by principles in 
philosophy, by trutns in history, and even by the gra«es of 
fiction ; and there ia not a man of genius among foreigners 
who stands unconnected with our intellectual sovereignty. 
Even had our country displayed more limited resources than 
its awful powers have opened, and had the sphere of its 
dominion been enclosed by its island boundaries, if the same 
national literary character had predominated, we should have 
stood on the same eminence among our Continental rivals. The 
small cities of Athens and of Florence will perpetually attest 
the infinence of the literary character over other nations. 
The one received the tribute of the mistress of the universe, 
when the Romans sent their youth to be educated at the 
Grecian city, while the other, at the revival of letters, beheld 
every polished European crowding to its little court. 

In closing this imperfect work by attempting to ascertain 
the real infiuence of authors on society, it wiU be necessary 
to notice some curious facts in the history of genius. 

The distinct literary tastes of different nations, and the 
lepugnance they mutually betray for the master-writers of 
each other, is an Important circumstance to the philosophical 

82 
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observer. These national tastes originate in modes of feelings 
in customs, in idioms, and all the numerous associations preva- 
lent among every people. The reciprocal influence of man- 
ners on taste, and of taste on manners — of government and 
religion on the literature of a people, and of their literature 
on the national character, with other congenial objects of 
inquiry, still require a more ample investigation. Whoev» 
attempts to reduce this diversity, and these strong contraste 
of national tastes to one common standard, by forcing snoh 
dissimilar objects into comparative parallels, or by trying them 
by conventional principles and arbitrary regulations, will oftea 
condemn what in truth his mind is madequate to ccmipie- 
hend, and the experience of his associations to combuie. 

These attempts have been the fertile source in literature of 
what may be called national prejudices. The French nation 
insists that the northerns are defective in taste — ^the taste, 
they tell us, which is estalibshed at Paris, and which existed 
at Athens : the Gothic imagination of the noHAi spurns at 
the timid copiers of the Latin classics, and interminable dis- 
putes prevail in their literature, as in their architecture and 
their painting. Philosophy discovers a fact of which taste 
seems little conscious ; it is, that genius varies with the soil, 
and produces a nationality of taste. The feelings of mankind 
indeed have the same common source, but they must come to 
us through the medium and by the modifications of society. 
Love is a universal passion, but the poetry of love in di£^ 
rent nations is peculiar to each ; for every g^at poet belonffs 
to his country. Petrarch, Lope de Vega, Kacine, Shab- 
speare, and Sadi, would each express this universal passion by 
the most specific differences ; and the style that would l>e 
condemned as unnatural by one people, might be habitual 
with another. The concetti of the Italian, the figurattTe 
style of the Persian, the swelling grandeur of the Spaniard, 
the classical correctness of the French, are all modificatioitt 
of genius, relatively true to each particular writer. On 
national tastes critics are but wrestlers : the Spaniard will 
still prefer his Lope de Vega to the French Racine, or ibe 
English his Shakspeare, as the Italian his Tasso and his 
Petrarch. Hence all national writers are studied with entlm* 
siasm by their own people, a,pd their very peculiaritiea, 
offensive to others, with the natives constitute their excellenoea. 
Nor does this perpetual contest about the great writers of 
other nations solely arise from an association of patriofto 
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glory, but realty because these great natire writers bare n 
atroQgly excited the sympathies aud conformed to the habi 
tastes of their own people. 

Hence, then, we deduce that true genius ia the oi^i 
its nation. The creative faculty is itself created ; for i 
the natiou which first imparts an impulse to the charactt 
genius. Such is the real source of those distinct ta 
which we perceive in all great national authors. Every 
rary work, to ensure its success, must adapt itself to 
aympathiee and the understandings of the people it addrei 
Hence those opposite charaeteristies, which are usually ascr 
to the master- writers themselves, originate with the couii 
and not with the writer. Lope be Veoa, and Caldekoi 
their dramas, and CBBTAHTBa, who has left his name as 
epithet of a peculiar grave humour, were Spaniards b* 
they were men of genius. Cobneille, Bacise, and R( 
i,AJS, are entirely of an opposite character to the Spanis 
having adapted their genius to their own declamatory 
vivacious countrymen. Petraech and Tabso display a 
cifulness in depicting the passions, as Boccaccio narrate! 
facetious stories, quite distinct from the inventions and » 
of northern writers. Shakbpbabe is placed at a wider inte 
from all of them than they are from each other, and is as 
fectly insular in his genius as his own countrymen wer 
their customs, aud their modes of thinking and feeling. 

Thus the master-writers of every people preserve the 
tinct national character in their works ; and hence that 
ttaordinary enthusiasm with which every people read t 
onn favourite authors ; but in which others cannot 
ticipate, and for which, with all their national prejud 
tbey often recriminate on each other with false aud t 
ludicrous criticism. 

But genius is not only the oi^n of its nation, it is 
that of the state of the times ; and a great work usually 
ginates in the age. Certain events mast precede the ma 
genius, who often becomes only the vehicle of public feel 
Machiavil has been reproached for propagating a polil 
system subversive of all human honour and happiness ; 
was it Machiavel who formed his age, or the age w! 
cieated Machiavel ? Living among the petty principal 
of Italy, where stratagem and assassination were the i 
tices of those wretched courts, what did that calunmi 
genius more than lift the veil from a cabinet of bandi 
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Machiavel alarmed the world by exposing a system sub- 
versive of all human virtue and happiness, and, whether he 
meant it or 'not, certainly led the way to political freedom. 
On the same principle we may learn that BoooACOio would 
not have written so many indecent tales had not the 8can^ 
dalous lives of the monks engaged public attention. This we 
may now regret ; but the court of Rome felt the concealed 
satire, and that luxurious and numerous class in society never 
recovered from the chastisement. 

MoNTAiGiO! has been censured for his universal scepticistt, 
and for the unsettled notions he drew out on his motley 
page, which has been attributed to his incapacity of forming 
decisive opinions. "Que S9ais-je?*' was his motto. The 
same accusation may reach the gentle Ebasmxjb, who alike 
offended the old catholics and the new reformers. The real 
source of their vacillations we may discover in the age itself. 
It was one of controversy and of civil wars, when the mindis 
of men were thrown into perpetual agitation, and opinions, like 
the victories of the parties, were every day changing sides. 

Even in its advancement beyond the intelligence of its own 
age genius is but progressive. In nature all is continuous ; 
she makes no starts and leaps. Genius is said to soar, but we 
should rather say that genius climbs. Did the great Vebit- 
LAH, or Eawleioh, or Dr. Mobe, emancipate themselves fiom 
all the dreams of their age, from the occult agency <^ witch- 
crafb, the astral influence, and the ghost and demon creed f 

Before a particular man of genius can appear, certain 
events must arise to prepare the age for him. A great com- 
mercial nation, in the maturity of time, opened all the 
sources of wealth to the contemplation of Adam Smith. 
That extensive system of what is called political economy 
could not have been produced at any other time ; for before 
this period the matenals of this work had but an imperfect 
existence, and the advances which this sort of science had 
made were only partial and preparatory. If the prindple of 
Adam Smith's great work seems to confound the happinen 
of a nation with its wealth, we can scarcely reproach the man of 
genius, who we shall find is always reflecting back the fedingS 
of his own nation, even in his most original speculations. 

In works of pure imagination we trace the same march of 
the human intellect; and we discover in those inventions, 
which appear sealed by their originality, how much has been 
dreived from the age and the people in which they w«e. 
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produced. Every work of ^nius is tinctured by the 
ings, luid often originates ia the events, of the times. 
Inferno of Dantb was caught from the popular superatit 
of the ^e, and had been preceded by the gross visions wl 
the monks had forged, usually for their own purposes. ' 
Citti dolente," and " la perduta geute," were familiar to 
imaginations of the people, by the monkish visions, aU' 
seems even by ocular illusions of Hell, exhibited in Myste 
with its gulfs of flame, and its mountains of ice, and 
shrieks of the condemned.* To produce tlie " Inferno" i 
required the giant step of genius, in the sombre, the av 
ana the Aerce, Dante. When the age of chivalry flouris 
all breathed of love and courtesy ; the great man was 
great lover, and the great author the romancer. It was ( 
Lis own age that Miltok derived his greatest blemish- 
introduction of school-divinity into poetry. In a polen: 
age the poet, as well as the sovereign, reflected the reigi 

Tbere are accidents to which genius is liable, and by wl 
it is frequently suppressed in a people. The establishmen 
the Inquisition in Spain at one stroke annihilated all 
genius of the country. Cervantes said that the Inquisi 
had spoilt many of his most delightful inventions ; and 
questionably it silenced the wit and invention of a na 
whose proverbs attest they possessed them even to li 
riance. All the continental nations have boaated great na 
painters and architects, while these arts were long t 
foreign to us. Theoretical critics, at a loss to account 
this singularity," accused not only our climate, but even 
diet, as the occult causes of our unfitness to cultivate tt 
Yet Montesquieu and Winkelmann might have observed 
the air of fens and marshes had not deprived the gross fee 
of Holland and Flanders of admirable artists. We have 1 
outrageously calumniated. So far from any national i 
pacity, or obtuse feelings, attaching to ourselves in respei 
these arts, the noblest efforts had long been made, not < 
by individuals, but by the magnificence of Henry VIII., 
invited to his court Baphael and Titian ; but unfortuni 

* Ssmondi relates that the lied of the river Anio, at Florence 
tntQefonned into a lepreBentation of the Oalf of Hetl, in the jear ^ 
and that all the Toriet; of Buffering that monkish imsginatian had inv 
was appoienll; inflicted on real peraonB, whose ehrieka and groaoc 
ftarfol reali^ to the appalling icene.— Ed. 
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tonch and playfulness of ideas are not to be expected from 
the grandeur of the historical painter, or the sweetness of 
the Faysagiste. Is it not evident that men of genius excel 
only in one department of their art, and that whatever tb^ 
do with the utmost original perfection, cannot be equally 
done by another man of genius P He whose undeviattng 
genius guards itself in its own true sphere, has the greatest 
chance of encountering no rival. He is a Dante, a Milton, 
a Michael Angelo, a Baphael : his hand will not labour on 
what the Italians CBUlpasticcios; and he remains not unimi- 
tated but inimitable. 



CHAPTEE XXIV. 

Literatnre an avenue to glory. — An intellectoal nobility not chimerioaly 
but created by public opinion. — Literary honours of various nations. — 
Local associations with the memory of the man of genius. 

LiTEBATUBE is an avenue to glory, ever open for those 
ingenious men who are deprived of honours or of wealth. 
L^e that illustrious Koman who owed nothing to his ances- 
tors, videtur ex se natus, these seem self-bom ; and in tiie 
baptism of fame, they have given themselves their name. 
Bruyere has finely said of men of genius, '^ These men have 
neither ancestors nor posterity; they alone compose their 
whole race." 

But Akekside, we have seen, blushed when his lameness 
reminded him of the fall of one of his father's cleavers ; Peios, 
the son of a vintner, could not endure to be reminded, though 
by his favourite Horace, that '* the cask retains its flavour ;" 
like Yoitube, another descendant of a marchand de r»ii, whose 
heart sickened over that which exhilarates all other hearls, 
whenever his opinion of its quality was maliciously consulted^ 
All these instances too evi<lently prove that genius is sulject 
to the most vulgar infirmities. 

But some have thought more courageously. The amiable 
BoLLiK was the son of a cutler, but the historian of natioiii 
never felt his di^^nitv compromised by his birth. Evea late 
in life, he ingemously alluded to his first occupation^ for we 
find an epigram of his in sending a knife for a new-year's gift^ 
"informing his friend, that should this present appear to 
come rather from Vulcan than from Minerva, it should nei 
surprise^ for/' adds the epigrammatisti "it was from Ihe 
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cftvem of the Cyclops I began to direct my footsteps towards 
Pamadsus." The great poKtical negotiator, Cardinal D'Ossat, 
was elevated by his genius from an orphan state of indigence, 
and was alike destitute of ancestry, of titles, even of parents. 
On tjjie day of his creation, when others of noble extraction 
assumed new titles from the seignorial names of their ancient 
houses, he was at a loss to fix on one. Having asked the 
P<^ whether he should choose that of his bishopric, his holi- 
ness requested him to preserve his plain family name, which 
h0 had rendered famous by his own genius. The sons of a 
sword-maker, a potter, and a tax-gatherer, were the greatest 
of the orators, the most majestic of the poets, and the most 
graceful of the satirists of antiquity ; Demosthenes, Virgil, and 
Horace. The eloquent Massillon, the brilliant Flechier, 
Bousseau, and Diderot ; Johnson, Goldsmith, and Franklin, 
arose amidst the most humble avocations. 

Vespasian raised a statue to the historian Josephus, though 
a Jew ; and the Athenians one to iEsop, though a slave. 
Even among great military republics the road to public 
honour was open, not alone to heroes and patricians, but to 
that solitary genius which derives from itself all which it 
gives to the public, and nothing from its birth or the public 
situation it occupies. 

It is the prerogative of genius to elevate obscure men to 
the higher class of society. If the influence of wealth in the 
present day has created a new aristocracy of its own, where 
they already begin to be jealous of their ranks, we may assert 
that genius creates a sort of intellectual nobility, which is 
now conferred by public feeling ; as heretofore the surnames 
of "the African," and of " Coriolanus," won by valour, asso- 
ciated with the names of the conqueror of Africa and the 
vanquisher of Corioli. Were men of genius, as such, to have 
armorial bearings, they might consist, not of imaginary things, 
of griffins and chimeras, but of deeds performed and of public 
works in existence. When Dondi raised the great astrono- 
mical clock at the University of Padua, which was long the 
admiration of Europe, it gave a name and nobility to its 
maker and all his descendants. There still lives a Marquis 
I>Dndi daP Horologio. Sir Hugh Middletok, in memory 
of his vast enterprise, changed his former arms to bear three 
piles, to perpetuate the interesting circumstance, that by these 
instruments he had strengthened the works he had invented, 
when his genius poured forth the waters through our rnetro- 
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BX died of "vexation of spirit ;" and the last words on 
atb-bed of this man of genius were, " One day they 
)on me !" Folabd and Gulbekt created a Buona- 
, who studied them on the field of hattle ; and he who 
trace the miiitarj geniue who so long held in suspense 
e of the world, may discover all that he performed in 
fleeted inventions of preceding genius. 
iM also may we deduce the natural gradations of genius, 
men of genius must arise hefore a particular man of 
can appear. Before Houbk there were other ^io 
a catalogue of their names and their works has come 
bo ns. G0BHEII.1.X could not hare been the chief 
ist of France had not the founders of the Frencb 
preceded him, and Fopb could not have preceded 
:h. It was in the nature of things that a QlOTTO and 
31JE should have preceded a It aph&S& and a Miooazl 
a. 

1 the writings of such extravagant geniuses as Bbuso 
.BDAiT gave indications of the progress of the haman 
and had B^UDb not shaken the authority of the Org»- 
Aristotle we mi^ht not have had the Novum Organon of 
Hen slide into their d^ree in the scale of gmias 
>y the exercise of a single quality which their prede- 
did not possess, or by completing what at first was 
i^erfect. Truth is a single point in knowledge, m 
18 in art ; ages revolve till a Hkwyos and a Locd 
>liBh what an Abibtotlx and a Descaktes begia. 
i theory of animal spirits, observes Professor Dogald 
t, was applied by Descartes to explain the mental 
aena which led Xewion into that train of thinking, 
served as the groundwork of Haktlet's theory ot 
ons. The teaming of one man makes others leanud, 
le influence of genius is in nothing more ramariuUi 
1 its eflects on its brothers. Selden's treatise on tbe 
and Arabian Deities enabled Milton to comprise, it 
iindred and thirty heautiful lines, the two lu^ ul 
1 syntagma which Selden had composed on that oiMbad 
i. Lblasd, the father of British antiqoities, impefliJ 
: to work on his " Survey of London ;" and StMH^ 
Ion" inspired GAXSEn's stupendous " BritnuM* 
}tus produced Thucydldes, and Thucydides Xenophw 
IS Hdue, Robebtsok, and Gibbon rose almost uibmI 
sly by mutual inspiration. There exists a peipdrf 
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action and reaction in the history of the human mind. It has 
frequently been inquired why certain periods seem to have 
been more favourable to a particular class of genius than 
another ; or, in other words, why men of genius appear in 
dusters. We have theories respecting barren periods, which 
are only satisfactorily accounted for by moral causes. Genius 
generates enthusiasm and rivalry ; but, having reached the 
median of its class, we find that there can be no progress in 
the limited perfection of human nature. All excellence in art, 
if it cannot advance, must decline. 

Important discoveries are often obtained by accident ; but 
the single work of a man of genius, which has at length 
changed the character of a people, and even of an age, is 
slowly matured in meditation. Even the mechanical inven- 
tions of genius must first become perfect in its own solitary 
abode ere the world can possess them. Men of genius then 
produce their usefulness in privacy ; but it may not be of im- 
mediate application, and is often undervalued by their own 
generation. 

The influence of authors is so great, while the author him- 
self is so inconsiderable, that to some the cause may not 
appear commensurate to its effect. When Epicueus pub- 
lished his doctrines, men immediately began to express them- 
selves with fireedom on the established religion, and the dark 
and fearful superstitions of paganism, fsdling into neglect, 
mouldered away. If, then, before the art of multiplying the 
productions of the human mind existed, the doctrines of a 
philosopher in manuscript or by lecture could diffuse them- 
selves throughout a literary nation, it will baffle the algebraist 
of metaphysics to calculate the unknown quantities of the 
propagation of human thought. There are problems in meta- 
physics, as well as in mathematics, which can never be re- 
solved. 

A small portion of mankind appears marked out by nature 
and by study for the purpose of cultivating their thoughts in 
peace, and of giving activity to their discoveries, by disclosing 
them •to the people. " Could I," exclaims Montesquieu, 
whose heart was beating with the feelings of a great author, 
" could I but afford new reasons to men to love their duties, 
their king, their CQuntry, their laws, that they might become 
more sensible of their happiness under every government they 
live, and in every station they occupy, I snould deem myself 
the happiest of men !" Such was the pm*e aspiration of the 
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uthoT who studied to preserve, by ameliorating, the 
i fabric of Hocietj. The same largeuess of mind chanu:- 
dl the eloqaent friends of the human race. In an age 
ious intolerance it inspired fcbe Preaident Db Thou to 
te, from sad experience and a juster view of human 

the impolicy as well sa the inhumanity of reli^ons 
tions, in that dedication to Henry IV., which Lord 
ild declared he could never read without rapture. ". I 
i born for my^lf alone, but for my country and my 
!" exclaimed the genius which hallowed the virtuous 
if his immortal history. 

1 our liberal yet dispasuonate Iajoki restrained ths 
1 of his inquiries, ana corrected the errors which the 
• intellect may fall into, by marking out that impaa- 
ouadary wbioa must probdbly for ever limit all human 
encc ; for the maxim which Locks constantly ineul- 
I that " Beason must be the last judge and guide in 
ling." A final answer to those who propagate thor 
IS, whatever they may be, with a Bectarian spirit, to 
be understandings of other men to their own modes of 
and their own variable opinions. This alike includes 
vho yield up nothing to the genius of tbeir'age to cor- 
le imperfections of society, and those who, opponng all 
, oiperieuce, would annihilate what is most admiraUs 
Dstitutione. 

public mind is the creation of the Master- Writers — 
3m as demonstrable as any iu Euclid, and a principle 
) in its operation as any in mechanicH. Bacon's in- 
! over philosophy, and Gbotibb'h over the political 
)f society, are stul felt, and thdr prindplea practised 
ire than in their own age. These men of genius, iu 
lolitude, and with their views not always oompreheaded 
iir contemporaries, became themselves the founders of 
ience and our l^slation. When Locke and MoH- 
ixr appeared, the old systems of government were r»- 
I, the principle of toleration was developed, and the 
tions of opinion were discovered. 

oble thought of YiTSTmrs, who, of all the authors of 
lity, seems to have been most deeply imbued with the 
rs of the literary character, has often struck me by the 
Bur and the truth of its conception. " The sentiments 
illent writers," he says, " althoujj^h their persons be for 
bsent, exist in future ages ; and in counciu and debatM 
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are of greater authority than those of the persons who are 
present." 

But politicians affect to disbelieve that abstract 
possess any considerable influence on the conduct of 
Ject. Tfaey tell us that " in times of tranquiUity th( 
wanted, and tn times of confusion they are never bet 
is the philosophy of men who Ao uot choose that p 
should disturb their fireside ! But it is in leisure, v 
■re not wanted, that the speculative part of manki 
them, and when they are wanted they are already 
for the active multitude, who come, like a phalanx 
each other with a unity of feeling and an integrity 
FaJiEY would not close his eyes on what was passi 
him ; for, be has observed, that during the convi 
Geneva, the political theory of BonsaxAir was pn 
their contests ; while, in the political disputes of oui 
the ideas of civil authority displayed in the works i 
recorred in every form. The character of a great a 
never he considered as subordinate in society ; nor 
cians secretly think so at the moment they are pr 
it to the world, for, on the contrary, they consider 
actions of men as of far less consequence than the pr 
of their opinions. Politicians have exposed their 
terrors. Books, as well as their authors, have been 
condemned. Cromwell was alarmed when he 
" Ooeana " of Habhiugton, and dreaded the effect 
volume more than the plots of the Royalists ; whi] 
II. trembled at an author only in bis manuscript i 
in the height of terror, and to the honour of genius, 
creed, that " Seribere est agere." — " The book 
jnachuB," says Madame de Sta^, " was a courageou 
To insist with such ardour on the duties of a sovei 
to paint with such truth a voluptuous reign, 
Fenelon at the court of Louis XIV., but the vtttuo 
raised a statue for himself in all hearts. Kj^SilXC 
Car^ne was another of these animated recals of u] 
sympathies of his nature, which proves the influei 
author ; for, during tbe contests of Louis XV. with 
liaments, large editions of this book were repeated) 
and cireulated through tbe kingdom. In such mon 
that a people iind and know the value of a grea 
whose work is the mighty organ which conveys thei 
their governors. 
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But, if the influence of benevolent authors over sociefy Is 
great, it must not be forgotten that the abuse of this iiifluence 
is terrific. Authors preside at a tribunal in Europe which is 
independent of all the powers of the earth — the tribunid of 
Opinion ! But since, as Sophocles has long declared, 
'* Opinion is stronger than Truth," it is unquestionable that 
the falsest and the most depraved notions are, as long as 
these opinions maintain their force, accepted as immutable 
truths ; and the mistakes of one man become the crimes of a 
whole people. 

Authors stand between the governors and the governed, 
and form the single organ of both. Those who govern a nation 
cannot at the same time enlighten the people, for the execu* 
tive power is not empirical ; and the governed cannot think, 
for they have no continuity of leisure. The great systems 
of thought, and the great discoveries in moral and political 
philosophy, have come from the solitude of contemplative men, 
seldom occupied in public affairs or in private employments. 
The commercial world owes to two retired philosophers, Looex 
and Smith, those principles which dignify trade into a liberal 
pursuit, and connect it with the happiness and the glory of a 
people. A work in France, under the title of " L'Ami dea 
Hommes," by the Marquis of Mibabeatj, first spread there 
a general passion for agricultural pursuits ; and although the 
national ardour carried all to excess in the reveries of the 
" Economistes," yet marshes were drained and waste lands 
inclosed. The " Emilius" of Eotjsseau, whatever may be 
its errors and extravagances, operated a complete revolutioa 
in modern Europe, by communicating a bolder spirit to edu- 
cation, and improving the physical force and character of 
man. An Italian marquis, whose birth and habits seemed 
little favourable to study, operated a moral revolution in the 
administration of the laws. Beccabul dared to plead in 
favour of humanity against the prejudices of many centuriet 
in his small volume on '^ Crimes and Punishments," and at 
len^h abolished torture ; while the French advocates drev 
their principles from that book, rather than from their 
national code, and our Blackstone quoted it with admirib* 
tion ! Locke and Yoltaibe, having written on " Toleni^, 
tion," have long made us tolerant. In all such cases the 
authors were themselves entirely unconnected with their 
sulnects, except as speculative writers. 

Such are the authors who become universal in pubKe 
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opinion; and it then happens that the work itself meets 
with the singular fate which that great genius SMXAToy 
said happened to his stupendous "Pharos:" "The novelty 
having yearly worn off, and the greatest real praise of the 
edifice heing that nothing has happened to it — ^nothing has 
occurred to keep the tsJk of it alive." The fundamental 
principles of such works, after having long entered into our 
earliest instruction, hecome unquestionahle as self-evident 
propositions; yet no one, perhaps, at this day can rightly 
conceive the great merits of Locke's Treatises on " Educa- 
tion," and on "Toleration;" or the philosophical spirit of 
Montesquieu, and works of this high order, which first dif- 
fused a tone of thinking over Europe. The principles have 
become so incorporated with our judgment, and so interwoven 
with our feelings, that we can hardly now imagine the fer- 
vour they excited at the time, or the magnanimity of their 
authors in the decision of their opinions. Every first great 
monument of genius raises a new standard to our knowledge, 
from which the human mind takes its impulse and measures 
its advancement. The march of human thought through 
ages might be indicated by every great work as it is pro- 
gressively succeeded by others. It stands like the golden 
milliary column in the midst of Rome, from which all others 
reckoned their distances. 

But a scene of less grandeur, yet more beautiful, is the 
view of the solitary author himself in his own study — so 
deeply occupied, that whatever passes before him never 
reaches his observation, while, working more than twelve 
hours every day, he still murmurs as the hour strikes ; the 
volmne still lies open, the page still importunes r-" And 
whence all this business?" He has made a discovery for 
us! that never has there been anything important in the 
active world but what is reflected in the literary — books con- 
tain everything, even the falsehoods and the crimes which 
have been only projected by men! This solitary man of 
genius is arranging the materials of instruction and curiosity 
from every country and every age ; he is striking out, in the 
concussion of new light, a new order of ideas for his own 
times ; he possesses secrets which men hide from their con- 
temporaries, truths they dared not utter, facts they dared not 
discover. View him in the stillness of meditation, his eager 
spirit busied over a copious page, and his eye sparkling with 
gladness ! He has concluded what his countrymen will here- 
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after cherish as the legacy of genius — ^you see him ncrw 
changed ; and the restlessness of his soul is thrown into His 
very gestures — could you listen to the vaticinator ! But tHe 
next age only will quote his predictions. If he he the truly 
great author, he will he best comprehended by posterity, 
for the result of ten years of solitary meditation has oftmx 
required a whole century to be understood and to be adopted. 
The ideas of Bishop Beekblet, in his " Theory of Vision,** 
were condemned as a philosophical romance, and now form an 
essential part of every treatise of optics ; and " The History 
of Oracles," by Fontenelle, says La Harpe, which, in hia 
youth, was censured for its impiety, the centenarian lived to 
see regarded as a proof of his respect for religion. 

" But what influence can this solitary man, this author of 
genius, have on his nation, when he has none in the very 
street in which he lives ? and it may be suspected as little in 
his own house, whose inmates are hourly practising on the 
infantine simplicity which marks his character, and that fre- 
quent abstraction from what is passing under his own eyes ?'* 

This solitary man of genius is stamping his own character 
on the minds of his own people. Take one instance, from 
others far more splendid, in the contrast presented by Frakk- 
LiK and Sir William Jones. The parsimonious habits, the 
money-getting precepts, the wary cunning, the little scruple 
about means, the fixed intent upon the end, of Dr. Fbavk- 
UN, imprinted themselves on his Americans. Loftier feelings 
could not elevate a man of genius who became the founder of 
a trading people, and who retained the early habits of a jour* 
neyman; while the elegant tastes of Sir William Jonzb 
could inspire the servants of a commercial corporation to 
open new and vast sources of knowledge. A mere company 
of merchants, influenced by the litenuy character, enlarges 
the stores of the imagination and provides fresh materials for 
the history of human nature. 

Fbanklin, with that calm good sense which is freed from 
the passion of imagination, has himself declared this irapor* 
tant truth relating to the literary character : — " I have always 
thought that one man of tolerable abilities may work grtti 
changes and accomplish great aflairs among mankind, if he 
first forms a good plan ; and cutting off all amusements, ot 
other employments that would ditert his attention, maJcea 
the execution of that same plan his sole study and business.*^ 
Fontenelle was of the same opinion, for he remarks that *' a 
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single great man is sufficient to accomplish a cliange in the 
taste of his age." The life of Gbaktille Shabf is a striking 
illustration of the solitary forde of individual character. 

It cannot be doubted that the great author, in the solitude 
of his study, has often created an epoch in the annals of man- 
kind. A single man of genius arose in a barbarous period in 
Italy, who gave birth not only to Italian, but to European 
literature. Poet, orator, philosopher, geographer, historian, 
and antiquary, P£tbabch kindled a line of light through his 
native lamd, while a crowd of followers hailed their father- 
genius, who had stamped his character on the age. Des- 
CABTES, it has been observed, accomplished a change in the 
taste of his age by the perspicacity and method for which he 
was indebted to his mathematics researches ; and " models 
of metaphysical analysis and logical discussions" in the works 
of Htjhe and Smith have had the same influence in the 
writings of our own time. 

Even genius not of the same colossal size may aspire to 
add to the progressive mass of human improvement by its 
own single effort. When an author writ<es on a national 
subject, he awakens all the knowledge which slumbers in a 
nation, and caUs around him, as it were, every man of talent ; 
and though his own fame may be eclipsed by his successors, 
yet the emanation, the morning light, broke from his soli- 
tary study. Our naturahst. Rat, though no man was more 
modest in his claims, delighted to tell a friend that '* Since 
the pubHcation of his catalogue of Cambridge plants, many 
were prompted to botanical studies, and to herbalise in their 
walks in the fields." Johnson has observed that " An emu- 
lation of study was raised by Cheee and Smith, to which 
even the present age perhaps owes many advantages, without 
remembering or knowing its benefactors. BoLLor is only a 
compiler of history, and to the antiquary he is nothing! 
But races yet unborn will be enchanted by that excellent 
man, in whose works " the heart speaks to the heart," and 
whom Montesquieu called "The Bee of France." The 
Bagoks, the Newtoks, and the Leibnitzes were insulated 
by their own creative powers, and stood apart from the world, 
tUl the dispersers of knowledge became their interpreters to 
the people, opening a communication between two spots, 
which, though close to each other, were long separated — the 
closet and the world ! The Addisons, the Fontenellbs, 
and the Fetjoos, the first popular authors in their nations 

T 
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who taught England, France, and Spain to hecome a reading 
people, while their fugitive page imhues with inteUectoal 
sweetness every uncultivated mind, like the perfumed monld 
taken up hy the Persian swimmer. " It was hut a piece of 
common earth, hut so delicate was its fragrance, that he 
who found it, in astcmishment asked whether it were musk 
or amher. ' I am nothing hut earth ; hut roses were planted 
in my soil, and their odorous virtues have deliciously pene- 
trated through all my pores : I have retained the infusion of 
sweetness, o&erwise I had heen hut a lump of earth !"' 

I have said that authors produce their usefulness in privacy, 
and that their good is not of immediate application, and oftea 
tinvalued hy i^eir own general ion. On this occasion tbe 
name of Etsltit always occurs to me. This author suppliad 
the puhlic with nearly thirfy works, at a time when taste 
and curiosity were nc^ yet domiciliated in our country ; his 
patriotism warmed heyond the eightieth year of his age, and 
in his dying hand he held another l^acy for his nation* 
Eteltit conveys a pleasing idea of his own works and their 
design. He first taught Us countrymen how to plant, then 
to huild : and having taught them to he useful without doors^ 
he then attempted to divert and occupy them within doarm, 
hy his treatises on chalcography, painting, medals, libraries. 
It was during the days of destruction and devastation both 
of woods and buildings, the civil wars of Charles the First, 
that a solitary author was projecting to make the nation de^ 
light in repairing their evil, hy inspiring them with the love 
of agriculture and architecture. Whether his enthustsBia 
was introducing to us a taste for medals and prints, or intent 
on purifying the city from smoke and nuisances, and sweeten- 
ing it by plantations of native plants, after having enriched 
our orchards and our gardens, placed summer-ices on our 
tables, and varied even the salads of our country ; fumiahiDg 
'*a Gardener's Kalendar,'' which, as Cowley said, was to 
last as long ''as months and years;" whether the philoeo* 
pher of the Eoyal Society, or the %hter satirist of the toile^ 
or the fine moralist for active as well as contemplative life— 
in all these changes of a studious life, the better part of 
his histonr has not yet been told. While Britain letus 
her awM situation among the nations of Europe, tiie 
'* Sylva*' of EvELTur will endure with her triumphant oftks. 
In the third edition of that work the heart of the patriot 
exDf)*^^^ at its result; he tells Charles II. "how many 
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milliona of timber trees, besides infinite others, have been 
propagated and planted at the inttigaiion and by the tole 
Erection of this work." It was an author in hie studious 
retreat who, casting a prophetic eye on the age we live in, 
secured the late victories of our naval sovereignty. Inquire 
at the Admiralty how the Beets of Nelson have been con- 
structed, and they can tell you that it was with the oaks which 
the genius of Etxltn planted,* 

The same character existed in France, where De Sebbzb, 
in 1599, composed a work on the cultivation of mulbeny- 
trees, in reference to the art of raising silkworms, , He 
taught his fellow-citizens to convert a leaf into silk, and silk 
to become the representative of gold. Our author encoun- 
tered the hostility of the prejudices of his times, even from 
Sully, in giving his country one of her staple commodities ; 
but I lately received a medal recently struck in honour of 
Dfl Sekbes by the Agricultural Society of the Department of 
the Seine. We slowly commemorate the intellectual 
characters of our own country; and our men of genius are 
still defrauded of the debt we are daily incurring of their 
posthumous fame. Let monuments he raised and let medals 
be struck! They are sparks of glory which might be 
scattered through the next age ! 

There ia a singlenees and unity in the pursuits of genius 
which is carried on throngh all ages, and will for ever connect 
the nations of the earth. The ihmobtai.ity of THoroHT 
lusTS FOB Mak ! The veracity of Hbkodotub, after more 
than two thousand years, is now receiving a fresh confirmation. 
The single and precious idea of genius, however obscure, is 
eventually disclosed ; for original discoveries have often been 
the developments of former knowledge. The system of the 
circulation of the blood appears to have been obscurely con- 
jectured by Sebvetcb, who wanted experimental facts to 
support his hypothesis : Vesaxiub had an imperfect percep- 
tion of the right motion of the blood : C^SALPUnrs admits 
8 circulation without comprehending its consequences', at 
iMigth our Eabtet, by patient meditation and penetrating 
sagacity, removed the errors of his predecessors, and demon- 
strated the true system. Thus, too, Habtlet expanded the 

' Since -Uua -was first printed, the "Diaiy" of Etiltx has appeared ; 
and Kltbough it coDtd not add to hia general character, yet I waa not too 
Baogoine in m; Miticipations of the dju7 of so perfect s literary character, 
who has sbovn hor his stadiee were intennin^ed vith tlie tnoaesi of life. 
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hint of " the aasocisition of ideas " from Locke, and nused a 
system on what Locke had only used for an accidentid illos- 
toation. The beantiful theory of virion by Bxbkeley, nas taken 
taken up by himjust where Locke bad dropped it; and as Pro- 
fessor Dugald Stewart describes, by following oat his principles 
to their remoter consequences, BEBKEI.ET brought out a doc- 
trine wbich was as true as it seemed novel. LxDHArK's " Fall 
of Princes," says Mr. Campbell, " probably su^eated to Lord 
Sacktillk the idea of his " Mirror for Magiatratea." The 
" Mirror for Magistrates " again gave hints to Spekseb in 
allegory, and may also " have possibly suggested to Soak- 
BPEABS the idea of his historical plays." When indeed we 
Jind that that great original, Uosaath, adopted tbe idea of 
his " Idle and Industrious Apprentice," from the old comedy 
. of Eastward Hoe, we easily conceive that some of the most 
original inventions of genius, whether the more profound or 
the more agreeable, may thus be tracked in the snow of time. 

In the history of genius therefore there is no chronoli^y, 
for to its votaries everything it has done is prkbkst — the 
eariiest attempt stands connected with the most recent. This 
contuiuity of ideas characterizes the human mind, and seems 
to yield an anticipation of its immortal nature. 

There Is a consanguinity in the characters of meo of 
genioa, and a genealogy may be traced among their races. 
Men of genius in their different classes, living at distinct 
periods, or in remote countries, seem to reappear under 
another name ; and in this manner there esiste in tbe lite- 
rary character an eternal transmigration. In the great 
march of tbe human intellect the sameindividual spirit seeins 
still occupying the same place, and is still carrying on, with 
tbe same powers, his great work through a line of centuries. 
It was on this principle that one great poet has recently hailed 
his brother as " the Abiosto of the North," and Akiobto 
as " the Scott of the South." And can we deny the real 
existence of the genealogy of genius P Copernicus, Qalileo, 
Kepler, and Kewton ! thu is a tingle line of descent ! 

Abibtoti;e, Hobbks, and Loceb, Desoabtes, and 
Newton, approiiDUite more than we ims^me. The same 
chain of intellect which Abistotli holds, through the 

--* '- ~' '-me, is held by them ; and links will only be 

t successors. The naturalists Fuht, Quiub, 
9, and BuEFOK, derive differences in tJutr 
m the spirit of the tintes ; bat each only made 
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an aceession to the family estate, while he was the legitimate 
representatiTe of the family of the naturaliata. Abisto- 
VSASxa, MoLiEBE, aod FooTE, are hrothers of the family of 

national wits ; the wit of AriBtophaDea was a part of tb 

men property, and Moliere and Foote were Axistoi 
Plutabch, La Motbx lb Vayxb, and Baylb, alike 
in amassing the materials of human thought and 1 
action, with the Eame vigorous and vagrEmt curiosity, 
hare had the same habite of life. If Plutarch were 
louB, La Mothe Le Vayer sceptical, and Bayte philoso 
all that can, be said is, that though the heirs of the 
may differ in their dispositious, no one will arraign I 
U:gntj of the lineal descent. Vabbb did for the Boman 
Paubanias had done for the Qreeks, and Montfadc 
the French, and Causek for ourselves. 

My learned and reflecting Mend, whose original rest 
have enriched our national history, has this observati 
the character of WiCKiiri'B -.—" To complete our idea 
Lmportonce of Wickliffe, it is only necessary to add, t 
his writjugs made John Huss the reformer of Bohemia, 
writings of John Hues led Martin Luther to be the re 
of Germany ; so extensive and so incalculable are the 
quences which sometimes follow from human actions." 
historian has accompanied this by ^ving the very feel 
Luther in early life on his first perusal of the works ol 
Hnss ; we see the spark of creation caught at the mc 
a striking influence of the generation of character ! 1 
fiither-spirifc has many sons ; and several of the great : 
tioDS in the history of man have been carried on by thai 
creation of minds visibly operating on human aSairs. 
history of the human mind, he takes an imperieci 
who is conflned to contemporary knowledge, as well as 
Btop» short with the Ancients. Those who do not ca 
searches through the geneal<^cal lines of genius, n: 
their minds. 

Such, then, is the influence of Authob8 ! — those 
lights of the world," by whom the torch of genius hi 
successively seized and perpetually transferred from h 
hand, in the fleeting scene. Bkscastes delivers it to 
•toil, Bacon to Locke ; and the continuity of human 
through the rapid generations of man, is maintaine 
age to age! 

* Taraer'i "Histoi? of Bngland," vol. ii. p. 132. 
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MiscELLANisTS are the most popular writers among every 
people ; for it is they who form a communication between the 
learned and the unlearned, and, as it were, throw a bridge 
between those two great divisions of the public. Literary 
Miscellanies are classed among philological studies. The 
studies of philology formerly consisted rather of the labours 
of arid grammarians and conjectural critics, than of that more 
elegant philosophy which has, within our own time, been in- 
troduced into literature, and which, by its graces and investi- 
gation, augment the beauties of original genius. This de- 
lightfiil province has been termed in Germany the .Mathetic, 
from a Greek term signifying sentiment or feeling. iEsthetic 
critics fathom the depths, or run with the current of an 
author's thoughts, and the sympathies of such a critic offer a 
supplement to the genius of the original writer. Longinus 
ajid Addison are Esthetic critics. The critics of the adverse 
school always look for a precedent, and if none is found, woe 
to the originality of a great writer ! 

Very elaborate criticisms have been formed by eminent 
writers, in which great learning and acute logic have only 
betrayed the absence of the -Esthetic faculty. Warburton 
called Addison an empty superficial writer, destitute himself 
of an atom of Addison's taste for the beautiful ; and Johnson 
is a flagrant instance that great powers of reasoning are 
more fatal to the works of imagination than had ever been 
suspected. 

By one of these learned critics was Montaigne, the venerable 
father of modem Miscellanies, called " a bold ignorant fellow." 
To thinking readers, this critical summary will appear myste- 
rious ; for Montaigne had imbibed the spirit of all the moral 
writers of antiquity ; and although he has made a capricious 
complaint of a defective memory, we caimot but wish the 
complaint had been more real ; for we discover in his works 
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8uch a gatbei^g of knowledge that it seems at times to stifle 
his own energies. Montaigne was censured by Sealiger, ad 
Addison was censured by Warburton; because both, like 
Socrates, smiled at that mere erudition which consists oC 
knowing the thoughts of others and having no thoughts oT 
our own. To weigh syllables, and to arrange dates, to adjust 
texts, and to heap annotations, has generally proved the 
absence of the higher faculties. When a more adventurous 
spirit of this herd attempts some novel discovery, often mea 
of taste behold, with indignation, the perversions of their ua- 
derstanding ; and a Bentley in his Milton, or a Warburton on 
a Virgil, had either a singular imbecility concealed ui^er tke 
arrogance of the scholar, or they did not believe what they 
told the public ; the one in his extraordinary invention of an 
interpolating editor, and the other in his more extraordinarr 
explanation of the Eleusinian mysteries. But what was sml 
worse, the froth of the head became venom, when it reached 
the heart. 

Montaigne has also been censured for an apparent vanity^ 
in making himself the idol of his lucubrations. If he had not 
done this, he had not performed the promise he makes at the 
commencement of his preface. An engaging tenderness pre- 
vails in these naive expressions which shall not be injured by 
a version. " Je Fay vou^ k la commodity particuli^ de mes 
parens et amis ; k ce que m'ayans perdu (ce qu'ils ont k fJEdre 
bientost) ils y puissent retrouver quelques traicts de mes 
humeurs, et que par ce moven ils nourrissent plus enti^ et 
plus vifue la conoissance qu'ils ont eu de moi.*' 

Those authors who appear sometimes to forget they are 
writers, and remember they are men, will be our favourites. 
He who writes from the heart, will write to the heart ; every 
one is enabled to decide on his merits, and they will not be 
referred to learned heads, or a distant day. " Why,** says 
Boileau, '* are my verses read by all ? it is only because they 
speak truths, and that I am convinced of the truths I write." 

Why have some of our fine writers interested more than 
others, who have not displayed inferior talents? Whv is 
Addison still the first of our essayists P he has sometimes oeen 
excelled in criticisms more philosophical, in topics more 
interesting, and in diction more coloured. But there is a 
personal charm in the character he has assumed in his periodi- 
oal Miscellanies, which is felt with such a gentle force, that 
we scarce advert to it. He has painted forth bis litUe 
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iramours, big individual feelings, and eternised himself to his 
jreaders. Johnson and Hawkesworth we receive with respect, 
md we dismiss with awe ; we come from their writings as 
fixmi public lectures, and from Addison's as from private eon- 
T^DBations. Montaigne preferred those of the ancients, who 
appear to write imder a conviction of what they said ; the 
eloquent Cicero declaims but coldly on liberty, while in the 
impetuous Brutus may be perceived a man who is resolved to 
pnvebase it with his l^e. We know little of Plutarch ; yet a 
spirit of honesty and persuasion in his works expresses a phi- 
losophical character capable of imitating, as well as admiring, 
tiie virtues he records. 

Steriie perhaps derives a portion of his celebrity from the 
same influence ; he interests us in his minutest motions, for 
he tells us all he feels. Bichardson was sensible of the power 
with which these minute strokes of description enter the 
beart, and which are so many fastenings to which the imagi- 
nation clings. He says, '^ If I give speeches and conversa- 
tions, I ought to give them justly ; for the humours and cha- 
racters of persons cannot be known, unless I repeat what they 
say, and their ffumner of saying." I confess I am infinitely 
pleased when Sir William Tem^e acquaints us with the size 
of his orange-trees, and with the flavour of his peaches and 
grapes, confessed by Frenchmen to equal those of France ; 
with his having had the honour to naturalise in this country 
four kinds of grapes, with his liberal disi^bution of them, be- 
cause " he ever thought all things of this kind the commoner 
they are the better." In a word, with his passionate attach- 
ment to his garden, where he desired his heart to be buried, 
of his desire to escape from great employments, and having 
passed five years without going to town, where, by the way, 
*' he had a large house always ready to receive him." Dryden 
has interspersed many of these little particulars in his prosaic 
oompositions, and I ^nk that his character and dispositions 
may be more correctly acquired by uniting these scattered 
notices, than by any biographical account which can now be 
given of this man of genius. 

From this agreeable mode of writing, a species of composi- 
tions may be discriminated, which seems above all others to 
identify the reader with the writer ; compositions which are 
often discovered in a fugitive state, but to which their authors 
w^re prompted by the fine impulses of genius, derived from 
the peculiarity of their situation. Dictated by the heart, or 
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polished with the fondness of delight^ these productions are! 
impressed by the seductive eloquence of genius, or attach us 
by the sensibility of taste. The object thus selected is no 
task imposed on the mind of the writer for the mere ambition 
of literature, but is a voluntary effusion, warm with all the 
sensations of a pathetic writer. In a word, they are the com- 
positions of genius, on a subject in which it is most deeply 
interested ; which it revolves on all its sides, which it pain& 
in all its tints, and which it finishes with the same ardour it 
began. Among such wx>rks may be placed the exiled Boling- 
broke's ** Reflections upon Exile;** the retired Petrarch *and 
Zimmerman*s Essays on ''Solitude;'* the imprisoned Boethinfi^s 
'^ Consolations of Philosophy ;" the oppressed Pierius Valeria- 
nus*s Catalogue of "Literary Cakmities;*' the deformed 
Hay*s Essay on "Deformity;** the projecting De Foe's 
"Essays on Projects;** the liberal Shenstone^ Poem on 
" Economy.*' 

We may respect the profound genius of voluminous writers ; 
they are a kind of painters who occupy great room, and fill 
up, as a satiHst expresses it, " an acre of canvas.'* But we 
love to dwell on those more delicate pieces, — a group of 
Cupids ; a Venus emerging from the waves ; a Psyche or an 
Aglaia, which embellish the cabinet of the man of taste. 

It should, indeed, be the characteristic of good Miscellanies, 

to be multifarious and concise. Usbek, the Persian of Hon-' 

tesquieu, is one of the profoundest philosophers, his letters 

are, however, but concise pages. Hochefoucault and La 

Bruyere are not superficial observers of human nature, 

although they have only written sentences. Of Tacitus it 

has been finely remarked by Montesquieu, that "he abridged 

everything because he saw everything.** Montaigne approves 

of Plutarch and Seneca, because their loose papers were suited 

to his dispositions, and where knowledge is acquired without 

a tedious study. " It is,** said he, " no great attempt to take 

one in hand, and I give over at pleasure, for they have no 

sequel or connexion.*' La Fontaine agreeably applauds short 

compositions : 

Lee longs oavrages me font penr ; 

Loin d'Spoiser nne matidre, 

On n'en doit prendre que la flenr ; 

and Old Francis Osborne has a coarse and ludicrous image in 
favour of such opuscula ; he says, " Huge volumes, like the 
•ox roasted whole at Bartholomew fur, may proclaim plenty 
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of labour and invention, but afford less of what is delicate, 
savoury, and well concocted, than smaller pieces, ^^ To quote 
so light a genius as the enchanting La Fontaine, and so solid 
a naind as the sensible Osborne, is taking in all the climates 
of the human mind ; it is touching at the equator, and push- 
ing on to the pole. 

Montaigne's works have been called by a cardinal " The 
Breviary of Idlers." It is therefore the book of man ; for 
all men are idlers; we have hours which we pass with 
lamentation, and which we know are always returning. At 
those moments miscellanists are conformable to all our 
humours. We dart along their airy and concise page ; and 
their lively anecdote or their profound observation are so 
nxany interstitial pleasures in our listless hours. 

The ancients were great admirers of miscellanies ; Aulus 
€rellius has preserved a copious list of titles of such works. 
These titles are so numerous, and include such gay and 
pleasing descriptions, that we may infer by their number 
that they were greatly admired by the pubHc, and by their 
titles that they prove the great delight their authors expe- 
rienced in their composition. Among the titles are "a 
basket of flowers;*' "an embroidered mantle;" and "a 
variegated meadow." Such a miscellanist as was the admirable 
^Erasmus deserves the happy description which Plutarch with 
an elegant enthusiasm bestows on Menander : he calls him 
the delight of philosophers fatigued with study ; that they 
have recourse to his works as to a meadow enamelled with 
flowers, where the sense is delighted by a purer air ; and very 
(degantly adds, that Menander has a salt peculiar to himself, 
drawn from the same waters that gave birth to Venus. 

The Troubadours, Contem's, and Jongleurs, practised what 
is yet called in the southern parts of France, Le guay Saher, 
or the gay science. I consider these as the Miscellanists of 
their day ; they had their grave moralities, their tragical his- 
tories, and their sportive tales ; their verse and their prose. 
The village was in motion at their approach ; the castle was 
opened to the ambulatory poets, and the feudal hypochon- 
diriac listened to their solemn instruction and their airy 
fancy. I would call miscellaneous composition Lb guat 
Sabeb, and I would have every miscellaneous, writer as 
solemn and as gay, as various and as pleasing, as these lively 
artists of versatility. 

Nature herself is most delightful in her miscellaneous 
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scenes. When I hold a Tolume of misceUaniea, and nm ova 
with avidity the titles of its contents, mj mind is endumted, 
as if it were placed among the landscapes of Yal^js, wluch 
Bousseau has described with such picturesque beaoty; I 
fancy myself seated in a cottafi;e amid those mountains, those 
valleys, those rocks, encircled by the enchantments of opticri 
illusion. I look, and behold at once the united seasons — ^^ AH 
climates in one place, all seasons in one instant." ' I gaze at 
once on a hundred rainbows, and trace the romantic figures 
of the shifting clouds. I seem to be in a temple dedicated 
to the service of the Goddess Yabibty. 



PREFACES. 

I DBCLABE myself infinitely delighted by a preface. Is it 
exquisitely written ? no literary morsel is more delicious. Is 
the author inveterately dull F it is a kind of preparatory in- 
formation, which may be very useful. It argues a deficiency 
in taste to turn over an elaborate preface, unread ; for it is tii^ 
attar of the author's roses ; every drop distilled at an im- 
mense cost. It is the reason of the reasoning, and the folly 
of the foolish. 

I do not wish, however, to conceal that several writers, as 
well as readers, have spoken very disrespectfully of this 
species of literature. That fine writer Montesquieu, in clos- 
ing the preface to his " Persian Letters," says, *' I do not 
praise my ' Persians ;' because it would be a very tedious 
thing, put in a place already very tedious of itself; I mean a 
preface." Spence, in the preface to his "Polymetis," in- 
forms us, that " there is not any sort of writing which he 
sits down to with so much tmwillingness as ^lat <^ pre- 
&ces ; and as he believes most people are not much fonder of 
reading them thto he is of writing them, he shall get over 
this as fast as he can." PeUsson warmly protested against 
prefatory composition ; but when he published the woncs of 
Sarrasin, was wise enough to compose a very pleasing one. 
He, indeed, endeavoured to justify himself for acting agaiart 
his own opinions, by this ingenious excuse, that, like funenl 
honours, it is proper to show the utmost regard for them 
when given to others, but to be inattentive to them for OQf- 
' selves. 

Notwithstanding all this evidence, I have some good rea- 
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•0D8 for admiring prefaces ; and barren as the investigation 
mxj appear, some literary amusement can be gathered. 

In the first place, I observe that a prefacer is generally a 
most accomplished liar. Is an author to be introduced to the 
public P the preface is as genuine a panegyric, and nearly as 
long a one, as that of Pliny's on the Emperor Trajan. Such 
a preface is ringing an alajrum bell for an author. If we look 
doser into the characters of these masters of ceremony, who 
thus sport with and defy the judgment of their reader, and 
wboy by their extravagant panegyric, do considerable injury to 
tlie cause of taste, we discover that some accidental occur- 
rence has occasioned this vehement affection for the author, 
and which, Uke that of another kind of love, makes one 
commit so many extravagances. 

Prefaces are indeed rarely sincere. It is justly observed by 
Sbenstone, in his prefatory Essay to the *' Elegies," that 
^ discourses prefixed to poetry inculcate such tenets as may 
exhibit the performance to the greatest advantage. The 
fabric is first raised, and the measures by which we are to 
judge of it are afterwards adjusted." This observation 
might be exemplified by more instances than some readers 
might choose to read. It will be sufficient to observe with 
what art both Pope and Fontenelle have drawn up their 
Sssays on the nature of Pastoral Poetry, that the rules they 
wished to establish might be adapted to their own pastorals. 
Has accident made some ingenious student apply himself to a 
subordinate branch of literature, or to some science which is 
not highly esteemed — Ibok in the preface for its sublime 
panegyric. Collectors of coins, dresses, and butterflies, have 
astonished the world with eiilogiums which would raise 
their particular studies into the first ranks of philosophy. 

It would s^pear that there is no lie to which a prefacer is 
not tempted. I pass over the commodious prefaces of 
Dryden, which were ever adapted to the poem and not to 
poetry, to the author and not to literature. 

The boldest preface-Uar was Aldus Manutius, who, having 
printed an edition of Aristophanes, first published in the 
preface that Saint .Chrysostom was accustomed to place this 
comic poet imder his pillow, that he might always have his 
works at hand. As, in that age, a saint was supposed to 
possess every human talent, good taste not excepted, Aristo- 
phanes thus recommended became a general favourite. The 
anecdote lasted for nearly two centuries \ and what was of 
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greater consequence to Aldus, quickened the sale of his Aris 
tophanes. This ingenious inyention of the pre&cer of Am 
tophanes at length was detected hy Menage. 

The insincerity of prefaces arises whenever an autiior 
would disguise his solicitude for his work, hj appearing n^- 
ligent, and even undesirous of its success. A writer wiD 
rarely conclude such a preface without hetraying^ himself. I 
think that even Dr. Johnson forgot his sound dialectic in 6f 
admirable Preface to his Dictionary. In one part he ssp. 
^'having laboured this work with so much application, I 
cannot but have some degree of parental fondness." Bat in 
his conclusion he tells us, '^ I dismiss it with frigid tranqml' 
lity, having little to fear or hope from censure or from 
praise." I deny the doctor's "frigidity." This polished 
period exhibits an affected stoicism, which no writer ever felt 
for the anxious labour of a great portion of life, addressed not 
merely to a class of readers, but to literary Europe. 

But if prefaces are rarely sincere or just, they are, not- 
withstanding, literary opuscula in which the author is mate- 
rially concerned. A work with a poor preface, like a person 
who comes with an indifferent recommendation, must displar 
uncommon merit to master our prejudices, and to please us. 
as it were, in spite of ourselves. Works ornamented by a 
finished preface, such as Johnson not infrequently presented 
to his friends or His booksellers, inspire us with awe ; we ob- 
serve a veteran guard placed in the porch, and we are induced 
to conclude from this appearance that some person of emi- 
nence resides in the place itself. 

The pubhc are treated with contempt when an author 
professes to publish his puerilities. This Warburton did, in 
his pompous edition of Shakspeare. In the preface he in- 
formed the public, that his notes " were among his younger 
amusements, when he turned over these sort of writenr 
This ungracious compliment to Shakspeare and the public, 
. merited that perfect scourging which our haughty commen- 
tator received from the sarcastic " Canons of Criticism."* 
Scudery was a writer of some genius, and great variety. 
His prefaces are remarkable for their gasconades. In his epic 
poem of Alaric, he says, " I have such a facility in writnig 
verses, and also in my invention, that a poem of double its 

* See the essay on Warburton and his disputes in '* Quarrels of 
Authors." — B». ^ 
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length would have cost me little trouble. Although it con- 
tains only eleven thousand lines, I believe that longer epics 
do not exhibit more embellishments than mine." And to 
oonclude with one more student of this class, Amelot de la 
Houssaie, in the preface to his translation of " The Prince" of 
Uachiavel, instructs us, that '' he considers his copy as supe- 
rior to the original, because it is everywhere intelligible, and 
Macbiavel is frequently obscure." I have seen in the play- 
bills of strollers, a very pompous description of the trium- 
phant entry of Alexander into Babylon; had they said 
nothing about the triumph, it might have passed without ex- 
erting ridicule ; and one might not so maliciously have per- 
ceived how ill the four candle-snuffers crawled as elephants, 
and the triumphal car discovered its want of a Ud. But 
having pre-excited attention, we had full leisure to sharpen 
our eye. To these imprudent authors and actors we may 
apply a Spanish proverb, which has the peculiar quaintness 
of that people, Aviendo pregonado vino, venden vinagre: 
" Having cried up their wine, they sell us vinegar." 

A ridiculous humility in a preface is not less despicable. 
Many idle apologies were formerly in vogue for publication, 
and formed a literary cant, of which now the meanest 
writers perceive the futility. A Hterary anecdote of the 
Homans has been preserved, which is sufficiently curious. 
One Albinus, in the preface to his Koman History, intercedes 
for pardon for his numerous blunders of phraseolog}*^ ; ob- 
serving that they were the more excusable, as he had com- 
posed his history in the Greek language, with which he was 
not so familiar as his maternal tongue. Cato severely raUies 
him on this ; and justly observes, that our Albinus had 
merited the pardon he soUcits, if a decree of the senate had 
compelled him thus to have composed it, and he could not 
have obtained a dispensation. The avowal of bur ignorance 
of the language we employ is Hke that excuse which some 
writers make for composing on topics in which they are 
little conversant. A reader's heart is not so easily mollified ; 
and it is a melancholy truth for literary men that the plea- 
spre of abusing an author is generally superior to that of 
admiring him. One appears to display more critical acumen 
iban the other, by showing that though we do not choose to 
take the trouble of writing, we have infinitely more genius 
than the author. These suppHant prefacers are described by 
Boileau. 



290 Literary Miscellanies. 

Un auteor H genonx dans une humble pr6&ee 
An lecteur qu'il ennaie a beau demander graoe ; 
II ne gagnera rien sor ce juge irrit^, 
Qui lui fiftit son procds de pleine autorit^. 

Low in a humble pre&oe authors kneel ; 
In Tain, the wearied reader's heart is steeL 
Callous, that irritated judge with awe, 
Inflicts the penalties and arms the law. 

The most entertaining prefaces in our language are those 
of Dryden ; and though it is ill-naturedly sai^ by Swifb, that 
they were merely formed 

To raise the Tdume^s price a shilling, 

yet these were the earliest commencements of English cri- 
ticism, and the first attempt to restrain the capriciousness of 
readers, and to form a national taste. Dryden has had the 
candour to acquaint us with his secret of prefatory composi- 
tion ; for in that one to his Tales he says, " the nature of 
preface-writing is rambling; never wholly out of the way, nor 
m it. This I have learnt from the practice of honest Mon- 
taigne." There is no great risk in establishing this observa- 
tion as an axiom in literature ; for should a prefacer loiter, it 
is never difficult to get rid of lame persons, by escaping from 
them ; and the reader may make a preface as concise as he 
chooses. 

It is possible for an author to paint himself in amiaUe 
colours, m this useful page^ without incurring the contempt 
of egotism. After a writer has rendered himself conspicuous 
by his industry or his genius, his admirers are not displeased 
to hear something relative to him firom himself. Hayley, in 
the preface to his poems, has conveyed an amiable feature in 
his personal character, by giving the cause of his devotion to 
literature as the only mode by which he could render himself 
of some utility to his country. There is a modesty in the 
prefaces of Pope, even when this great poet collected his im- 
mortal works; and in several other writers of the most 
elevated genius, in a Hume and a Bobertson, which becomes 
their happy successors to imitate, and inferior writers to con- 
template with awe. 

There is in prefaces a due respect to be shown to the pubfio 
and to ourselves. He that has no sense of self-dignity, will 
not inspire any reverence in others ; and the ebriety of vanity 
will be sobered by the alacrity we all feel in disturbing the 
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dreams of self-love. If we dare not attempt the rambling 
prefaces of a Bryden, we may still entertain the reader, ana 
soothe him into good-humour, for our own interest. This, 
perhaps, will be best obtained by making the preface (like the 
symphony to an opera) to contain something analogous to the 
work itself, to attune the mind into a harmony of tone.* 



STYLB. 



Etebt period of literature has its peculiar style, derived from 
some author of reputation ; and the history of a language, as 
an object of taste, might be traced through a collection of 
ample quotations from the most celebrated authors of each 
period. 

To Johnson may be attributed the establishment of our 
present refinement, and it is with truth he observes of his 
" Rambler," " That he had laboured to refine our language to 
grammatical purity, and to clear it from colloquial barbarisms, 
licentious idioms, and irregular combinations, and that he has 
added to the elegance of its construction and to the harmony 
of its cadence." In this description of his own refinement in 
style and grammatical accuracy, Johnson probably alluded to 
the happy carelessness of Addison, whose charm of natural 
ease long afterwards he discovered. But great inelegance of 
diction disgraced our language even so late as in 1736, when 
the " Inquiry into the Life of Homer" was published. That 
author was certainly desirous of all the graces of composition, 
and his volume by its singular sculptures evinces his inordi- 
nate affection for his work. This fanciful writer had a taste 
for polished writing, yet he abounds in expressions which now 
womd be considered as impure in literary composition. Such 
vulgarisms are common— the Greeks fell to their old trade 
of one tribe expelling another — the scene is always at Athens, 
and all the pother is some little jilting story — the haughty 
Koman snuffed at the suppleness. If such diction had not 
been usual with good wnters at that period, I should not 
have quoted Black wall. Middleton, in his " Life of Cicero," 
though a man of classical taste, and an historian of a classical 
era, could not preserve himself from colloquial inelegances ; 
the greatest characters are levelled by the poverty of his style. 

* See ''GorioBtties of literature,*' vol. i., for an article on PreBtces. 

1X2 
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Warburton, and liis imitator Hurd, and other living critics oF 
that school, are loaded with familiar idioms, which at presenls 
would debase even the style of conversation. 

Such was the influence of the elaborate novelty of Johnson, 
that every writer in every class servilely copied the Latinised 
style, ludicrously mimicking the contortions and re-echoing 
the sonorous nothings of our great lexicographer ; the novelist 
of domestic life, or the agriculturist in a treatise on turnips, 
alike aimed at the polysyllabic force, and the cadenced period. 
Such was the condition of English style for more than twenty- 
years. 

Some argue in favour of a natural style, and reiterate the 
opinion of many great critics that proper ideas will be accoia«- 
panied by proper words ; but though supported by the first 
authorities, they are not perhaps sufficiently precise in their 
definition. Writers may think justly, and yet write without 
any effect ; while a splendid style may cover a vacuity of 
thought. Does not this evident fact prove that style and 
thinking have not that inseparable connexion which many 
great writers have pronounced ? Milton imagined that beau* 
tiful thoughts produce beautiful expression. He says. 

Then feed on thoughts that yolontary moye 
Hannoniona numbert. 

Writing is justly called an art ; and Bousseau sayti, it is not 
an art easily acquired. Thinking may be the foundation of 
style, but it is not the superstructure ; it is the marble of 
the edifice, but not its architecture. The art of presenting^ 
our thoughts to another, is often a process of considelrable 
time and labour ; and the delicate task of correction, in the 
development of ideas, is reserved only for writers of fine taste. 
There are several modes of presenting an idea ; vulgar readers 
are only susceptible of the strong and palpable stroke : but 
there are many shades of sentiment, which to seize on and to 
paint is the pride and the labour of a skilful writer. A beau^ 
tiful simpHcity itself is a species of refinement, and no writ-er 
more solicitously corrected his works than Hume, who excels 
in this mode of composition. The philosopher highly ap- 
proves of Addison's definition of fine writing, who says, that 
it consists of sentiments which are natural, without being 
obvious. This is a definition of thought rather than of com- 
position. Shenstone has hit the truth ; for fine writing he 
defines to be generally the e£&ct of spontaneous thoughts and 



style. 298 

% laboured style. Addison was not insensible to tbese cbanns, 
and he felt tbe seductive art of Cicero wben he said, that 
^ there is as much difference in apprehending a thought 
clothed in Cicero's language and that of a common author, as 
in seeing an object by the light of a taper, or by the light of 
the sun." 

Mai^kbbists in style, however great their powers, rather 
excite the admiration than the affection of a man of taste ; 
because their habitual art dissipates that illusion of sincerity, 
which we love to believe is the impulse which places the pen 
in the hand of an author. Two eminent literary mannerists 
are Cicero and Johnson. We know these great men consi- 
dered their eloquence as a deceptive art ; of any subject, it 
had been indifferent to them which side to adopt ; and in 
reading their elaborate works, our ear is more frequently 
gratified by the ambitious magniGcence of their diction, than 
our heart penetrated by the pathetic enthusiasm of their senti- 
ments. Writers who are not mannerists, but who seize the 
appropriate tone of their subject, appear to feel a conviction of 
what they attempt to persuade their reader. It is observ- 
able, that it is impossible to imitate with uniform felicity 
the noble simplicity of a pathetic writer ; while the peculian- 
ties of a mannerist are so far from being difficult, that they 
are displayed with nice exactness by middling writers, who, 
although their own natural manner had nothing interesting, 
have attracted notice by such imitations. We may apply to 
some monotonous mannerists these verses of Boileau : 

Yonlez-Yona du public m^riter les amount 
Sans cease en 6criTant yariez yos disconrs. 
On lit pea ces autenrs n^s ponr nons ennuier, 
Qui toBJours sar un ton semblent psabnodier. 

Would yon the public's enyied favonrs gain ? 
Ceaseless, in writing, yariegate the strain ; 
The heavy anthor, who the fancy calms, 
Seems in one tone to chant his nasal psalms. 

Every style is excellent, if it be proper ; and that style is 
most proper which can best convey the intentions of the 
author to his reader. And, after all, it is style alone by 
which posterity will judge of a great work, for an author can 
have nothing truly his own but his style ; facts, scientific dis- 
coveries, and every kind of information, may be seized by all, 
but an author's diction cannot be taken from him. Hence 
very learned writers have been neglected, while their learning 
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has not been lost to the world, by having been given by 
writers with more amenitj. It is therefore the duty of an. 
author to learn to write as well as to learn to think ; and 
this art can only be obtained by the habitual study of his 
sensations, and an intimate acquaintance with the intellectual 
faculties. These are the true prompters of those felicitous 
expressions which give a tone congruous to the subject, and. 
which invest our thoughts with all the illusion, the bc^tuty, 
and motion of lively perception. 



GOLDSMITH AND JOHNSON. 

We should not censure artists and writers for their attach- 
ment to their favourite excellence. Who but an artist caii. 
value the ceaseless inquietudes of arduous perfection; oaaa 
trace the remote possibilities combined in a close union ^ 
the happy arrangement and the novel variation ? He not 
only is affected by the performance like the man of taste, but 
is influenced by a peculiar sensation j for while he contem- 
plates the i^parent beauties, he traced in his own mind those 
invisible processes by which the final beauty was accom- 
plished. Hence arises that species of comparative oriticisn^ 
which one great author usu£dly makes of his own manner 
with that of another great writer, and which so often causes 
him to be stigmatised with the most unreasonable vanity. 

The character of Goldsmith, so underrated in his own 
day, exemplifies this principle in the literary character. That 
pleasing writer, without any perversion of intellect or infla- 
tion of vanity, might have contrasted his powers with those 
of JoHKSOK, and might, according to his own ideas, have 
considered himself as not inferior to lus more celebrated and 
learned rival. 

Goldsmith might have preferred the felicity of his own 
genius, which like a native stream flowed from a natural 
source, to the elaborate powers of Johnson, which in some 
respects may be compared to those artificial waters whieh 
throw their sparkling currents in Uie air, to fall into marUd 
basins. He might have considered that he had embellished 
philosophy with poetical el^ance; and have preferred the 
paintings of his descriptions, to the terse versification and the 
pointed sentences of Johnson. He might have been more 
pleased with the faithful representations of English mannas 
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m Ms " Vicar of Wakefield," than with the borrowed grandeur 
and the exotic fancy of the Oriental Rasselas. He might have 
believed, what many excellent critics have believed, that in this 
B^ comedy requires more genius than tragedy ; and with his 
andience he might have infinitely more esteemed his own 
original humour, than Johnson's rhetorical declamation. He 
might have thought, that with inferior literature he displayed 
superior genius, and with less profundity more gaiety. He 
might have considered that the facility and vivacity of his 
pleasing compositions were preferable to that art, that habitual 
pomp, and that ostentatious eloquence, which prevail in the 
operose labours of Johnson. No one might be more sensible 
than himself, that he, according to the happy expression of 
Johnson (when his rival was in his grave), " tetigit et ornavit." 
€k>ldsmith, therefore, without any singular vanity, might 
have concluded, from his own reasonings, that he was not an 
inferior writer to Johnson : all this not having been consi- 
dered, he has come down to posterity as the vainest and the 
most jealous of writers ; he whose dispositions were the most 
inoffensive, whose benevolence was the most extensive, and 
whose amiableness of heart has been concealed by its artless- 
ness, and passed over in the sarcasms and sneers of a more 
doquent rival, and his submissive partisans. 



SELP-CHARACTERS. 

Thxbe are two species of minor biography which may be dis- 
criminated; detailing our own life and portraying our own 
character. The writing our own life has been practised with 
various success ; it is a delicate operation, a stroke too much 
may destroy the effect of the whole. If once we detect an 
author deceiving or deceived, it is a livid spot which infects 
the entire body. To publish one's own life has sometimes 
been a poor artifice to bring obscurity into notice ; it is the 
ebriety of vanity, and the deUrium of egotism. When a great 
man leaves some memorial of his days, the grave consecrates 
the motive. There are certain things which relate to our- 
selves, which no one can know so well ; a great genius obliges 
posterity when he records them. But they must be com- 
posed with calmness, with simplicity, and with sincerity; the 
biographic sketch of Hume, written by himself, is a model 
of Attic simplicity. The Life of Lord Herbert is a biogra. 
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phical curiosity. The Memoirs of Sir William Jones, of 
Priestley, and of Gibbon, oflPer us the daily life of tHe 
student ; and those of Colley Gibber are a fine picture of the 
self-painter. We have some other pieces of self-biograpby, 
precious to the philosopher.* 

The other species of minor biography, that of portraying^ 
our own character, could only have been invented by the most 
refined and the vainest nation. The French long cherished 
thb darling egotism; and have a collection of these self-- 
portraits in two bulky volumes. The brilliant Fl^chier, and 
the refined St. Evremond, have framed and glazed their 
portraits. Every writer then considered his character as 
necessary as his preface. The fashion seems to have passed 
over to our country ; Farquhar has drawn his character in a 
letter to a lady; and others of our writers have given nm 
their own miniatures. 

There was, as a book in my possession will testify, a certain 
verse-maker of the name of Gantenac, who, in 1662, published 
in the city of Paris a volume, containing some thousands of 
verses, which were, as his countrymen express it, de safagon^ 
after his own way. He fell so suddenly mto the darkest and 
deepest pit of oblivion, that not a trace of his memory would 
have remained, had he not condescended to give ample in- 
formation of every particular relative to himself He has ac- 
quainted us with his size, and tells us, '* that it is rare .to see 
a man smaller than himself. I have that in common with all 
dwarfs, that if my head only were seen, I should be thought 
a large man^' This atom in creation then describes his oval 
and full face ; his fiery and eloquent eyes : his vermil lips ; 
his robust constitution, and his effervescent passions. He 
appears to have been a most petulant, honest, and diminutive 
bemg. 

The description of his intellect is the object of our curiosity. 
''I am as ambitious as any person can be ; but I would not 
sacrifice my honour to my ambition. I am so sensible to 
contempt, that I bear a mortal and implacable hatred against 
those who contemn me, and I know 1 could never reconcile 
myself with them ; but I spare no attentions for those I 
love ; I would give them my fortune and my life. 1 some* 
times lie; but generally in affairs of gallantry, where 1 volun- 

* Pne of the most intereitbg is that of Gifford, sppended to his trans* 
lation of Jnyenal ; it is a most remarkable record of the stmggles of 
its author in earlj life, told with candour and simplidtj. — Bd. 
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tarilj confirm falsehoods by oaths, without reflection, for swear- 
ing with me is a habit. I am told that my mind is brilliant, 
and that I have a certain manner in turning a thought which 
is quite my own. I am agreeable in conversation, though I 
confess I am often troublesome ; for I maintain paradoxes to 
display my genius, which savour too much of scholastic sub- 
ter^ges. I speak too often and too long ; and as I have 
some reading, and a copious memory, I am fond of showing 
whatever I know. My judgment is not so solid as my wit is 
Hvely. I am often melancholy and unhappy ; and this som- 
hrous disposition proceeds from my numerous disappoint- 
ments in life. My verse is preferred to my prose ; and it has 
been of some use to me in pleasing the fair sex ; poetry is 
xnost adapted to persuade women ; but otherwise it has been 
of no service to me, and has, I fear, rendered me unfit for 
many advantageous occupations, in which I might have 
drudged. The esteem of the fair has, however, charmed 
away my complaints. This good fortune has been obtained 
by me, at the cost of many cares, and an unsubdued patience; 
for I am one of those who, in affairs of love, will suffer an 
entire year, to taste the pleasures of one day." 

This character of Cantenac has some local features ; for an 
English poet would hardly console himself with so much 
gaiety. The Frenchman's attachment to the ladies seems to 
be equivalent to the advantageous occupations he had lost. 
But as the miseries of a literary man, without conspicuous 
talents, are always the same at Paris as in London, tnere are 
some parts of this character of Cantenac which appear to 
describe them with truth. Cantenac was a man of honour ; 
as warm in his resentment as his gratitude ; but deluded by 
literary vanity, he became a writer in prose and verse, and 
while he saw the prospects of life closing on him, probably 
considered that the age was unjust. A melancholy example 
for certain volatile and fervent spirits, who, by becoming 
authors, either submit their felicity to the caprices of others, 
or annihilate the obscure comforts of life, and, like him, 
having " been told that their mind is brilliant, and that they 
have a certain manner in turning a thought,'* become writers, 
Mid complain that they are " often melancholy, owing to their 
numerous disappointments." H^py, however, if the obscure, 
yet too sensible writer, can suffer an entire year, for the enjoy- 
ment of a single day ! But for this, a man must have been 
bom in France. 
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ON RSADIN0. 

WniTiHa is justly denominated an art ; I think that 
claims the same distinction. To adorn ideas with elegance ■ 
an act of the mind superior to that of receiving them ; \mt 
to receive them with a happy discrimination is the effect a£ 
a practised taste. 

\et it will be found that taste alone is not suffideot t» 
obtain the proper end of reading. Two persona of equal tute 
rise from the perusal of the same book with very diflfenefe 
notions : the one will have the ideaa of the authox at coi ' 
mand, and find a new train of s^itiment awakened; wlaStg 
the other quits his author in a pleasing distraction^ but «f 
the pleasures of reading nothing remains but tumultiUMV 
sensations. 

To account for these difi^nt efiects, we must have reoevnt 
to a logical distinction, which appears to reveal one of tfa* 
great mysteries in the art of reading. Logicians disttngnnh 
Between perceptions and ideas. Perception ia that faeulty a£ 
the mind which notices the simple impression of objeeti : boi 
when these objects exist in the mind, and are there treaiaad 
and arranged as materials for reflection, then they are oalM 
ideas. A perception is like a transient sunbeam, which joi 
shows the object, but leaves neither light nor ¥ranntdi ; ^^dv 
an idea is like the fervid beam of noon, which throws a ssHiit 
and powerful light. 

Many ingenious readers complain that their memory is^ 
fective, and their studies unfruitful. This defect arises fam 
their indulgbg the facile pleasureeof pereeptioaft) in pftiliiMi 
to the laborious habit of forming them into ideas. FeKSfHitm 
require only the sensibility of taste, aad their pleaaoms a» 
continuousy easy, and exquisite. Ideas are an art of etf^ 
binatioB, and an exertion of the reasoning powers, l^em^t^ \ 
thtfeibre labours ; and for those who will not labour, it »< 
just to eomplaia, if they come from the harvest with « 
a sheaf im their hands. 

There are secrete in the art of reading which tai^ 
fi M ^i i itafa^ ita purposes, by assisting the memory, and 
mwrtim^ uiteiieeiQal opulence. Some our own inf^n^J 
must tijnn, and perhaps every student has peculiar bsii»5 
stody, a*, m sort-hand, almost every writer has a sj»^mm 
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Ifc 18 an observation of the elder Pliny (who, having been 
a volominoas compiler, must have had great experience in the 
art of reading), that there was no book so bad but which 
oootained something good. To read every book would, how- 
ever, be fatal to the interest of most readers ; but it is not 
always necessary, in the pursuits of learning, to read every 
book entire. Of many books it is sufficient to seize the plan, 
and to examine some of their portions. Of the little supple- 
ment at the close of a volume, few readers conceive the 
utility ; but some of the most eminent writers in Europe 
have been great adepts in the art of index reading. I, for 
my part, venerate the inventor of indexes ; and I know not 
to whom to yield the preference, either to Hippocrates, who 
was the first great anatomiser of the human body, or to that 
unknown labourer in literature, who first laid open the nerves 
and arteries of a book. Watts advises the perusal of the 
prefaces and the index of a book, as they both give light on 
its contents. 

The ravenous appetite of Johnson for reading is expressed 
in a strong metaphor by Mrs. Knowles, who said, " he knows 
how to read better than any one ; he gets at the substance of 
a book directly : he tears out the heart of it.** Gibbon has 
a new idea in the " Art of Beading ;'* he says " we ought 
not to attend to the order of our books so much as of our 
thoughts. The perusal ^f a particular work jfives birth per- 
haps to ideas unconnected with the subject it treats ; I pur- 
sue these ideas, and quit my proposed plan of reading." Thus 
in the midst of Hom^ he read Longinus ; a chapter of Longi- 
uns led to an epistle of Pliny ; and having finished Longinus, 
he followed the train of his ideas of the sublime and beautiful 
in the " Enquiry ** of Burke, and concluded by comparing 
the ancient with the modern Longinus. 

There are some mechanical aids in reading which may 
prove of great utility, and form a kind of rejuvenescence of 
our early studies. Mcmtaigne placed at the end of a book 
which he intended not to rep^use, the time he had read it, 
with a concise decision <m its merits ; " that,'* says he, " it 
may thus represent to me the ah* and general idea I had con- * 
ceived of the author, in reading the work." We have several 
of these annotations. Of Young the poet it is noticed, that 
whenever he came to a striking passage he folded the leaf; 
and that at his death, books have been found in his library 
which had long resisted the power of closing : a mode more 
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easy than useful ; for after a length of time they must be 
again read to know why they were folded. This difficulty is 
obviated by those who note in a blank leaf the pages to be 
referred to, with a word of criticism. Nor let us consider 
these minute directions as unworthy the most enlarged minds : 
by these petty exertions, at the most distant periods, may 
learning obtain its authorities, and fancy combine its ideas. 
Seneca, in sending some volumes to his ^end Lucilius, accom- 
panies them with notes of particular passages, " that," be 
observes, " you who only aim at the useflil may be spared the 
trouble of examining them entire.*' I have seen books noted 
by Voltaire with a word of censure or approbation on the page 
itself, which was his usual practice ; and these volumes are 
precious to every man of taste. Formey complained that the 
books he lent Voltaire were returned always disfigured by his 
remarks ; but he was a writer of the old school.* 

A professional student should divide his readings into a 
v/niform reading which is useful, and into a diversijled read- 
ing which is pleasant. Guy Patin, an eminent physician and 
man of letters, had a just notion of this manner. He says, 
" I daily read Hippocrates, Galen, Fernet, and other illustrious 
masters of my profession ; this I caU my profitable readings. 
I frequently read Ovid, Juvenal, Horace, Seneca, Tacitus, and 
others, and these are my recreations.** We must observe 
these distinctions ; for it frequeniiy happens that a lawyer or 
a physician, with great industry and love of study, by giving 
too much into his diversified readings, may utterly neglect 
what should be his uniform studies. 

A reader is too often a prisoner attached to the triumphal 
ear of an author of great celebrity ; and when he ventures 
not to judge for himself, conceives, while he is reading the 
indifferent works of great authors, that the languor which he 
experiences arises from his own defective taste. But the best 
writers, when they are i^vluminous, have a great deal of 
mediocrity. 

On the other side, readers must not imagine that all the 
pleasures of composition depend on the author, for there is 
something which a reader himself must bring to the book that 
the book may please. There is a literary appetite, which the 
author can no more impart than the most skilful cook can 

* The account of Oldys and his maniucripta, in the third Tolam« of 
the '^Cariomties of Llteratvrei** will farnish abtindant pn>of of the ralue 
of raeh diqfyuratiens when the work of eertain hMidt. •<—£]>. 
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give an appetency to the guests. When Cardinal Kichelieu 
said to Godeau, that he did not understand his verses, the 
honest poet replied that it was not his fault. The temporary 
tone of the mind may be unfavourable to taste a work pro- 
perly, and we have had many erroneous criticisms from great 
men, which may often be attributed to this circumstance. 
The mind communicates its infirm dispositions to the book, 
and an author has not only his own defects to account for, 
but also those of his reader. There is something in compo- 
sition like the game of shuttlecock, where if the reader do not 
quickly rebound the feathered cock to the author, the game 
is destroyed, and the whole spirit of the work falls extinct. 

A frequent impediment in reading is a disinclination in the 
mind to settle on the subject ; agitated by incongruous and 
dissimilar ideas, it is with pain that we admit those of the 
author. But on applying ourselves with a gentle violence to 
the perusal of an interesting work, the mind soon assimilates 
to the subject ; the ancient rabbins advised their young stu- 
dents to apply themselves to their readings, whether they 
felt an inclination or not, because, as they proceeded, they 
would find their disposition restored and their curiosity 
awakened. 

Headers may be classed into an infinite number of divi- 
sions ; but an author is a solitary being, who, for the same 
reason he pleases one, must consequently displease another. 
To have too exalted a genius is more prejudicial to his 
celebrity than to have a moderate one ; for we shall find that 
the most popular works are not the most profound, but 
such as instruct those who require instruction, and 
charm those who are not too learned to taste their 
novelty. Lucilius, the satirist, said, that he did not write for 
Persius, for Scipio, and for Rutilius, persons eminent for their 
science, but for the Tarentines, the Consentines, and the 
Sicilians. Montaigne has complained that he found his 
readers too learned, or too ignorant, and that he could only 
please a middle class, who have just learning enough to com- 
prehend him. Congreve says, " there is in true beauty some- 
thing which vulgar souls cannot admire." Balzac complains 
bitterly of readers, — "A period," he cries, " shall have cost 
us the labour of a day ; we shall have distilled into an essay 
the essence of our mind ; it may be a finished piece of art ; 
and they think they are indulgent when they pronounce it 
to contain some pretty things, and that the style is not bad 1" 
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There is sometliing in exquisite composition which ordinary 
readers can never understand. 

Authors are vain, hut readers are capricious. Some will 
only read old hooks, as if there were no valuahle truths 
to he discovered in modem puhlications ; while others will 
only read new hooks, as if some valuahle truths are not amon^ 
the old. Some wiU not read a hook, hecause they are 
acquainted with the author ; hy which the reader may be 
more injured than the author : others not only read the hook, 
hut would also read the man ; hy which the most ingeniouB 
author may he injured hy the most impertinent reader. 



ON HABITUATINa 0URSBLVB8 TO AN INDIVIDUAIi 

PURSUIT. 

Two things in human life are at continual variance, and with- 
out escaping from the one we must he separated from the 
other; and these are ennm and pleasure. Ennui is an 
affioting sensation, if we may thus express it, from a want of 
sensation ; and pleasure is greater pleasure according to the 
quantity of sensation. That sensation is received in propor- 
^on to the capacity of our organs ; and that practice, or, 
as it has heen sometimes called, *^ educated feeling,*' enlargee 
this capacity, is evident in such familiar instances as those of 
the hlind, who have a finer tact, and the jeweller, who has a 
finer sight, than other men who are not so deeply interested 
in refining their vision and their touch. Intense attention is, 
therefore, a certain means of deriving more numerous plea- 
sures from its ohject. 

Hence it is that the poet, long employed on a poem, haa 
received a quantity of pleasure which no reader can ever feeL 
In the progress of any particular pursuit, there are a hun- 
dred fugitive sensations which are too intellectual to he em- 
hodied into language. Every artist knows that hetween the 
thought that first gave rise to his design, and each one which 
appears in it, there are innumerahle intermediate evanescences 
of sensation which no man felt hut himself. These pleasures 
are in number according to the intenseness of his facultiea 
and the quantity of his lahour. 

It is so in any particular pursuit, from the manufacturings 
of pins to the construction of philosophical systems. Evenr 
individual can exert that quantity of mind necessary to hm 
wants and adapted to his situation ; the quality of pleasttfe is- 



Habituating Ourselves to an Individual Pursuit. 808 

xiotliiDg in the present question : for I think that we are mis- 
taken concerning the gradations of human felicity. It does 
at first appear, that an astronomer rapt in ahstfaction, while 
he gazes on a star, must feel a more exquisite delight than a 
farmer who is conducting his team ; or a poet experience a 
higher gratification in modulating verses than a trader in 
arranging sums. But the happiness of the ploughman 
and the trader may he as satisfactory as that of the 
astronomer and the poet. Our mind can only he con- 
Tersant with those sensations which surround us, and pos- 
sessing the skill of managing them, we can form an arti- 
ficial felicity ; it is certain that what the soul does not feel, no 
more affects it than what the eye does not see. It is thus 
that the trader, habituated to humble pursuits, can never be 
unhappy because he is not the general of an army ; for this 
idea of felicity he has never received. The philosopher who 
gives his entire years to the elevated pursuits of mind, is 
never unhappy be^^use he is not in possession of an Indian 
opulence, for the idea of accumulating this exotic splendour 
has never entered the range of his combinations. Nature, an 
impartial mother, renders felicity as perfect in the school-boy 
who scourges his top, as in the astronomer who regulates his 
star. The thing contained can only be equal to the container ; a 
full glass is as full as a full bottle ; and a human soul may be as 
^luch satisfied in the lowest of human beings as in the h^hest. 

In the progress of an individual pursuit, what philosophers 
call the associating or sugg^ting idea is ever busied, and in 
its beautiful effects genius is most deeply concerned ; for be- 
sides those trains of thought the great artist falls into during 
his actual composition, a distinct habit accompanies real 
genius through Hfe in the activity of his associating idea, when 
not at his work ; it is at all times pressing and conducting his 
spontaneous thoughts, and every object which suggests them, 
however apparently trivial or unconnected towards itself, 
making what it wills its own, while instinctively it seems in- 
attentive to whatever has no tendency to its own purposes. 

Many peculiar advantages attend the cultivation of one 
master passion or occupation. In superior minds it is a 
sovereign that exiles others, and in inferior minds it enfeebles 
pernicious propensities. It may render us useful to ourfellow- 
<utizens, and it imparts the most perfect independence to our- 
selves. It is observed by a great mathematician, that a 
geometrician would not be unhappy in a desert. 
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ON NOVBLTT IN LITERATUEB. 

iAiiii is said/' exclaims the lively La Brajire ; but at the 
moment, by his own admirable Reflections, confutes the 
system he would establish. An opinion of the ex- 
msted state of literature has been a popular prejudice of 
>te existence ; and an unhappy idea of a wise ancient, who, 
ren in his day, lamented that *' of books there is no end,'* 
been transcribed in many books. He who has critically 
[amined any branch of literature has discovered how little of 
isl invention is to be found even in the most excellent 
rorks. To add a little to his predecessors satisfies the ambi- 
flion of the first geniuses. The popular notion of literary 
[novelty is an idea more fanciful than exact. Many are yet 
to learn that our admired originals are not such as they mis- 
take them to be ; that the plans of the most original perform- 
ances have been borrowed ; and that the thoughts of the most 
admired compositions are not wonderful discoveries, but only 
truths, which the ingenuity of the author, by arranging the 
intermediate and accessary ideas, has unfolded from that con- 
fused sentiment, which those experience who are not accus- 
tomed to think with depth, or to discriminate with accuracy. 
This Novelty in Literature is, as Pope defines it, 

What oft was thouj^t, bat ne*er lo well expressed. 

Novelty, in its rigid acceptation, will not be found in any 
judicious production. 

Voltaire looked on everything as imitation. He observes 
that the most original writers borrowed one from another, 
and says that the instruction we gather from books is like 
fire — we fetch it from our neighbours, kindle it at home, and 
communicate it to others, till it becomes the property of all. 
He traces some of the finest compositions to the fountain- 
head ; and the reader smiles when he perceives that they have 
travelled in regular succession through China, India, Arabia, 
and Greece, to France and to England. 

To the obscurity of time are the ancients indebted for that 
originality in which they are imagined to excel, but we know 
how frequently they accuse each other ; and to have borrowed 
copiously from preceding writers was not ccHisidered criminal 
^y such illustrious authors as Plato and Cicero. The <^neid 

X 
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of Virgil displays little invention in tbe incidents, for it anites 
the plan of the Iliad and the Odyssey, 

Our own early writers have not more originality than 
modem genius may aspire to reach. To imitate and to rival 
the Italians and the French formed their devotion. Chaucer, 
Gower, and Gawin Douglas, were all spirited imitators, ajid 
frequently only masterly translators. Spenser, the father of 
so many poets, is himself the child of the Ausonian Muae. 
Milton is incessantly borrowing &om the poetry of his day. 
In the beautiful Masque of Comus he preserved all the cir- 
cumstances of the work he in^itated. Tasso opened for him 
the Tartarean Gulf ; the sublime description of the bridge 
may be found in Sadi, who borrowed it from the Turkurh 
theology ; the paradise of fools is a wild flower, transplanted 
from the wilderness of Ariosto. The rich poetry of Gray is a 
wonderful tissue, woven on the frames, and composed with 
the gold threads, of others. To Cervantes we owe Butlec ; 
and the united abilities of three great wits, in their Martinus 
Scriblerus^ could find no other mode of conveying their powers 
but by imitating at once Don Quixote and Monsieur Oufle. 
Pope, like Boileau, had all the ancients and modems in his 
pay ; the contributions he levied were not the pillages of a 
bandit, but the taxes of a monarch. Swifb is much indebted 
for the plans of his two very original performances : he owes 
the " Travels of Gulliver " to the ** Voyages of Cyrano de 
Bergerac to the Sun and Moon ;" a writer, who, without the 
acuteness of Swift, has wilder flashes of fancy ; Joseph Warton 
has observed many of Swift's strokes in Bishop Godwin's 
" Man in the Moon," who, in his turn, must have borrowed 
his work from Cyrano. '* The Tale of a Tub " is im imita- 
tion of such various originals, that they are too numerous 
here to mention. Wotton observed, justly, that in many 
places the author's wit is not his own. Dr. Ferriar's " Essay 
on the Imitations of Sterne" might be considerably aug* 
mented. Such are the writers, however, who imitate, but 
remain inimitable ! 

Montaigne, with honest naivete, compares his writings to 
a thread that binds the flowers of others ; Mid that, by in- 
cessantly pouring the waters of a few good old authors into 
his sieve, some drops fall upon his paper. The good old man 
elsewhere acquaints us with a certain stratagem of his own 
invention, consisting of his inserting whole sentences from 
the ancients^ without acknowledgmei^^ that the critics might 
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Honder, by giving nazardes to Seneca and Plutarch, while 
they imagined they tweaked his nose. Petrarch, who is not 
the inventor of that tender poetry of which he is the model, 
and Boccaccio, called the father of Italian novelists, have alike 
profited by a studious perusal of writers, who are now only 
read l>y those who have more curiosity than tast«. Boiardo 
has imitated Pulci, and Ariosto, Boisudo. The madness of 
(Mando Furioso, though it wears, by its extravagance, a very 
anginal air, is only imitated from Sir Launcelot in the old 
romance of " Morte Arthur," with which, Warton observes, it 
agrees in every leading circumstance ; and what is the Cardenio 
trf Cervantes but the Orlando of Ariosto ? Tasso has imitated 
the Iliad, and enriched his poem with episodes from the 
Ajneid. It is jcurious to observe that even Dante, wild and 
original as he appears, when he meets Virgil in the Inferno, 
warmly expresses his gratitude for the many fine passages for 
which he was indebted to his works, and on which he says he 
had "long meditated." Moli^re and La Fontaine are con- 
sidered to possess as much originality as any of the French 
writers ; yet the learned Menage calls Molidre *' im grand et 
habile picoreur ;" and Boileau tells us that La Fontaine bor- 
rowed his style and matter from Marot and Eabelais, and 
took his subjects firom Boccaccio, Poggius, and Ariosto. Nor 
was the eccentric Babelais the inventor of most of his bur- 
lesque narratives ; and he is a very close imitator of Folengo, 
the inventor of the macaronic poetry, and not a little indebted 
to the old Facezie of the Italians. Indeed Marot, Villon, as 
well as those we have noticed, profited by the authors anterior 
to the age of Francis I. La Bniyere incorporates whole 
passages of Publius Syrus in his work, as the translator of 
the latter abundantly shows. To the " Turkish Spy " was 
Montesquieu beholden for his " Persian Letters," and a 
numerous crowd are indebted to Montesquieu. Comeille 
made a liberal use of Spanish literature ; aud the pure waters 
of Racine flowed firom the fountains of Sophocles and Euri- 
pides. 

This vein of imitation runs through the productions of our 
greatest authors. Vigneul de Mar^olle compares some of the 
first writers to bankers who are rich with the assembled for- 
tunes of individuals, and would be ofben rained were they too 
hardly drawn on. 
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VERS DE SOOlfert. 

Plikt, in an epistle to Tuscus, advises him to intermix 
among his severer studies the softeniDg charms of poetry ; 
and notices a species of poetical composition which merits 
critical animadversion. . I shall quote Pliny in the language 
of his elegant translator. He says, '* These pieces commonly 
go under the title of poetical amusements ; hut these amuse- 
ments have sometimes gained as much reputation to their 
authors as works of a more serious nature. It is surprising 
how much the mind is entertained and enlivened by these 
little poetical compositions, as they turn upon subjects of 
gallantry, satire, tenderness, politeness, and everything, in 
short, that concerns life, and the affairs of the world." 

This species of poetry has been carried to its utmost por^ 
fection by the French. It has been discriminated by them, 
from the mass of poetry, under the apt title of '* PoMe^ 
Ugeres^^ and sometimes it has been significantly called *' Ven 
de SooiSie,^^ The French writers have formed a body of tlus 
Aigitive poetry which no European nation can rival ; and to 
w&ch both the language and genius appear to be greatly 
&vourable. 

The " Fohies Ugh'es*^ are not merely compositions of a 
light and gay .turn, but are equally employed as a vehicle for 
tender and pathetic sentiment. They are nevar long, for they 
are consecrated to the amusement of society. The author 
appears to have composed them for his pleasure, not for his 
glory ; and he charms his readers, because he seems careless 
of their approbation. 

Every delicacy of sentiment must find its delicacy of 
expression, and every tenderness of thought must be softened 
by the tenderest tones. Nothing trite or trivial must enfeeble 
and chill the imagination; nor must the ear be denied its 
gratification by a rough or careless verse. In these works 
nothing is pardoned ; a word may disturb, a line may destroy 
the charm. 

The passions of the poet may form the subjects of his verse. 
It is in these writings he delineates himself; he reflects his 
tastes, his desires, his humours, his amours, and even his de» 
fects. In other poems the poet disappears under the feigned 
character he assumes ; here alone he speaks, here he acts. He 
makes a confidant of the reader, interests him in his hopes and 
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his sorrows ; we admire the poet, and conclude with esteem- 
ing the man. The poem is the complaint of a lover, or a 
compliment to a patron, a vow of friendship, or a hjmn of 
grabtude. 

These poems have often, with great success, displayed pic- 
totBs of manners ; for here the poet colours the ohjects with 
aH the hues of social life. Reflection must not he amplified, 
for these are pieces devoted to the fancy; a scene may he 
painted throughout the poem ; a sentiment must he conveyed 
m a verse. In the "Grongar Hill" of Dyer we discover 
some strokes which may serve to exempHfy this criticism. 
The poet, contemplating the distantriandscape, ohserves — 

A Btep methinks may pass the stream, 
So little distant dangers seem ; 
So we mistake the future's face, 
Eyed through Hope's deluding glass. 

It must not he supposed that, hecause these poems are con- 
cise, they are of easy production ; a poet's genius may not he 
diminutive hecause his pieces are so ; nor must we call them, 
as a fine sonnet has heen called, a difficult trifle. A circle 
may he very small, yet it may he as mathematically heautiful 
and perfect as a larger one. To such compositions we may 
apply the ohservation of an ancient critic, that though a little 
thmg gives perfection, yet perfection is not a little thing. 

The poet must be alike poHshed by an intercourse with the 
world as with the studies of taste ; one to whom labour is 
negligence, refinement a science, and art a nature. 

.Genius will not always be sufficient to impart that grace of 
ataienity. Many of the French nobility, who cultivated 
poetry, have therefore offcener excelled in these poetical 
amusements than more professed poets. France once de- 
l^hted in the amiable and ennobled names of Nivemois, 
Boufflers, and St. Aignan ; they have not been considered as 
unworthy rivals of Chaulieu and Bernard, of Voltaire and 
Gresset. 

All the minor odes of Horace, and the entire Anacreon, are 
compositions of this kind ; effusions of the heart, and pictures 
olt the imagination, which were produced in the convivial, the 
amatory, and the pensive hour. Our nation has not alwayd 
been successful in these performances ; they have not been 
khidred to its genius. With Charles II. something of a 
gayer and more airy taste was communicated to our poetry, 
but it was desultory and incorrect. Waller, both by his 
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habits and his genius, was well adapted to excel in this 
poetry ; and he has often attained the perfection which 1«lie 
state of the language then permitted. Prior has a variety oC 
sallies ; but his humour is sometimes gross,. and his Tersifioa- 
tion is sometimes embarrassed. He knew the value of these 
charming pieces, and he had drunk of this Burgundy in i;lie 
vineyard itself. He has some translations,* and some pla- 
giarisms ; but some of his verses to Chloe are eminently airy 
and pleasing. A diligent selection from our fugitive poeiary 
might perhaps present us with many of these minor poems ; 
but the " Vers de SoeiSii^^ form a species of poetical composi- 
tion which may still be employed with great success. 



THB GBNIUS OF MOLI^EB. 

The genius of comedy not only changes with the age, bat 
appears different among different people. Manners and cus- 
toms not only vary among European nations, but are alike 
mutable from one age to another, even in the same people. 
These vicissitudes are often fatal to comic writers ; oar old 
school of comedy has been swept off the stage : and oar pre- 
sent uniformity of manners has deprived our modem writexs 
of those rich sources of invention when persons living more 
isolated, society was less monotonous ; and Jonson aud 
Shad well gave us what they called " the hutnours" — that is, 
the individual or particular characteristics, of men.* 

But however tastes and modes of thinking may be incon- 
stant, and customs and manners alter, at bottom the ground- 
work is Nature's, in every production of comic genius. A 
creative genius, guided by an unerring instinct, though he 

* Aubrey has noted this habit of oar two greatest dramatists, when 
speaking of Shakspeare he says — "The humour of the constable ia 
A Midswnmer Nigh fa Dream, he happened to take at Qrendon in Books ; 
which is the roade from London to Stratford; and there was living ih^l 
constable in 1642, when I first came to Oxon. Ben Jonson and he <fid 
gather humours of men dayly, wherever they came." Shadwell, whose 
best plays were produced in the reign of Carles II., was a profiened 
imitator of the style of Jonson ; and so closely described the mannen of 
his day that he was frequently accused of direct personalities, and obUged 
to alter one of his plays, The Hwmoriatt^ to avoid an outcry raised 
against him. Sir Walter Scott has recorded, in the Pre£M)e to his *'Por« 
tunes of Nigel,** the obligatbn he was under to ShadwelTs comedy, Hke 
Squire of Alsati<i, for the vivid description it enabled him to give of tk« 
lawless denisens of the old Sanctuary of White£riars.—Xo. 
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^wfi after the contemporary models of society; will retain 
his pre-eminence beyond his own age and his own nation ; 
what was temporary and local disappears, but what appertains 
to tmiversal nature endures. The scholar dwells on« the 
grotesque pleasantries of the sarcastic Aristophanes, though 
^e Athenian manners, and his exotic personages, have long 
Tanished. 

MoLiEBE was a creator in the art of comedy ; and although 
his personages were the contemporaries of Louis the Four- 
teenth, and his manners, in the critical acceptation of the 
term, local and temporary, yet his admirable genius opened 
that secret path of Nature, which is so rarely found among 
the great names of the most literary nations. Cebyai^tes 
remains single in Spain ; in England Shaesfeabb is a con- 
secrated name ; and centuries may pass away before the 
French people shall witness another Moliebe. 

The history of this comic poet is the tale of powerful 
genius creating itself amidst the most adverse elements. We 
hare the progress of that self-education which struck out an 
untried path of its own, from the time Moli^re had not yet 
acquired his art to the glorious days when he gave his country 
a Plautus in his farce, a Terence in his composition, and a 
Menander in his moral truths. But the difficulties overcome, 
and the disappointments incurred, his modesty and his confi- 
dence, and, what was not less extraordinary, his own domestic 
Hfe in perpetual conflict with his character, open a more 
strange career, in some respects, than has happened to most 
others of the high order of his genius. 

It was long the fate of Moliire to experience that restless 
importunity of genius which feeds on itself, till it discovers the 
pabulum it seeks. Moliire not only suffered that tormenting 
impulse, but it was accompanied by the unhappiness of a mis- 
taken direction. And this has been the lot of some who for 
many years have thus been lost to themselves and to the 
public. 

A man born among the obscure class of the people, thrown 
among the itinerant companies of actors — ^for France had not 
yet a theatre — occupied to his last hours by too devoted a 
management of his own dramatic corps ; himself, too, an ori- 
ginal actor in the characters by himself created ; with no 
better models of composition than the Italian farces alV im- 
provista, and whose fantastic gaiety he, to the last, loved too 
well 5 becomes the personal favourite, of the most magnificent 
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momidi, and the iDtiiiuite of tiie most reined einle9. 
ThoQgiitliil obeerrer of tiiese new eeenes and new penonagies, 
he sporie with the affected jiremsaet and the flattering mar- 
fW9M^ as with the mmve n&mloaaneaB of the fto a ry w i, and 
the wiU pride and ^ otisi n of the parvemma ; and with more 
prdbimddes%n8 and a hardier hand nnmarim tiie impostures 
of falae pretemdert in all professions. His scenes, sodi 
thev Teritj, seem hot ^le reflectioiis of his remii 
His fertile iadlitj when toodung' <m transient fSE^ies; 
wide CQmprdiension, and his moralising vein, in his nuwe 
elerated comedy, di^^y, in this painter of man, the poet and 
the i^iikMopher, and, above all, the great moral asliriet. 
Molidre has shown tiiat the most snooessfbl reformar d the 
manners of a people is a great oemie poet. 
• nThe yoath PoequeUn — ^this was his fiunfly name — ^waa de> 
signed by the tapunerj his £ftther, to be tiie hdr of the 
hereditary honours of an ancient standing, which had main- 
tained the Pocqoelins tiiroogh four or five generations by the 
articles of a furnishing i^oLsterer. His grandfather was a 
haunter of tiie small theatres of that day, and the boy ofliea 
accompanied this veneraUe critic of the Ceonily to his favourite 
recreations. The actors were usually more ezodlent than 
their pieces ; some had carried the mimetic art to the pesfec- 
tion of eloquent gesticulation. In these loose scenes of 
inartificial and boriesque pieces was the genius of Mobdre 
cradled and nursed. The changeful scenes (^ the 2!llidtr)9 ife 
Bowrgogne deeply busied the boy's imagination, to the great 
detriment of the tapisserie of all the Pocquelins. 

The father groaned, the grandfather dapped, the boy re- 
monstrated till, at fourteen years of age, he was oondgned, 
as '^ un mauvais stget" (so his fiither qualified him), to a 
college of the Jesuits at Paris, where the author of the 
*^ Tartuffe" passed five years, studying — for the bar ! 

Philosophy and logic were watcn which he deeply drank ( 
and sprinklings of his coll^;e studies oflen pointed the satim 
of his more finished comedies. To ridicule false leamiag and 
fJEdse taste one must be intimate with the true. 

On his return to the metropolis the old humour broke eut 
at the representation of the inimitable Scaramouch oi ths 
Italian theatre. The irresistible passion drove him from Ut 
law studies, and cast young Pocquelin among a company of 
amateur actios, whose fame soon em^kd them not to day 
grsMtoudy. Pooqudin was the manager and the modebei^ 
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for vsder bis etodioMEHi ejB Hsob oomfULBy were mdaec^ to 
teitate l^^atore wif^ the fiisapfieitT tbe poet MniBelf wrote. 

Hie |R^adiee6 of the dij, both eml and reH^oos, had 
nade tiieBe private theaifereB — no great nact^onal theatre T6t 
Qxtttiiig — the reaource only of the idkr, the dissipated, «Dd 
ntPQi of tile fofortanate in society. The youthful adreDturer 
-afiectionatdy <^ered a free admifisioii to the dear Poeque&iB. 
They rejeeted thdr ^xirfeff with hcoror, and Ksat their genea- 
logical tree, drawn afresh, to shame the tmant who had 
wantoned mto ihe loxiiriaBee of genim. To save the bonoor 
of the parental upholsterers Pocqnelin oonoeakd himself 
nnder the immortal name of McJi^. 

Tlie lotare creator of French comedy had now passed his 
thirtieth year, and as yet his reputation was confined to his 
own dramatic C(»p6 — a pilgrim in liie earavan of ambulatory 
eomedy. He had provided several tempc»vy nor^ties. 
Boikan regretted the loss of one, Le Doctewr Amomremx ; 
and in others we detect the abortive eonoeptioiis of some of 
his fhtnre pieces. The severe jodgmeot of Moliere waSkmSi 
his skeletcms to perish ; but, when he had diBeovered the art 
of oomic writing, wi^ eo[oal didcermnent he resoscitated 
them. 

Not only had Moh^ not yet discovered the true bent c^ 
his genms, but, still Toan nnfortonate, he had as greai}j mis- 
taken it as when he prc^osed taming avoeat, for he imagined 
itkat his most suitable diaracter was tragie. He wrote a 
tragedy, and he acted in a tragedy ; the tragedy he composed 
was ccmdemned at Bordeaux; the morticed poet flew to 
Or^ooble ; still the unlocky tragedy haunted his fancy ; he 
looked on it with pat^nal eyes, in which there were tears. 
Long after, when Baeine, a youth, offered him a very unact* 
aMe tragedy,* MoH^ presented him with his own : — ^^Take 
this, for I am c(mvinced that the sulject is lughly tragic, 
notwithstanding my frilure.'* The great dramatic poet of 
Framoe opened his carea* by reoomposing the condemned 
tragedy of the comic wit in La Thihdide. In the iOusion 

* Hie tragedy written bj Badne vai eaUed TkiageiU et Ckaridie^ and 
finmded on Uie tale liy Hdiodorna. It was tlieini attempt of its antbor, 
and anbraitted by 1dm to Mobirt, wbile diieetor of the Theatre of the 
Palais £oyal ; the latter bad no £iToiinbIe impreanon of its aoeoesa if 
produced, but aoggested La TlUbazde aa a subject for bis genius, and 
advanced the young poet 100 Ionia while engaged on his work, which was 
flietfiftilly pndnead in 1<M4« — ^B». 
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that ha was a great tragic actor, deceived by his own 8i»- 
ceptibility, tbough his voice denied the tones of passion, he 
acted in one of Comeille's tragedies, and quite allayed the 
alarm of a rival company on the announcement. It was not, 
however, so when the autbor-actor vivified one of his own 
native personages ; then, inimltahly comic, every new repre- 
sentation seemed to be a new creation. 

It is a remarkable feature, though not perhaps a singular 
one, in the character of this great comic writer, that he was 
one of the most serious of men, and even of a melancholio 
temperament. One of his lampooners wrote a satirioal 
comedy on the comic poet, where he figures as ** Holi^e 
hypochondre." Boileau, who knew him intimately, h^pily 
characterised MoliSre as le Conlemplateur. This deep pen- 
siveness is revealed in his physiognomy. 

The genius of Moliere, long andiscovered by himself, in it* 
firat attempts in a higher walk did not move alone ; it wan 
crutched by imitation, and it often deigned to plough with 
another's heifer. He copied whole scenes from Italian come- 
dies and plots from Itahan novelists : his sole merit was their 
improvement. The great comic satirist, who hereafter was 
to people the stage with a dramatic crowd who were to live 
on to posterity, had not yet struck at that secret vein of ori- 
ginal!^ — the fairy treasure which one day was to cast oat 
such a prodigality of invention. His two first comedies, 
Z'Movrdi and Ze I>ipit Amoureux, which he had only ven- 
tured to bring out in a provincial theatre, were grafted on 
Italian and Spanish com^y. Nothing more original offered 
to his im^:ination than the Boman, the ItaUan, and the 
Spanish drama; the cunning adroit slave of Terence; the 
tricking, bustling Qracioso of modern Spain ; old fathera, the 
dupes of some scap^race, or of their own senile follies, with 
lovers sighing at cross-purposes. The germ of his futnie 
powera may, mdeed, be discovered in these two comedies, for 
msensibly to himself he had fallen into some scenes of 
natural simplicity. In L'Etovrdi, Hascarille, "le roi des 
serviteure," which Moliere himself admirably personated, is 
one of those defunct charaotera of the Italian comedy no 
longer existing in society ; yet, like our Touchstone, hut infi- 
nitely richer, this new ideal personage still delights by the 
fertiOty of his expedients and his perpetual and vigoraas 
gaiety. In J> D^U Amoureaa is the exquisite scene of the 
quarrel and reconciliatioi) of the lovers. In this fine scene, 



The Genius of Molikre. 315 

though perhaps hut an amplification of the well-known ode 
ctf Horace, Donee gratue eram tibi, Molikre consulted his own 
feelings, and hetrayed his future genius. 

It was after an interval of three or four years that the 
provincial celebrity of these comedies obtained a representa- 
tion at Paris ; their success was decisive. This was an evi- 
dence of public favour which did not accompany Moli^re's 
more finished productions, which were so far unfortunate 
that they were more intelligible to the few ; in fact, the first 
comedies of Moliere were not written above the popular 
taste ; the spirit of true comedy, in a profound knowledge of 
the heart of man, and in the delicate discriminations of indi* 
vidual character, was yet unknown. Moliere was satisfied to 
excel his predecessors, but he had not yet learned his art. 

The rising poet was now earnestly sought after ; a more 
extended circle of society now engaged his contemplative 
habits. He looked around on living scenes no longer through 
the dim spectacles of the old comedy, and he projected a new 
species, which was no longer to depend on its conventional 
grotesque personages and its forced incidents ; he aspired to 
please a more critical audience by making his dialogue the 
conversation of society, and his characters its portraits. 

Introduced to the literary coterie of the Hotel de Ram- 
bouillet, a new view opened on the favoured poet. To 
occupy a seat in this envied circle was a distinction in 
sociefy. The professed object of this reunion of nobiUty and 
literary persons, at the h6tel of the Marchioness of Bam- 
bouillet, was to give a higher tone to all France, by the cul- 
tivation of the language, the intellectual refinement of their 
compositions,' [and last, but not least, to inculcate the ex- 
tremest delicacy of manners. The recent civil dissensions 
had often violated the urbanity of the court, and a grossness 
prevailed in conversation which oflFended the scrupulous. 
This critical circle was composed of both sexes. They were 
to be the arbiters of taste, the legislators of criticism, and, 
what was less tolerable, the models of genius. No work 
was to be stamped into currency which bore not the mint- 
mark of the h6tel. 

In the annals of fashion and literature no coterie has pre- 
sented a more instructive and amusing exhibition of the 
abuses of learning, and the aberrations of ill-regulated ima- 
ginations, than the H6tel de Rambouillet, by its ingenious 
absurdities. Their excellent design to refine the language, 
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^,,. wy4**wpf». and even moraiitrritselt branched oat into eteiy 

,^^/^ of fftlae refinement ; their science ran into trivial pe« 

'4„^**^i^, their style into a fantastic jargon, and their spi- 

v+^M^Iiflini? delicacv into the verv puritauism of prudetry. 

y^^^-ir frivolous distinction between the mind and the heart, 

^uii^h ronld not always be made to go together^ often pei> 

^Vtw^ them as mnch as their own jargon, which was not 

4l^ny*< int-elligible. even to the initiated. The French Ac«- 

^i^^ny i^ t<aid to have onsjiuateu in tiie hrst meetings of the 

|^1M (le Bambouillet ; and ife is '.»robable that some sense and 

f0«fp, in its earliest dav^Ss may have visited this society, fot 

xtP do not begin such remied lollies mthout some sbow ol 

The local genius ot* the hotel was feminine, tlwugh thd 
fno«i gloriou* men of the literaciire oi' France were amont^ 
\{s votaries. The great magnet was the famed Mademoissllt) 
^rn^lery, whose voluminous romances were their code ; mmi ii 
iff gupposed these tomes preserve some of their lengthened 
0antfermsiatte9. In the uovel system of gallantry of this 
gr<*at inventor o<f amorous and metupiiysic*al '*^ tvraddie/* the 
Mdies wera t*^ be approached im beings nothing^ idiort of 
celestial paragons ; they wem aiUiressed m a langnsge boI te 
b^ ^nd v& anv dictituiarv but their own, and their habits 
were more fimtastic than cheir Uuitffuage : a sort o4* domestie 
ehivalry formed their etn\uettec Their baptismal names wexe 
to them protone, and their assumed ones were drawn h^nat 
the folio ronsaiu*es — those Bibles of love* At length afi 
ended m a sort of Freemasonry of gallantry, which had its 
, graduated orders, and whoever was not admitted into ih» 
mysteries was not permitted to prolong his esistencs — thai 
is, his residence among them. The apprenticeship of tbe 
craft was to be served onder certain Inirodikcwrt t9 JiueUw. 

Their card of invitation was either a rondeau or aa 
enigma, which served as a subject to open conversation. The 
lady received her visitors reposing on that throne of beaoty, a 
bed placed in an alcove; the toilet was magniticently ar- 
range. The space between the bed and the wall was called 
the Muelle* the diminutive of la Rue ; and in this nanroir 
street, or "Pop's alley," walked the favoured. But tiie 

In a portion of the ancient Lonvre, still preeerred amid the cbaogfit 
to irliich it has been tobjected, is the old wainscoted bedroom of the 
«f«** Il«n'y IV., with the carved recess, and the rvbdU^ as desoribed 
I abore : it is a most interesting fragment of regal domestic lire.~Bp. 
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eheYalier who was graced bj the honorary title of VAleo* 
vUte^ was at once master of the household and master of the 
eearemonies. His character is pointedly defined by St. Erre- 
mond, as '^ a loter whom the Frieieuse is to love without 
a^oyment, and to enjoy in good earnest her husband with 
aversion." The scene ofEered no indecency to such delicate 
iftinds, and much less the impassioned style which passed be- 
tfreen les eh^es^ as- they called themselves. Whatever offered 
9a idea, of what their jargon denominated chamelle, was 
treason and exile. Years passed ere the hand of the elected 
maidtm was kissed by its martyr. The celebrated Julia 
d'Angennes was beloved by the Duke de Montausier, but 
fourteen years elapsed ere she would yield a " yes." When 
tibe faithful Julia was no longer blooming, the Alcoviste duke 
gratefully took up the remains of her beauty. 

Their more curious project was the reform of the style of ' 
conversation, to purify its grossness, and invent novel terms 
foit familiar objects. Menage drew up a "Petition of the 
Dictionaries," which, by their severity of taste, had nearly 
beeome superannuated. They succeeded better with the 
marehandes des modes and the jewellers, furnishing a vocabu- 
kry excessively precieuse^ by which people bought their old 
wares with new names. At length they were so successful 
in their neology, that with great difficulty they imderstood 
one another. It is, however, worth observation, that the 
^rth<^raphy invented by the precieuses — who, for their con- 
Tenienee, rejected all the redundant letters in words — was 
adopted, and is now used ; and their pride of exdusiveness in 
society introduced the singular term s^eneanailler, to describe 
a person who haunted low company, while their morbid purity 
had ever on their lips the word ohscenUS, terms which Moliere 
ridicules, but whose expressiveness has preserved them in the 
language. 

Bidiculous as some of these extravagances now appear to 
us, they had been so closely interwoven with the elegance of 
the high^ ranks, and so intimately associated with genius 
imd literature, that the veil of fashion consecrated almost the 
mystical society, since we find among its admirers the most 
illustrious names of France. 

Into this elevated and artificial circle of society our youth- 
ful and unsophisticated poet was now thrown, with a mind 
not vitiated by any prepossessions of false taste, studious of 
nature and alive to the ridiculous. But how was the comic 
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genius to strike at tlie follies of his illostrioos friends — hcf 
strike, but not to wound ? A provincial poet and actor to 
enter bostilely into the sacred precincts of these Excluaives F 
Tormented bj his genius MoU^re produced Les JPrScieusei 
BidiculeSy but admirably parried, in his pre&ce, any appli- 
cation to them, by averring that it was aimed at their imi- 
tators — ^their spurious mimics in the country. The JPri- 
cieuses Bidicutes was acted in the presence of the assembled 
H6tel de Kambouillet with immense applause. A central 
voice from the pit, anticipating the host of enemies and tjie 
fame' of the reformer of comedy, exclaimed, "Take couragej 
Moli^re, this is true comedy." The learned Manage was tiie 
only member of the society who had the good sense to detect 
the drift ; he perceived the snake in the grass. " We must 
now," said this sensible pedant (in a remote allusion to tiie 
fate of idolatry and the introduction of Christianity) to the 

g)etical pedant, Chapelain, ''follow the counsel which St 
6mi gave to Clovis — we must bum all that we adored, and 
adore what we have burned." The success of the comedy 
was universal ; the company doubled their prices ; the coun- 
try gentry flocked to witness the marvellous novelty, which 
far exposed that false taste, that romance-impertinence, and 
that sickly affectation which had long disturbed the quiet of 
families. Cervantes had not struck more adroitly at Spanish 
rodomontade. 

At this universal reception of the JPrdcieuses lUdicuUs^ 
Moliere, it is said, exckimed — "I need no longer study 
Plautus and Terence, nor poach in the fragments of Menan- 
der ; I have only to study the world." It may be doubtW 
whether the great comic satirist at that moment caught the 
sudden revelation of his genius, as he did subsequently in his 
Ta/rtuffe, his Misanthrope, his Bourgeois Gentilkomme, and 
others. The Brecietises Bidicules was the germ of his more 
elaborate Femmes Savantes, which was not produced till after 
an interval of twelve years. 

Moliere returned to his old favourite canevas, or plots of 
Italian farces and novels, and Spanish comedies, which, being 
always at hand, furnished comedies of intrigue. L*JScole da 
Maris is an inimitable model of this class. 

But comedies which derive their chief interest from the 
ingenious mechanism of their plots, however poignant the 
delight of the artifice of the denouement, are somewhat like 
an epigram, once known, the brilliant point is blunted by 
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repetition. This is not the fate of those representations of 
men's actions, passions, and manners, in the more enlarged 
sphere of human nature, where an eternal interest is excited, 
and will charm on the tenth repetition. 

No ! Moliere had not yet discovered his true genius ; he 
was not yet emancipated from his old seductions. A rival 
company was reputed to have the better actors for tragedy, 
and Molidre resolved to compose an heroic drama on the 
passion of jealousy — a favourite one on which he was inces-> 
santly ruminating. Don Oarcie de Navarre^ ou Le Prince 
JalouXy the hero personated by himself, terminated by the 
hisses of the audience. 

The fall of the Prince Jdloux was nearly fatal to the ten- 
der reputation of the poet and the actor. The world became 
criticsd : the marquises, and the pr6cieuses, and recently the 
bourgeois, who were sore from Sganarelle^ ou Le Oocu Imagi* 
naire^ were up in arms; and the rival theatre maliciously 
raised the halloo, flattering themselves that the comic genius 
of their dreaded rival would be extinguished by the ludicrous 
convulsed hiccough to which Moliere was liable in his tragic 
tones, but which he adroitly managed in his comic parts. 

But the genius of Molidre was not to be daunted by cabals, 
nor even injured by his own imprudence. Le Prince Jialoux 
was condemned in February, 1661, and the same year pro- 
duced L^Ecole dee Maria and Les Fdcheux, The happy 
genius of the poet opened on his Zoiluses a series of dramatic 
mumphs. 

Foreign critics — Tiraboschi and Schlegel — ^have depreciated 
the Frenchman's invention, by insinuating that were all that 
Moliere borrowed taken from him, little would remain of 
his own. But they were not aware of his dramatic creation, 
even when he appropriated the slight inventions of others ; 
they have not distinguished the eras of the genius of Molidre, 
and the distinct classes of his comedies. Moliere had the art 
of amalgamating many distinct inventions of others into a 
single inimitable whole. Whatever might be the herbs and 
the reptiles thrown into the mystical caldron, the incantation 
of genius proved to be truly magical. 

Facility and fecundity may produce inequality, but, when a 
man of genius works, they are imbued with a raciness which 
the anxious diligence of inferior minds can never yield. Shak- 
speare, probably, poured forth many scenes in this spirit. The 
multiplicity of the pieces of Moliere, their different merits, and 
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their distinct classes — all written within the space of twentjf 
years — display, if any poet ever did, this wonder-working 
faculty. The truth is, that few of his comedies are finiahed 
works ; he never satisfied himself, even in his most s^plauded 
productions. Necessity hound him to furnish novelties for 
his theatre ; he rarely printed any work. Les Fdcheuop, an 
admirahle series of scenes, in three acts, and in verse, was 
^planned, written, rehearsed, and represented in a single 
fortnight." Many of his dramatic effiiisions were precipi* 
tated on the stage; the humorous scenes of Monsieur de 
Fowrceaugnac were thrown out to enliven a royal £lte. 

This versatility and felicity of composition made everything 
with Molidre a suhject for comedy. He invented two novel- 
ties, such as the stage had never hefore witnessed. Instead 
of a grave defence from the malice of his critics, and the flying 
gossip of the court circle, Moli^re found out the art of oon- 
gp*egating the puhlic to The Q^arrels of Authors, He dra- 
ma&ed his critics. In a comedy without a plot, and in 
scenes which seemed rather spoken than written, and with 
characters more real than personated, he displayed his genius 
hy collecting whatever had heen alleged to depreciate it ; and 
La Critique de VEeole des Bemmes is still a delightful pro- 
duction. This singular drama resemhles the sketeh-hook of 
an artist, the eroquis of portraits — the loose hints of thoughts, 
many of which we discover were more fully delineated in his 
subsequent pieces. With the same rapid conception he \s^ 
hold of his embarrassments to furnish dramatic novelties as 
expeditiously as the king required. Louis XIY. was himself 
no indifferent critic, and more than once suggested an inoir 
dent or a character to his favourite poet. In L^Lmpromptu 
de Versailles^ Molidre appears in his own person, and in the 
midst of his whole company, with all the irritable impatience 
of a manager who had no piece ready. Amidst this green- 
room bustle Molidre is advising, reprimanding, and imploring, 
his ^'ladies and gentlemen." The characters in this piece 
are, in fact, the actors themselves, who appear under their 
own names ; and Molidre himself reveals many fine toachea 
of his own poetical character, as well as his managerial. The 
personal pleasantries on his own performers, and the hinta for 
plots, and the sketches of character which the poet incidm- 
tally throws out, form a perfect dramatic novelty. Some of 
these he himself subsequently adopted, and others have been 
followed up by some dramatists without rivalling Moli^re. 
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Tbe Mgaro of Beaumarchais is a descendant of the Mas* 
eariUe of Molidre; bat the glory of rivalling Molidre was 
legeryed for our own stage. Sheridan's Critic, or a Tragedy 
B^kearsed, is a congenial dramatic satire with these two 
pieces of Molidre. 

The genius of Moli^re had now stepped out of the restricted 
Mmits of the old comedy ; he now looked on the moving world 
wil^ other eyes, and he pursued the ridiculous in society. 
These fresher studies were going on at all hours, and every 
olgect was contemplated with a view to comedy. His most 
vital characters have been traced to living originals, and some 
of his most ludicrous scenes had occurred in reality before 
they delighted the audience. Monsieur Jourdain had ex- 
pressed his astonishment, '' qu'il faisait de la prose," in the 
Count de Soissons, one of the uneducated noblemen devoted 
to the chase. The memorable scene between Trissotin and 
Yadius, their mutual compliments terminating in their mutual 
contempt, had been rehearsed by their respective authors — 
the Abb6 Cottin and Manage. The stultified booby of 
lAmoges, Monsieur de JPourceaugnac, and the mystified 
millionaire, Ze Bourgeois Oenfilhomme, were copied afber 
life, as was Sganarelle, in Le Medecin malgrS lui. The 
portHraits in that gallery of dramatic paintings, Le Misan- 
thrope, have names inscribed under them ; and the immortal 
Titrtuffe was a certain bishop of Autun. No dramatist has 
conceived with greater variety the female character; the 
women of Moli^re have a distinctness of feature, and are 
touched with a freshness of feeling. Molidre studied nature, 
and his comic humour is never checked by that unnatural 
wit where the poet, the more he discovers himself, the far- 
ther he removes himself from the personage of his creation. 
The quickening spell which hangs over the dramas of Moliere 
is this close attention to nature, wherein he greatly resembles 
our Shakspeare, for all springs from its source. His unob- 
trusive genius never occurs to us in following up his charac- 
ters, and a whole scene leaves on our mind a complete but 
imperceptible effect. 

The style of Moliere has often been censured by the fas- 
tidiousness of his native critics, as has and du style familier. 
This does not offend the foreigner, who is often struck by its 
simphcity and vigour. Moliere preferred the most popular 
and naive expressions, as well as the most natural incidents, 
to a degree which startled the morbid delicacy of fashion and 

T 
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fashionable critics. He had frequent occasions to resist their 
petty remonstrances ; and whenever Moliere iniax>diiced «a 
incident, or made an allusion of which he knew the toi^ 
and which with him had a settled meaning, this master of 
human life trusted to his instinct and his art. 

This pure and simple taste, ever rare at Farb, was tiie 
happy portion of the genius of this Frenchman. Hence he 
delighted to try his farcical pieces, for we cannot imagine tksi 
they were his more elevated comedies, on his old maid-servaai 
Thu maid, probably, had a keen relish for comic humour, foe 
once when Moliere read to her the comedy of another writer 
as his own, she soon detected the trick, declaring that it could 
not be her master's. Hence, too, our poet invited even chil- 
dren to be present on such rehearsals, and at certain points 
would watch their emotions. Hence, too, in his character of 
manager, he taught his actors to study nature. An actress, 
apt to speak freely, told him, '' You torment us all ; but you 
never speak to my husband." This man, originally a candle- 
snuffer, was a perfect child of nature, and acted the Thomas 
Diaforius, in Le Malade Imagmaire, Moliire replied, "^ I 
should be sorry to say a word to him ; I should spoil bis 
acting. Nature has provided him with better lessons to per- 
form his parts than any which I could give him." We may 
imagine Shakspeare thus addressing his company, had the 
poet been also the manager. 

A remarkable incident in the history of the genius of 
Moliere is the frequent recurrence of the poet to the passion 
of jealousy. The "jaundice in the lover's eye," he has 
painted with every tint of his imagination. " The green- 
eyed monster " takes all shapes, and is placed in every posi- 
tion. Solemn, or gay, or satirical, he sometimes appears in 
agony, but ofben seems to make its " trifles light as air," 
only ridiculous as a source of consolation. Was Le Contemn 
plateur comic in his melancholy, or melancholy in his comic 
humour P 

The truth is, that the poet himself had to pass through 
those painful stages which he has dramatised. The domestic 
life of Moliere was itself very dramatic ; it afforded Goldoni 
a comedy of Ave acts, to reveal the secrets of the familj 
circle of Moliere ; and TAbbate Chiari, an Italian nove&t 
and playwright, has taken for a comic subject, Moliere, ike 
Jealous Husband, 

The French, in their " petite morale " on conjugal fidelitj) 
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e with a troop of comedians, as 
the manager, ana wnom lie never would abandon, when at 
the height of his fortune, could he avoid accustoming him- 
self to the relaxed habits of that gay and sorrowful race, who, 
" of imagination all compact," too often partake of the 
passions they inspire in the scene P The tirst actress, Madame 
B4jard, boasted that, with the exception of the poet, she had 
never dispensed her personal favours but to the aristocracy. 
The constancy of MoIiSre waa interrupted by another actress, 
Su Fare ; beautiful hut insensible, she only tormented the 
poet, and furnished him with some severe lessons for the 
coquetry of his Celimene, in Le Misanthrope. The facility 
of the transition of the tender passion had more closely united 
the susceptible poet to Mademoiselle de Brie. But Madame 
B^ard, not content to be the chief actress, and to bold her 
partnership in " the properties," to retain her ancient aA 
thority over the poet, introduced, suddenly, a blushing 
daughter, some say a younger sister, who had hitherto resided 
at Avignon, and who she declared was the offspring of the 
count of Modeua, by a secret marriage. Armande Bejard 
soon attracted the paternal attentions of the poet. She 
became the secret idol of his retired moments, while he 
fondly thought that he could mould a young mind, in ita 
innocence, to his own sympathies. The mother and the 
t2 
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daughter never agreed. Annaiide sought his protection ; and 
one day rushing into his study, declared that she would 
marry her friend. The elder Bejard freely consented to 
avenge herself on De Brie. De Brie was indulgent, though 
** the little creature," she observed, was to be yoked to one 
old enough to be her father. Under the same roof were now 
heard the voices of the three females, and Moliire meditating 
scenes of feminine jealousies. 

Moliire was fascinated by his youthful wife ; her lighter 
follies charmed: two years riveted the connubial chains. 
Moliire was a husband who was always a lover. The actor on 
the stage was the very man he personated. Mademoiselle 
Molidre, as she was called by the public, was the Lucile in 
Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme, With what fervour the poet 
feels her neglect ! with what eagerness he defends her from the 
animadversions of the friend who would have dissolved the 
spell! 

The poet was doomed to endure more poignant sorrows 
than slights. Mademoiselle had the art of persuading Mo- 
li^re that he was only his own " cocu imaginaire ;" but these 
domestic embarrassments multiplied. Mademoiselle, reckless 
of the distinguished name she bore, while she gratified her 
personal vanity by a lavish expenditure, practbed that artful 
coquetry which attracted a crowd of loungers. Moli^re found 
no repose in his own house, and retreated to a country-house, 
where, however, his restless jealousy often drove him back to 
scenes which he trembled to witness. At length came the 
last argument of outraged matrimony — ^he threatened confine- 
ment. To prevent a public rupture, Moli^re consented to live 
under the same roof, and only to meet at the theatre. Weak 
only in love, however divided from his wife, Moliere remained 
her perpetual lover. He said, in confidence, " I am bom with 
every disposition to tenderness. When I married, she was 
too young to betray any evil inclinations. My studies were 
devoted to her, but I soon discovered her indifference. I 
ascribed it to her temper ; her foolish passion for Count 
Guiche made too much noise to leave me even this apparent 
tranquiUity. I resolved to live with her as an honourable man, 
whose reputation does not depend on the bad conduct of his 
wife. My kindness has not changed her, but my compassion 
has increased. Those who have not experienced these delicate 
emotions have never truly loved. In her absence her image 
is before me ; in her presence, I am deprived of all reflection; 
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The " Memoirs of the poet Racine," 
who was himself no contemptible po< 
those precious pieces of biography so 
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gopher who studies human nature, and the literary man whose 
curiosity is interested in the history of his republic. Such 
works are rare, and rank in merit next to autobiograpties. 
Such hiographical sketches, like Boswell's of Johnson^ eon- 
tain what we often r^ret is wanting in the more r^ular M 
of a professed biographer. These desultory memoirs interest 
by their warmth, their more personal acquaintance witii iite 
hero, and abound with those minuter strokes which give so 
much life to the individual character. 

The prominent feature in the character of Kacine was as 
excessive tenderness of feeling ; his profound sensibility eren 
to its infirmity, the tears which woidd cover his face, ^d tk 
agony in his heart, were perhaps national. But if this sensi- 
bility produced at times the softest emotions, if it made him 
the poet of lovers, and even the poet of imagination, it also 
rendered him too feelingly alive to criticism, it embittered }os 
days with too keen a perception of the domestic miseries whidi 
all men must alike imdergo. 

During a dramatic performance at St. Cjr, the yoathfbl 
representative of Esther suddenly forgot her part ; the agi- 
tated poet exclaimed, " Oh, mademoiselle, you are ruining mj 
piede !" Terrified at this reprimand, the young actress wept; 
the poet flew to her, wiped away her tears, and with con- 
tagious sympathy shed tears himself. " I do not hesitate," 
says Louis Racine, '* to relate such minute circumstances, be- 
cause this facility of shedding tears shows the goodness of the 
heart, according to the observation of the ancients — 

AyaBoi d* apidaKpveg dvd^. 

This morbid state of feeling made his whole literary life 
uneasy ; unjust criticism affected him as much as the most 
poignant, and there was nothing he dreaded more than that 
his son should become a writer of tragedies. " I will not dis- 
simulate," he says, addressing his son, 'Hhat in the heat of 
composition we are not sometimes pleased with ourselves; 
but you may believe me, when the day after we look over our 
work, we are astonished not to find that excellence we admired 
in the evening ; and when we reflect that even what we find 
good ought to be still better, and how distuit we are still 
from perfection, we are discouraged and dissatisfied. Besides 
all this, although the approbation I have received has been 
very flattering, the least adverse criticism, even miserable as 
it might be, has always occasioned me more vexation than all 



The Sensibility of Racine, 327 

'bb.e praise I received could give me pleasure." And, again, he 
endeavours to impress on him that the favour he received 
from the world he owed not to his verses. " Do not imagine 
±hat they are my verses that attract all these kindnesses. 
Oorneille composes verses a hundred times finer than mine, 
"but no one regards him. His verses are only applauded from 
the mouths of the actors. I do not tire men of the world by 
reciting my works ; I never allude to them ; I endeavour to 
atnuse them with matters which please them. My talent in their 
company is, not to make them feel that I have any genius, 
but to show them that they possess some themselves. When 
you observe the duke pass several hours with me, you would 
be surprised, were you present, that he frequently quits me 
without my having uttered three words ; but gradually I put 
him in a himiour of chatting, and he leaves me more satis- 
lied with himself than with me." When Rochefoucault said 
that Boileau and Eacine had only one kind of genius, and 
could only talk about their own poetry, it is evident that the 
observation should not have extended to Racine, however it 
might to Boileau. It was Racine's excessive sensibility which 
made him the finest dramatic reciter. The celebrated actress. 
Mademoiselle Champmesle,* the heroine of his tragedies, had 
no genius whatever for the stage, but she had beauty, voice, 
and memory. Racine taught her first to comprehend the 
verses she was going to recite, showed her the appropriate 
gesture, and gave her the variable tones, which he even some- 
times noted down. His pupil, faithful to her lessons, though 
a mere actress of art, on the stage seemed inspired by pas- 
sion ; and as she, thus formed and fashioned, naturally only 
played thus effectively in the dramas of her preceptor, it was 
supposed that love for the poet inspired the actress. 

When Racine read aloud he diffused his own enthusiasm ; 
once with Boileau and Nicole, amid a literary circle, they 
talked of Sophocles, whom Racine greatly admired, but from 
whom he had never dared to borrow a tragic subject. Taking 
up a Greek Sophocles, and translating the (Edipus, the French 

* Eaoine first met this actress at the Marquis de Sevign^'s petit soupera; 
80 mach lamented hy his more famous mother in one of her admirable 
letters, who speaks of 'Hhe Racines and theDespreanx's" who assisted his 
prodigality. In one of Madame de Sevign^'s letters, dated in 1672, she 
somewhat rashly declares, *' Racine now writes his dramas, not for 
posterity, bat for Mademoiselle Ghampmesl6 :" she had then forsaken the 
marquis for the poet, who wrote Roxane in Bajaaet expressly for her. — Ej>. 



328 Literary Miscellanies. 

poel^ became so deeply imbued with the Greek tragedian^ that 
bis auditors caught all the emotions of terror and pity. *' I 
have seen," says one of those auditors, '' our best pieces r^ 
presented by our best actors, but never anything approached 
the agitation which then came over us ; and to this distant 
day I have never lost the recollection of Kacine, with the 
volume in his hand, full of emotion, and we all breathlessly 
pressmg around him." 

It was the poet's sensibility that urged him to mi^e the 
most extraordmary sacrifice that ever poet made ; he wished to 
get rid entirely of that poetical fame to which he owed every- 
thing, and which was at once his pleasure, his pride, and ms 
property. His education had been a religious one, in the Fort- 
Boyal ;* but when Nicole, one of that illustrious fraternity^ 
with undistinguishing fanaticism, had once asserted that all 
dramatic writers were public poisoners of souls, Bacine, in 
the pride and strength of his genius, had eloquently repelled 
the denouncement. But now, having yet only halif run his 
unrivalled course, he turned atiide, relinquished its glory, re* 
pented of his success, and resolved to write no more trage- 
dies.f He determined to enter into the austere order of the 
Chartreux ; but his confessor, more rational than his penitent, 
assured him that a character so feeling as his own, and so 
long accustomed to the world, could not endure that terrible 
soUtude. He advised him to marry a woman of a serious 
turn, and that little domestic occupations would withdraw 
him from the passion he seemed most to dread, that of writing 
verses. 

The marriage of Kacine was an act of penance — ^neither 
love nor interest had any share in the union. His wife was 
a good sort of woman, but perhaps the most insensible of her 
sex ; and the properest person in the world to mortify the 
passion of literary glory, and the momentary exultation of 
literary vanity.^ It is scarcely credible, but most certainly 

* For an aoconnt of this very celebrated religioas foundation, itcfbrtniiflf 
and mitfortanefl, see the ''Cariodties of Literatare, ** vol. i. p. 94. — Bp. 

f Badne ultimately conceived an aversion for bis dramatic oflspring, 
and coald never be induced to edit a proper edition of his works, or even 
give a few'lessons in declamation to a juvenile princess, who selected his 
Andromamie for the subject, perhaps out of compliment to the poet, whost 
first visit became in consequence his last. — Ed. 

t The lady he chose was one Catherine de Bomanet, whose iSsmily was 
of great respectability but of small fortune. She is not described •• 
possessing any marked personal attractions. — Ed, 
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true, smce her own son relates the fact, that the wife of 
Kacine had neither seen acted, nor ever read, nor desired to 
read, the tragedies which had rendered her husband so cele- 
brated throughout Europe; she had only learned some of 
their titles in conversation. She was as insensible to fortune 
afi to fame. One day, when Eacine returned from Versailles, 
with the princely gift from Louis XIV. of a purse of 1000 
louis, he hastened to embrace his wife, and to show her the 
treasure. But she was full of trouble, for one of the children 
for two days had not studied. " We will talk of this another 
time," exclaimed the poet ; " at present let us be happy." 
But she insisted he ought instantly to reprimand this child, 
and continued her complaints ; while Boileau in astonishment 
paced to and fro, perhaps thinking of his Satire on Women, 
and exclaiming, " What insensibility ! Is it possible that a 
purse of 1000 lonis is not worth a thought !" This stoical 
apathy did not arise in Madame Eacine from the grandeur, 
hut the littleness, of her mind. Her prayer-books and her 
children were the sole objects that interested this good 
woman. Eacine's sensibility was not mitigated by his mar- 
riage ; domestic sorrows weighed heavily on his spirits : when 
the illness of his children agitated him, he sometimes ex- 
claimed, " Why did I expose myself to all this ? Why was 
I persuaded not to be a Chartreux ?" His letters to his 
children are those of a father and a friend ; kind exhortations, 
or pathetic reprimands ; he enters into the most domestic de- 
tail, while he does not conceal from them the mediocrity of 
their fortime. " Had you known him in his family," said 
Louis Eacine, " you would be more alive to his poetical cha- 
racter, you would then know why his verses are always so full of 
sentiment. He was pever more pleased than when, permitted 
to be absent from the court, he could come among us to pass 
a few days. Even in the presence of strangers he dared to 
be a father, and used to join us in our sports. I well remem- 
ber our processions, in which my sisters were the clergy, I 
' the rector, and the author of * Athaliah,' chanting with us, 
carried the cross." 

At length this infirm sensibility abridged his days. He 
was naturally of a melancholic temperament, apt to dwell on 
objects which occasion pain, rather than on those which exhi- 
larate. Louis Eacine observes that his character resembled 
Cicero's description of himself, more inclined to dread .unfor- 
tunate events, than to hope for happy ones ; semper magis ad- 
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versos rerttm exitus metuens quam sperans secundos. In the 
last incident of his life his extreme sensibility led him to 
imagine as present a misfortune whioh might never have 
occurred. 

Madame de Maintenon, one day in conversation with the 
poet, alluded to the misery of the people. Bacine observed 
it was the usual consequence of long wars : the subject was 
animating, and he entered into it with all that enthusiasm 
peculiar to himself. Madame de Maintenon was charmed 
with his eloquent efi^sion, and requested him to give her his 
observations in writing, assuring him they should not go out 
of her hand. She was reading his memoir when tbe king 
entered her smartment ; he took it up, and, afber having 
looked over a i^w pages, he inquired with great quickness who 
was the author. She replied it was a secret ; but the kine 
was peremptory, and the author was named. The king asked 
with great dissatisfaction, *' Is it because he writes the most 
perfect verses, that he thinks that he is able to become a 
statesman ?" 

Madame de Maintenon told the poet all that had passed, 
and declined to receive his visits for the present. Kaoine 
was shortly after attacked with violent fever. In the languor 
of recovery he addressed Madame de Maintenon to petition 
to have his pension freed from some new tax ; and he added 
an apology for his presumption in suggesting the cause of 
the miseries of the people, with an humiliation that betrays 
the alarms that existed in his mind. The letter is too long 
to transcribe, but it is a singular instance how genius can de- 
grade itself when it has placed all its felicity on the varying 
smiles of those we call the great. Well might his friend 
Boileau, who had nothing of his sensibility nor imagination, 
exclaim, with his good sense, of the court : — 

Qael B^joor Stranger, et pour toos et pour moi ! 

Eadne afberwards saw Madame de Maintenon walking in 
the gardens of Versailles ; she drew aside into a retired all6e 
to meet him; she exhorted him to exert his patience and 
fortitude, and told him that all would end well. ''No, 
madam,*' he repUed, " never !" " Do you then doubt," she 
said, " either my heart, or my influence f " He replied, ** I 
acknowledge your influence, and know your goodness to me; 
but I have an aunt who loves me in quite a different manner. 
That pious woman every day implores God to bestow on mo 
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di^;race, humiliation, and occasions for penitence, mid she has 
more influence than you." As lie said these word 
sound of a carriage was heard ; "The king is coming ! 
Madame de Sfaintenon; "hide yourself!" 

To this last point of misery and de^adation wi 
great genius reduced. Shortly after ho died, and waa 
at the feet of his master in the chapel of the aiudio 
religious society of Port-Royal. 

The sacred dramas of Esther and Athaliah were i 
the latter productions of Racine. The fate of Afhalii 
masterpiece, was remarkable. The public imagined t 
was a piece written only for children, as it mas perforn 
the young scholars of St. Cyr, and receiTed it so coldl 
Racine was astonished and disgusted.* He earnest 
quested Boileau's opinion, who maintained it was his ( 
work. "I understand these things," said he, "an 
^^^b]^c y reviendra." The prediction was a true one, but 
accomplished too late, long after the death of the auth 
was never appreciated till it was publicly pecformed. 

Boileau and Hacine derived little or no profit froi 
bookaellers. Boileau particularly, though fond of i 
was 80 delicate on this point that he gave all hia works 
It was this that mada him so bald in railing at those a 
qui mettent leur Apollon aux gitges d'un lihraire, and 
clared that he had only inserted these verses, 



to console Racine, who bad received some profits fro 
printing of hia tragedies. Those profits were, howev 
considerable ; the truth is, the king remunerated the p 
Racine's first royal mark of favour was an order sigi 
Colbert for sis hundred livrea, to give him the means q 
tinuing his studies of the belles-lettres. He received, 
account found among his papers, above forty thousand 

* The; were vritt«n at ths request of Madame de Muatenon, 
popifi fi ber faTonrite aatablifihment at St. Cyr ; she <raB anxii 
the; should lie perfect in declamsition, aDd ehe tried them with th< 
A Jidromag-ae, bat the; cecited it with so niDCh passion and feeli 
the; alarmed their patroness, who told Eacine " it was so well do 
■ha wonid be careful the; should never act that diama again," an< 
him to write playB on Bacred snhjects expreaely for their use. He 
written a play for upwards of tea years ; he now composed his 
making that chaiacter a flattering reflectioa of IT ' ' 
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Of Sterne. 

Tenders, evea in France, with the exception of a few 1 
antiquarieB. The day has passed when a gay dissold 
could obtain a rich abbey by getting Babelais by ba 
tbe perpetual improvement of bis patron — and Rab 
now litrtle more than a Babelais by tradition.* 

In my youth the world doted on Sterne ! Martb 
lock ranks him among " the luminaries of the cei 
Forty years ago, young men in their moat facetions hi 
never failed to find the arclietypes of society in the S 
family — every good-natured soul was uncie Toby, 
humorist was old Shandy, every child of Nature via 
poral Trim! It may now be doubted whether S 
natoral dispositions were the humorous or the patheti 
pathetic has survived ! 

There is nothing of a more ambiguous nature than 
humour, and Sterne fonnd it to be so ; and latterly, 
spair, he asserted that " the taste for humour is the 
heaven !" I have frequently observed how humour, li 
taste for olives, is even repugnant to some palates, an< 
witnessed tbe epicure of humour lose it all by disci 
how some have utterly rejected his &vourite relish ! 
laen of wit may not taste humour! The celebrati 
Cbeyne, who was not himself deficient in origina 
thinking with great learning and knowledge, once enl 
to a friend a remarkable literary confession. Dr. ( 
assured him that " he could not read ' Don Quixoti 
any pleasure, nor had any taate for ' Kudibras' or ' Qu 
and that what we call wit and humour in these auth 
considered as false oruaments, and never to be found ii 
compositions of the ancients which we most admi 
esteem, "t Cheyne seems to have held Aristopbani 

* The clerg; wera not bo anfaToonble to Babelais as might hi 
expected. He was throngb life protecl«d bj ^le Cardinal Jeaa di 
Uihop of Paris, who emplojed bim in TsriooB important negotiatii 
it is recorded of him that he refused a Bcbolar admittance to 1 
because he had not read his works. This fajuiliaritj with his g 
romiince was also ebared by Cardinal Doprat, who is said to hare 
carried a cop; of it with liim, as if it was his breviary. The >ne 
the priest who obtained promotion from a knowledge of his works 
in the "Curioaitiefl of Literature," vol. ii. p. 10. — En, 

+ This friend, it now appears, wbb Dr. King, of Oiford, whose a 
have leceQtlj been published. This cnrious fact is given in a 
hodge-podge, entitled "The Dreamer;" a remarkable instance 
writer of learning often eonceiies that to be honiDni, which to 
not even intelligible I 
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Lucian monstrously cbeap ! The andents, indeed, appear aot 
to have possessed that comic quality that we understand is 
humour^ nor can I discover a word which exactly correspond 
with our term humour in any language, ancient or modeni. 
Cervantes excels in that sly satire which hides itself under 
the cloak of gravity, hut this is not the sort of Iiumonr 
which so beautifully plays about the delicacy of Addison's 
page ; and both are distinct from the broader and stronger 
liumour of Sterne. 

The result of Br. Cheyne's honest confession was expe- 
rienced by Sterne, for while more than half of the three kiig- 
doms wer^ convidsed with laughter at his humour, the otii© 
part were obdurately dull to it. Take, for instance, two very 
opposite effects produced by " Tristram Shandy" on a man of 
strong original humour himself, and a wit who had more 
delicacy and sarcasm than force and originality. The Eev. 
Philip Skelton declared that "after reading 'Tristaram 
Shandy,' he could not for two or three days attend seriouslj 
to his devotion, it filled him with so many ludicrous ideas.'* 
But Horace Walpole, who found his " Sentimental Journey" 
very pleasing, declares that of "his tiresome * Tristram 
Shandy,' he could never get through three volumes," 

The literary life of Sterne was a short one : it was a blaie 
of existence, and it turned his head. With his personal life 
we are only acquainted by tradition. Was the great senti- 
mentalist himself unfeeling, dissolute, and utterly depraved ? 
Some anecdotes which one of his companions* communicated 
to me, confirm Garrick's account preserved in Dr. Bumey's 
collections, that " He was more dissolute in his conduct than 
his writings, and generally drove every female away by his 
ribaldry. He degenerated in London like wi ill-transplanted 
shrub ; the incense of the great spoiled his head, and their 
ragouts his stomach. He grew sickly and proud—an invalid 
in body and mind." Warburton declared that " he was an 
irrecoverable scoundrel." Authenticated facts are, however, 
wanting for a judicious summary of the real character of the 
founder of sentimental writing. An impenetrable mysteiy 
hangs over his family conduct ; he has thrown many sweet 
domestic touches in his own memoii's and letters addressed to 
his daiighter : but it would seem that he was often parted 
from his family. After he had earnestly solicited the return 

• Caleb Whitefoord, the wit once famed for his invention of cross-retd* 
ings, which appeared under the name of ** Fapirina Curaor." 
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of his wife from Fraoce, though ehe did return, he wu 
fered to die in utter neglect. 

His sermonB hare been observed to be characterised b; 
air of levity ; be attetppted this uniuiual manner. It 
probably a caprice which induced him to introduce one ol 
sermons in " Tristram Sbandy ;" it was fixing a diamon 
black Tclvet, and the contrat>t set off the brilliancy. Bu 
eeems then to have had no design of publishing his " 
mona." One day, in low spirits, complaining to C 
Whitefoord of the state of bis finances, Ciueb asked him, 
he bad no sermons like the one in ' Tristram Shandy 
But Sterne had no notion that " sermons" were saleable 
two preceding ones had passed unnoticed. " If you Ci 
bit on a striking title, take my word for it that they wi 
go down." The next day Sterne made bis appearanci 
raptures. "I have it!" he cried: "Dramatic Sermon; 
Yoriek." With great difficulty he was persuaded to i 
this allosion to the church and the playhouse !• 

We are told in the short addition to his own memoirs, 
" he submitted to fate on the 18tb day of Harch, 1761 
bis lodgings in Bond-street." But it does not appear to 1 
been noticed that Sterne died with neither friend nor rela 
by his side ! a hired nurse was the sole companion of 
man whose wit found admirers in every street, but w 
heart, it would seem, could not draw one to bis death- 
We cannot say whether Sterne, who had long been d} 
had resolved to practise bis own principle, — when he n 
the philosopher Shandy, who had a fine saying for ev 
thing, deliver his opinion on death— that " there is no te. 
brother Toby, in its looks, but what it borrows from gr 
and convulsions — and the blowing of noses, and the wi 
away of tears with the bottoms of curtains in a dying m 
room. Strip it of these, what is it?" I find the momei 
bis death described in a singular book, the " Life of a I 
man." I give it with all ite particulars. " In the moot 
January, 1768, we set off for London. We stopped for i 

' He pnbliihed these two Tolnmea of diBCaunes nnder (he ti' 
"Tnrict'B Sennons," beoinBe, w he BtBl«d in hia prefsce, il woold ' 
•erre the boobeellera' purpose, aa YoricfB nuue is poaublj of the tn 
Don kDowu ;" bat, fearing the cenaare of the world, be ftdded a b 
title-[age witii hia own name, "to ease tiie miude of tbcise who see e 
ud Uie danger which Inrhs nnder it, where no jeat a meant." AUth 
not free Sterne from much severe critidam. — Bu. 
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XEITSB Y. 

" Mt dbab Kittt, — Though I have but a moment's 
spare, I would not omit writing you an account of my 
fortune ; my Lord Fauconberg ha« this day given me a 
dred and sixty pounds a year, which I hold with all mgr, 
ferment ; so that all or the most part of mj sorrows 
tears are going to he ¥dped away. — I have but one 
io my happiness now left — and what that is yon 
well as 1.* 

" I long most impatiently to see my dear Kitty. I 
purse of guineas given me yesterday by a bishop — ^all 
well in time. 

*' From morning to nigbt my lodgings^ wbioh by the 
are the genteelest in town,t are full of the greatest 
I dined these two days with two ladies of the beddiaml 
then with Lord Rockingham, Lord Edgcumb^ Xiord 
Chelsea, Lord Littleton, a bishop, &q, &c, 

*' I assure you, my dear Eitty, that Tristram is tbe 
— Pray to God I may see my dearest girl soon and 
Adieu. 

" Tour affectionate firiend, • 

" L. SlBBSBT;^ 



HUMB, ItOBSKTSOlf, AND BIBCH. 

Taio rarest of literal^ characters is such an historisft 
Gibbon ; but we know the price which he paid for his a 
sitions •— unbroken and undeviating studies. Wilkes, a 
wit, could only discover the drudgery of con^ilation m 
profound philosopher and painter of men and of nations, 
speculative turn of mind» deliffhtinff in generalising princ| 
and aggregate views, is usually deficient in that <doser knDMr* 
ledge, without which every step we take is on the icB7' 
gi!omnd of ooi\jeot\ure and theory, veiy apt to shifb its i>B- 
substantial scenes. The researchers are like the inhabitaiAi 
of a city wbo live among its ancient edifices, and are in ik 
maricet^plaoes and the streets: but i^ theorists, occupM 
by perspective views, with a more artist-like poicil may io^ 
pose on us a general resemblance of things ; out oft^ iball 

* Oan tliis allude to ibe deaih of his wife ^— that reiy year he ttHh hH 
dsti^ter he bid teken a home ai Toxic, ^ for your mother •ad ywntit** 
t They were the leoond house from St. Alban's Street^ P^ MaU. 
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jrenl a piece of secret history of our BentimentaUat. 
itters are addreMed to a young lady of the nameof De 
lantel, whose anceators were the Berangera de Fourm 
rlio dnring the persecution of the French Froteatan 
ia*i» XIT. emigrated to this coontry: they were en 
D extensive 'possessions in Bt. Domingo, hut were exc 
\ij their Frotestantism. The eldo- sisb^ hecame a Ca4 
and «rfitaiiied the estates ; the younger adopted the ua 
Beisnger, and was a gorerness to the Countess of B 
''The paper states that Catherine de Fourmantel form 
attachment to Sterne, and that it was the expectation of 
friends that they would be united ; but that on a visit f 
became acquainted with a lady, whom he married, i 
apAce of one month, alter having paid his addieases to 
d£ Fourmantel for five years. The consequence was, the 
deraDgement of intellect of this youQg lady. She was co: 

I in aprivate madhouse. Sterne twice saw her there ; an< 
obs^ation on her state drew the " Maria" whom be 1 
pathetically dMcribed. The elder sister, at the inatigat 
tbe fetherof the commanicator of these letters, came to 
land, and took chu^ of the unhappy Maria, who d 
ISrie. " For many years," says the writer of this state 
"my moth^ had the Ao«(/i*rcAte^ Sterne alludes to." 
anzKiDS wish of Sterne waa to have his letters returt 
him. In this he failed ; and auch as they are, without 
either of time or place, they are now before me. 

The billets'dous are unquestiouably authentic, ba 
statement is inaccurate. I doubt whether the narrati 
corieet in stating that Sterne married after an acquaii 
of one month ; for he tells us in his Memoirs that he c( 
his wife for two years ; he, however, married in 1741. 

I "Sermon of Elijah," which he presents to Miss de 
mantel in one of these letters, waa not published till 
I Her disordered mind could not therefore have been occai 
by ii^tvdflen marriage of Sterne. A sentimental inter* 
endently existed between them. He perhaps sought 
sympathy, consolation for his domestic infehcity ; he 
manicat« to hsi the minutest events of his early fame 
these letters, which certainly seem very like love-letten 
sent apicture of his life in town in the full flower of his 
eager with hope and flushed with sucoess. 
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LETTEB I. 

" Mt deae Kitty, — I beg you will accept of the inclosed 
germon, which I do not make you a present of merely because 
it was wrote by myself, but because there is a beautiful cha- 
racter in it of a tender and compassionate mind in the picture 
given of Elijah. Read it, my dear Kitty, and believe me 
when I assure you that I see something of the same kind and 
gentle disposition in your heart which I have painted in the 
prophet's, which has attached me so much to you and your 
interests, that I shall live and die 

'^ Your affectionate and faithful servant, 

" Latjbestce Stebke. 

" P.S. — If possible, I will see you this afbemoon before I 
go to Mr. Fothergil's. Adieu, dear friend, — I had the plea- 
sure to drink your health last night." 

LETTEB IX. 

" Mt deab Kitty, — If this biUet catches you ^n bed, yon 
are a lazy, sleepy little slut, and I am a giddy, foolish, un- 
thinking fellow, for keeping you so late up — ^but this Sabbath 
is a day of rest, at the same time that it is a day of sorrow ; 
for I shall not see my dear creature to-day, unless you meet 
me at Taylor's half an hour after twelve ; but in this do as 
you like. I have ordered Matthew to turn thief, and steal 
you a quart of honey ; what is honey to the sweetness of 
thee, who art sweeter than all the flowers it comes from ! I 
love you to distraction, Kitty, and will love you on so to 
eternity — so adieu, and believe, what time will only prove me, 
that I am, " Yours.'* 

LETTEB m. 

" My deab Kitty, — I have sent you a pot of sweetmeats 
and a pot of honey — ^neither of them half so sweet as your- 
self — but don't be vain upon this, or presume to grow sour 
upon thb character of sweetness I give you ; for if you do I 
shall send you a pot of pickles (by way of contraries) to sweeten 
you up, and bring you to yourself again — whatever changes 
happen to you, believe me that I am unalterably yours^ and 
according to your motto, such a one, my dear Kitty, 

** Qui ne changera pas qii*en mourant. 

" L. S." 



)/ Sterne. 

* He came up to towu in 1760, to publish the twi 
Tolumefi of ' Shandy,' of which the Erst edition had ap] 
at York the preceding year. 

MTTEHIT. "i^^Jf, 

"Mt d£a.B Kitty,- — I have arriTed here eafe and bo 
except for the hole in my heart which you have made, 
dear enchanting slut as you are.- — I shall take lodging 
morning in Piccadilly or the Haymarket, and before . 
this letter will let yon know where to direct a letter 1 
which letter 1 shall wait for by the return of the post 
great impatience. 

" I have the greatest honours paid me, and most ci< 
shown me that were ever known from the great ; ai 
engaged already to ten noblemen and men of fashion b 
Mr. Garrick pays me all and more honour than I coul 
for: I dined with him to-day, and he has prompted nu 
of great people to carry me to dine with them — he has 
me an order for the liberty of hia boxes, and of every f 
his house, for the whole season ; and indeed leaves m 
undone that can do me either aerviee or credit. E 
nndertaken the whole management of the booksellers, ai 
procure me a great price — but more of this in my next. 

" And now, my dear girl, let me assure yon of the 
frieodship for you that ever man bore towards a woi 
wherever I am, my heart is warm towards you, am 
shall be, till it is cold for ever. I thank you for thi 
proof you gave me of your desire to make my heart e 
ordering yourself to be denied to you know who — while 
BO miserable to be separated from my dear, dear Kit 
would have stabbed my soul to have thought such a 
coold have the liberty of coming near you, — I therefor 
this proof of your love and good principles most kindly 
have as much faith and dependence upon you in it, as if 
at your elbow — would to God I was at this moment — foi 
ratting sohtary and alone in my bedchamber (ten o'ch 
night after the play), and would give a guinea for a sc 
of your band. I send my soul perpetually out to see 
you are a-doing — wish I could convey my body witi 
adieu, dear and kind girl. Ever your kind firiend and 
tiooate admirer. 

"I go to the oratorio this night. My service to 

b2 
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Hume, Robertson, and Birch. 

(0 prepared to the verj dissimilar subjects he pFOj 

.on be resolved to write the history of Charles V., h 

(|B to Dr. Birch : " I never had access to any c 

'•rtM, and do not pretend to ang exteniive hnowlei 

tors; iMit I have made a list of such as I thought 

^tial to the subject, and have put them down aa /, 

■ mentioned in any book I happened to read. You 

in and knowledge of books is infinitely superior to 

1 1 doubt not but you will be able to make such odd 

piy catalogue a» may be of great use to me. I knov 

P^ and to my Borrow, how servilely. ki»torian» copy 

y another, and how iittte is to be learned from re 

fcij books ; but at the same time, when one writes 

y partict^ period, it is both necessary and decent fo 

wnsult erery book relating to it upon which he oa 

hands." This avowal proves that Robertson knew 

■the history of Charles V. till he began the task ; ai 

Jrther eonfesses that " he had no knowledge of the Sf 

p.Gennan," which, for the history of a Spanish monarc 

pGerman emperor, was somewhat ominous of the nat 

pe projected history. 

I Yet Robertson, though he once thus acknowledged, 

pe, that he "never bod access to any copious librariei 

'id rit3t pretend to any extensive JsTWwhdge of authors," t 

> have acquired from his friend, Dr. Birch , who was a go 

nearcher in manuscripts as well as printed books, a 

vea for biblit^raphical ostentation, as appears by that 

,N)ii3 and volaminouB list of authors prefixed to his " Hi 

-of America;" the most ol^ationable of his histories, be 

liperpetual apolo^ for the Spanish Government, adapt- 

the meridian of the court of Madrid, father than to the 

of humanity, of truth, and of philosophy. I understand, 

good authuritj, that it would not be difficult to prove 

our historian had barely examined them, and probably 

never turned over half of that deceptive catalogue. , 

thought so, and was probably a little disturbed at the 

whelming success of our eloquent, and penetrating hist 

while his own historical labours, the most authentic mat 

of history, but not history itself, hardly repaid the pi 

Birch's publications are either originals, that is, ]ett( 

state-papers ; or they are narratives drawn from orif 

for he never wrote but from manuscripts. They are th 

teria hittorica. 
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brother historian: — "What I wrote you with regard to 
Mary, Ac., was from the printed histories and papers. But 
I am now sorry to tell you that by Murdin's State-paper», 
the matter is put beyond all question. I got these pap^s 
during the holidays by Dr. Birch*8 means ; and as soon as I 
read them Iran to WJlar, and desired him yoy earnestly to 
stop the publication of your history till I should write to 
you, and give you an opportunity of correcting a mi s t a ke so 
important ; but he absolutely refused compliance. He said 
that your book was now finished ; that the whole narraiite 
of Mary's trial must be wrote over again ; that it was un- 
obtain whether the new narratiTe could be brought witiun 
the same compass with the old: that this change would 
require the cancelling a great many sheets; that there 
were scattered /Hi««<i^«t thromgh ike volumes founded on fowr 
theory** What an interview was this of Andrew Millar and 
David Hume ! truly the bibliopole shone to greato* advantage 
than the two theoretical historians ! And so the worid had, 
and eagerly received, what this critical bookseller dedared 
" required the new printing (that is, the new writing) of n 
great part of the edition!*' 

When this successful history of Scotland invited Robertson 
to pursue this newly-discovered province of philosophical or 
theoretical history, he was long irresolute in his deigns, and 
so unpractised in those researches he was desirous of attempt- 
ing, that his admirers would have lost his popular prodne- 
tions, had not a fortunate introduction to Dr. Birch, whose 
life had been spent in historical pursuits, enabled the Seottirii 
historian to open many a daspe^ book, and to drink of many 
n sealed fountain. Robertson was long undecided whether to 
write the history of Greece, iA Leo X., that of William III. 
and Queen Anne, or that of Charles Y., and perhaps many 
other subjects. 

We have a curious letter <^ Jjot^ Orford's, detailing tlie 
pur port of a visit Robertson paid to him to inquire after 
materials for the reigns of WilHam and Anne ; he seemed to 
have little other knowledge than what he had taken xxpan 
trust. **1 painted to him," says Lord Orford, ""the diffi- 
culties and the want €i materials — but the booksellers will 
out-argue me." Both the historian and "^ the bocdraellers" had 
resolved on another histoiy : and Robertson looked ijqpon it 
as a task which he wished to have set to him, and not m^ 
glorious toil long matured in his mind. But how did h\ 
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come prepared to tbe very disBimilar subjects be propt 
When he resolved to write the history of Charlee V., h( 
icBaes to Dr. Birch ; " I never had accegt to any co 
Uhrarieg, and do not pretend to any exlejigiae knoicled 
authors; bnt I have made a list of auch as I thought 
essential to the subject, and have put them down as Ij 
them mentioned in any book I happened to read, Youi 
dition and knowledge of books is infinitelj superior to i 
and I doubt not but you will be able to make euch addi 
to my catalogue aa may be of great use to me. I know 
well, and to my sorrow, how s&rvilely hittorians copy _ 
one another, and how little is to be learned firom ret 
many hooks; but at tbe same time, when one writes 
any partici^ar period, tt is both necessary and decent foi 
to ooDstdt every book relating to it upon which he car 
hie hands." This avowal proves that Robertson knew 
of tbe history of Charles Y. till be began the task ; an 
further eonfesses that " he had no knowledge of the Spi 
or German," which, for the history of a Spanish monarch 
a Qerman emperor, was somewhat ominous of the natu 
the projected history. 

Yet Robertson, though he once thus acknowledged, a 
see, that he " never had access to any copious libraries. 
did not pretend to any extansiee knowtedge of auihora" » 
to have acquired from his friend. Dr. Birch, who was a gen 
researcher in manuscripts as well as printecl books, a i 
even fop biblic^raphical ostentation, as appears by that j 
pous and voluminous list of authors prefixed to his " Hif 
of America;" the most ol^ectionable of his histories, bei 
-perpetual apology for the Spanish Government, adapte 
the meridian of the court of Madrid, rather than to the c 
of humanity, of truth, and of philosophy, I understand, 
good authority, that it would not be diSicult to prove 
our historian had barely examined them, and probably 
never turned over half of that deceptive catalogue, I 
thought so, and was probably a little disturbed at the i 
whelming success of our eloquent and penetrating bisto 
while his own historical labours, tbe most authentic mati 
of history, but not history itself, hardly repaid the pri 
Birch's publications are either ori^nals, that is, lettei 
state-papers; or they are narratives drawn from orig 
for he never wrote but from manuscripts. They are the 
materia htttorica. 
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Birch, however, must have enjoyed many a seomt trimnpb 
over our popular historiang, who had mtroduoed their bMRl'* 
liM jphibe^hical history mto our literature ; tbe dflettma 
in whieh they sometimes found tiMms^ves must have amnsocl 
him. He has thrown out an oblique %tecks% at iSobertsofl^tf 
'' pomp of sinrle, and fine doquence/' "which too cib$a. tettd 
to disguise the real state of the facte."* When he reeoved 
from Bobertson the present of his '* Charles Y^** after tbe 
just triifmte of his praise, he adds some r^ret that the Insto^ 
lian had not been so fortunate as to have seen Buighky'ir 
State-papers, ^ puMished since Christmas," and a manuscript 
trial of Mary^ Queen of Scots, m Lord BoystonV possetsion. 
Alas^! such is the fate of speculative histoff; a Christmas 
may come, and overturn the elaborate castle in the air. dm 
W6 forbear a smile when we hear Bobertson, who \aA pir^ 
jed^ed a history of Britkh America, of which we possess twio 
chapters, when the rebellioa and revolotion brdce out, oon* 
gratukte himself that he had not made any farther progndsa f 
** It is lucky that my American History was ntit finislMd be* 
fore this event ; how many plausible theories that I riundd 
have been entitled to form are contradicted 1^ what has now 
happened !" A fair confession ! 

Let it not be for one moment imagined that this article is 
designed to depreciate the genius of Hume and BobertsoH, 
who are the noblest of our modem authors, and exhibit a 
perfect idea of the literary character. 

Forty-four years ago, I transcribed from their orighials 
the correspondence of the historian with the literary anti- 
quary. For the satisfaction of the reader, I here preserve 
these literary relics^ 

Letters between Dr, Bireh and Dr, W, Bohertson, relative to 
the Histories of Scotland and of Oharles V. 

^'to db. biboh. 

** OladsffMir, 19 Sept. 1767. 
" Bevebbhtd Sib, — ^Though I have not the good fortune 
to be known to you persondUy, I am so happy as to be no 
stranger to your writings, to which I have been indebted for 
much useful instruction. And as I have heard from my 
friends, Sir Dand Dalrymple and Mr. Davidson, that your 

* See <<Oiiriosi«de8 of literfttnie,** vol UL p. 887. 
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dispositioii to oblige was equal to your knowledge, I now 
presuime to write to you and to ask your assistance without 
any apology. 

'' I have been engaged for some time in writing the history 
o€ Scotland from the death of James Y. to the accession of 
James YI. to the throne of Engknd. My chief object is to 
adorn (as far as I am capable of adorning) the history of a period 
which, on account of the greatness of the events, and their 
dose connection with the i^nsactions in England, deserves to 
be better known. But as elegance of composition, even where 
a writer can attain that, is but a trivial merit without his- 
torical truth and accuracy, and as the prejudices and rage of 
£atction8, both religious and political, have rendered almost 
every fact, in the period which I have chosen, a matter of 
doubt or of controversy, I have therefore taken all the pains 
in my power to examine the evidence on both sides with 
exactness. You know how copious the materia historica in 
this period is. Besides all the common historians and printed 
collections of papers, I have consulted several manuscripts 
which are to be found in this country. I am persuaded that 
there are still many manuscripts worth my seeing to be met 
with in England, and for that reason I propose to pass some 
time in London this winter. I am impatient, however, to 
know what discoveries of this kind I may expect, and what 
are the treasures before me, and with regard to this I beg 
leave to consult you. 

*' I was afraid for some time that Dr. Forbes's Collections 
had been lost upon his death, but I am glad to find by your 
' Memoirs ' that they are in the possession of Mr. Yorke. I 
see likewise that the ' I)6p^ches de Beaumont ' are in the 
himds of the same gentleman. But I have no opportunity 
of consulting your * Memoirs * at present, and I cannot re- 
member whether the ' I>6p^hes de Fenelon ' be still preserved 
or not. I see that Carte has made a great use of them in a 
very busy period from 1563 to 1676. I know the strength 
of Carte's pr^udices so well, that I dare say many things 
may be found there that he could not see, or would not pub- 
lish. May I beg the favour of you to let me know whether 
Fenelon' s papers be yet extant and accessible, and to give me 
some general idea of what Dr. Forbes's Collections contain 
with regard to Scotland, and whether the papers they consist 
of are different from those published by Haynes, Anderson, 
&c. I am far from desiring that you should enter into any 
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detail that would be troublesome to you, but some short hint 
of the nature of these Collections would be extremely satisfy- 
ing to my curiosity, and I shall esteem it a great obligation 
laid upon me. 

" I have brought my work almost to a conclusion. If you 
would be so good as to suggest anything that you thought 
useful for me to know or to examine into, I shall receive your 
directions with great respect and gratitude. 
^ I ^m, with sincere esteem, 

<* Eev^ Sir, Y' m. ob. & m. h. S', 

**Wm. Robebtson." 

to db. biboh. 

^SdMurgh, IJan. 1759. 

" Peab Sib,-*— If I bad net considered a letter of mere 
compliment as an impertinent interruption to one who is so 
busy as you commonly aare, I would long before this have 
made my acknowledgments to you for the civilities which yon 
was so good as to show me while I was in London. I had 
not oidy a proof of your obliging disposition, but I reaped the 
good etffects of it. 

" The papers to whidi I got access by your means, espe- 
cially those fnmi Lord Boy ston, have rendered my work more 
perfect than it could have otherwise been. My history is 
now ready for publication, and I have desired Mr. Millar to 
send you a large paper copy of it in my name, which I beg 
you may acoept as a testimony -of my regard and o£ my grati- 
tude. He wUi likewise transmit to you another oopy, which 
I must entreat . you to present to my Lord Hoyston, with 
wxch. acknowledgments of his favours toward me as are proper 
for me to make. I hme printed a short appendix of original 
papers. You wiU observe that there are several inaccuracies 
in the press work. Mr. Millar grew impatient to have the 
book published, so that it was impossible to send down the 
proofs to me^ I hope, however, the papers will be abundantly 
intelligible. I published them only to confirm my own 
system, about particular &cts, not to obtain the character of 
an antiquarian. If, upon perusing the book, yon discover any 
inaccuracies, either with regard to style or facte, whether of 
great or of small importance, I will «steem i^ a very great 
favour if you'll be so good as to ccMnmunicate them to me. I 
shall likewise be. indebted to you, if you'll let me know what 
reception tiie book meets with among the literati of your ao- 
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qniunttmce. I hope jou will be particularly pleased w 
critical dissertation at the end, which is the produotio 
co-partnership between me and jour friend Mr. Da' 
Both Sir D. Dalrymple and he offer compliments to yc 
Dean Tucker be in town this winter, 1 bt^ jou will of 
compliments to him. 

" I am, w. great regard, D'. Sir, 

" Y' m. obed*. & mst. o. ser*., 

"William Bobe&t 
" My address is, one of the ministers of £d." 

TO OB. XIBCH. 

"RUnbvirgh, 13 Dee. 
" Deas Sib, — I beg leave once mora to have reco 
your good natura and to jour lore of literature, and 1 
same upon putting you to s, piece of trouble. After co 
ing several Bubjects for another history, I have at lat 
upon the' rergn of Charles V., which contains the first 
lisbment of the present political system of Europe, 
begun to labour seriously upon mj task. One of ti 
things requisite was to form a catalogue of books whio 
be consulted. As I never had access to very copious Ul 
I do not pretend to anj extensive knowledge of autho 
I have made a list of sueh as I thought most essential 
Bul:ject, and have put them down just in the order whit 
occurred to me, or as I found them mentioned in any 
haf^ned to read. I beg you would be so good as to 
over, and as jour erudition and knowledge of books ieini 
superior to mine, I doubt not but jou'll be able to mab 
additiuts to m j catalogue as ma j be of great sse to ) 
know very well, and to my sorrow, how servilely his 
oopj from one another, and how little is to he leame 
reading many books, but at ihe same time when one 
upon any particular period, it is both neeessarj and dee 
biTn to consult every book relating to it, upon which ' 
lay his hands^ I am sufficiently master of Frenc 
ItaUaD ; but have no knowledge of the Spanish or G 
tongues. X flatter myself that I shall not suffer mi 
this, as the two former languages, together with the 
will sQjq»ly me with books in abundance. Mr. Walp 
formed me some time ago, that in the catalogue of H 
MSS. i(i the British Museum, there is a volume of 



348 IMerary MtsceUamet. 

relating to Chvles V., it is No. 295. I do not expect modi 
frauit, but it would be extremet^ oUi^i^if 70a would taks 
tbe bwible of lookipe into it and of infonmBg me in gencnl 
wbai it contwna. Ia tiie csitslogiie I hare indomd, Hub 
mark x is prefixed to all the boolEs whicli I can get in tine 
country ; if yon yooraelf, or any friend with whom yon em. 
tue fn«dom, have any ai tbe other hooka in my list, and will 
be (o good aa to i^id tbem to Mr. Millar, he will iarmwiA 
them to me, and I ahall receive them with great grathnde 
and retom them with much punctoality. I b^ leave to 
offer compliment« to all our common frienda, and particolaHy 
to Dean Tucker, if be be in town this season. I wish it were 
in my power to confer any return for aU the trouble yoabave 
taken m my behalf " 



" Deab Six,— Your letter of the 13 Dec^ was particalarij 

agreeable to me, as it acquainted me with yonr resolutkMB to 
resume your historic pen, and to undertake a subject whii^ 
from it« importance and extent, and your manner of treating 
it, will be lughly acceptable te the public 

" I have penued your list of booka to be eonaolted aa this 
occadon ; and after banscfibing it have ddnend it to Mr. 
Millar ; and shall now nuke aome additienB tt) it. 

" The new ' Htstture d' Allemagne ' by Father Barre, c^aK- 

cellor of Uie Univenity of Paris, published a few years ago m 

several volumes in q"., is a woi^ of veiy good avdit, amd to 

be perused by you; as is likewiae tiie second edition of 

' Abr^^e chroufut^qoe de I'Hiatcire A du Drmt pubUa 

d' Allemagne,' just printed at Paris, and formed upon the plan 

of Preradimt Henault's 'Nouvel Abr^^ clironologique do 

I'Histoire de fiance,' in which tbe reigns of Francia I. aoA 

)er to be seen by jou. 

|M)ur servir a I'Uistoira du Caidiittl 

Bosper Leveaque, a BenedictiD mcHik:, 

Paris in two voP. 12°. in 1763, caatam 

ng to Cbailes V. But thia perfocmanw 

than it mi^t have bees, conaideriiy 

le advantage <it a vast collection, abova 

of the Cardinal's original ftftn, at 
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Seaai^im, Amoog tiieae an the papen of Jiia ei 
fiitber, who nss «luuoeUor and minister to tha 
CkarleB V. 

" Bishop Burnet, ia the ' Summary of Affiun 1m 
BestoratioD,' prefixed to his 'Histoij of his Ow 
mentions a life of Frederick Elector Palatine, who 
tbrmed the Palatinata, as curioDilj wmtben by Hubert 
Leodius.* This book, though a very rare one, is iji ji 
and shall be sent to joa. --Yoa will find in it mc 
relating to your Emperor. The manuscript was luck 
when the fibrary of Heydelberg was plundered and i 
to the Vatican after the taking of that city in 162! 
was printed in 1G24, at Franofort, in i". The w. 
l>een secretary and councilbr to the elaotor. 

"Another book which 1 ahall transmit to you is a 
collection of state -p^era, made by JUons'. Bivior, am 
at Blois, in 1G65, in two vols. f°. They relate to tl 
of Francis L, Henry II., and f rancis U. of Fraoi 
indexes will direct you to such passages as con 



" As Mons'. Amelot de la Honssaie, who was e 
conversant in modem history, has, in the 1". ton 
' M^moires Historiques Politiques et Litt^raires,' iro 
to 193, treated of Oharles V., I shaU add that boo 
parcel. 

" Yarillas's ' Life of Henry IT. of France ' should 1 
into, though that historian has not at present muob 
tion for exactness and veracity. 

"Dr. Fiddes, in his 'Life of Cardinal Wolsey,' has 
occasion to introduce the Emperor, his contemporary, 
Bayle in his Dictionary gives us an express article i 
abort one, for it consists of eight of his pages. 

" iBc^r Ascham, Queen Elizabeth's preceptor, whi 
«ecretary to S'. Richard Morysin amb. from K. Ed 
-to the imperial 'court, wrote to a friend of his ' a re 
discouree of the affairs and state of Germany and the 
'Charles's court.' This wae printed in the reign i 
JJlizabeth ; but the copies of thst edition are now i 
Hbwever this will be soon made public, being reprin< 
edition of idl the author's English works now in the 

" The ' Epitres des Prinoes,' translated from thi 
by Belleforest, will probably supply you with some ft 
to your purpose. 
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" My deab Kittt, — ^Though I have but a moment's time to 
spare, I would not omit writing you an account of mj eood 
fortune ; my Lord Fauconberg has this day given me a hun^ 
dred and sixty pounds a year, which I hold with all my jnre^ 
ferment ; so that all or the most part of my sorrows aud 
tears are going to Ibe wiped away. — I have but one obstacle 
ho my happiness now lefb — land what that is you know as 
well as I.* 

'^ I long most impatiently to see my dear Kitty. I had a 
purse of guineas given me yesterday Tjy a bishop— all will do 
well in tune. 

" From morning to night my lodgings^ which by tte bye 
are the genteelest in town,t are fall of the greatest company.-;— 
I £ned these two days with two ladies of the bedduunber — 
then with Lord Bockingbam, Lord Edgcumb, Lord "Wiih 
cbelsea, Lord Litiletoi^ a bishop, &q. &c. 

** I assure you, my dear Kitty, that Tristram is the fashion. 
— Pray to God I nugr ^ee my dearest girl soon and well. — 
Adieu. 

^' Tour affectionate friend^ 

" L. Stbenb." 
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TCLl! rttfest of literary characters is such an historian sm 
Gibbon ; but we know the price which he paid for his aoqui- 
sitions*^ unbroken and undeviating studies. Wilkes, a mere 
wit, cotdd only discover the drudgery of oompilatiiHi in the 
profound :philoBopher and painter of men and of natiomi. A 
epeculative tumof mind, delighting in generalising principles 
and aggregate viewt, is usually deficient in that closer know* 
ledge, without which every step we take is on the fairy* 
ground of ooi^ecture and theory, very ^t to shift; its ua- 
sttbstantial scenes. The researchers are like the inhabitants 
of a city w1m» live among its ancient edifices, and are in the 
market-places and the streets: but the theorists, occupied 
by perspective views, with a more atrtist-like pencil may im- 
pose on us a general resemblance of things ; but often shall 

* Can this ftUude to the death of his wife? — ^that veiy year he teDs fa^ 
daughter he had taken a house at Yoi4c, *^ for your mother uid yooraelf.** 
t They were the second house from 8t. Alban's Street^ Pall MaU. 
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a find in^hose pnadowj outiioee how the rral objects arg 
nevl J, if not wholly lost— foi much is given which ia &neiful, 
and much omitted which is tms. 

Of our two popular hiattaiaiu, Hume and Bobertsoo, alilre 
in character but diSerent in genius, it is much to be lamented 
that neither came to their tasks with the previous studies of 
half a life ; and their speculative or theoretical histories are 
of so much the less value whenever they are deficient in that 
doser research wbicb can be obtained only in one way ; not 
the most agreeable to those literary adventurers, for such 
they are, hovever high they rank in the class of genius, who 
gntep at early celebrity, and depend more on themselves than 
im their researcbea. 

Ia gome curious letters to the literaijr antiquary Dr. Krch, 
Bobertson acknowledges " my chief object is to adorn, as far 
as I am capable (rf adorning, the history of a period which de- 
serves to be better known," He probably took his lessou 
from Voltaire, the reigning author of that day, and a great 
favourite with HoberUoii. Voltaire indeed tells us, that no 
writers, but those who have composed tragedies, can throw 
any interest into a history ; that we must know to paint 
and excite the passions ; and that a hktory, like a dramatic 
piece, must have situation, intrigue, and catastrophe ; au 
observation which, however true, at least shows that there 
can be but a moderate quantity of truth in such agreeable 
narratives. Bobertson's notion of adomijig history was the 
pleasing labour of genius — it was to amplify into vastnets, 
to colour into beauty, and to arrange the objects of h» 
meditation with a secret artifice of disposition. Such an 
historian is a sculptor, who, though he display a correct 
semblance of nature, is not lesi solioitous to display the 
miracles of his art, and enlarges his figures to a colossal 
dimension. Such is theoretical history. 

The theoretical historian communicates his own character 
to his history ; and if, like Robertson, hs be profound and 
politic, he detects the secret motives of his actors, unravels 
the webs of cabinet councils, explains projects that were un<- 
known, and details stratagems which never took place. When 
we admire the fertile conceptions of the Queen Begent, of 
Elizabeth, and of Bothwell, we are often defrauding Bobert* 
son of whatever admiration um be due to such deep policy. 

When Hume received from Dr. Birch Forbes's Manuscripts 
and Murdin's State-papers, in great haste he writes to hia 
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way through the darker ages of our poetry, and just eon- 
duoting us to a hrighter region, in planning the map of the 
country of which he had only a Pisgah view, expires amid his 
volumes ! Our poetical antiquary led us to the opening gates 
of the paradise of -our poetnr, when, alas ! they closed on bin& 
and on \ts ! The most precious portion of Warton*s historj 
is hut the fragment of a fn^mer^. 

Life passes away in collecting materials — the marhle lies in 
hlocks — and sometimes a colonnade is erected, or even one 
whole side of a palace indicates the design of the architect. 
Ckrant Majesuchxlli, early in life, formed a nohle hut too 
mighty a project, in which, however, be considerably Advanced. 
This was an liistorical and critical account of the memoirs 
and the waitings of Italian authors ; he even commenoed the 
publication in alphabetical order, but the six invaluable folios 
we possess only contain the authors the initial letters of 
whose names are A and B ! This great literary historian had 
Wished for the press other volumes, which the torpor of his 
descendants has suffered to lie in a dormant sti^. Bieh in 
acquisition, and judicious in his decisions, the days of the 
patriotic Mazzuchelli were freely given to the most oixrioiis 
and elegant researches in his national literature ; his com* 
«pondence is said to consist of forty volumes ; with eight oi 
literary memoirs, besides the lives of his literary contempo- 
raries; — but Europe has been defrauded of the hidden 
treasures. 

The history of Bmlxst's *'' Jugemens des S^vans sur les 
Principaux Ouvrages des Auteurs,'* or Decisions of the 
Learned on the Learned, is a renuufkable instance how Hide 
the calculations of writers of research serve to ascertain the 
period oi their projected labour. Baillet passed hislilein the 
midst of the great library of the literary family of the 
Lamoignons, and as an act of gratitude arranged a classiiied 
catalogue in thirty-two folio volumes ; it indicated not only 
what any author had professedly composed on any subjeot, 
but also marked those passages r^ative to the subject whicfa 
other writers had touchedon. By means of this catalogue, the 
philosophical patron of Baillet at a single glance disoovered 
the great results of hiunan knowledge on any object of his 
inquiries. This catalogue, of equal novelty and curiosity, the 
learned came to study, and often transcribed its precioiu 
notices. Amid this world of bodes, the skill and labour of 
Baillet prompted him to collect the critical opinions of the 







,^ and Birch. 



343 

lar Bubjecta he proposed? 
tory of Charles V,, he eon- 
id accest to any copious 
iiy extensile htowJed^e of 
( such as I thought moat 
•at them down as I found 
fiened to read. Your eru- 
■nfinitely superior to mine, 
lie t(> make such additions 
'i use to me, I know very 
'lely hittorians copy from 
' " m reading 
rites upon 
nt for him 
16 can lay 
mew little 
it ; and he 
le Spanish 
inarch and 
nature of 



;s, a taste 
that pom- 
" History 
js, being a 
.dapted to 
I the cause 
band, from 
irove that 
hably had 
le. Birch 
, the over- 
- historian, 
laterials 

Mrs or 
iginals, 
he true 



848 Liter ary Miscellanies^ 

relatiDg to Charles V., it is No. 295. I do not expect modi 
from i^ bat it would be extremely obliging^ if yoa would takt 
the trouble of looking into it and of inlbranug me in geoeval 
what it oontains. In the catalogue I have indosed, this 
mark x is prefixed to all the books which I can get in thia 
country ; if jou yourself, or any friend with whom you can 
use freedom, have any of the other hooka in my list, and will 
be so good aa to s^od. them to Mr. Millar, he will forward 
them to me, and I shall receive them with great gratitude 
and return them with much punctuality. I beg leave to 
offer compliments to all our common friends, and particularly 
to Dean Tucker, if he be in town this season. I wish it wwe 
in my power to confer any return for all the trouble you have 
taken in my behalf—" 

TBOM ]>B. BIBOH TO THE BIT. DB. BOBEBTSOIT, 

AT EDBfTBITBOH. 

*'L<md<mf 8 Jany. 1760. 

" Deab Sib, — Your letter of the 13 Bec^ was particularlj 
agreeable to me, as it acquainted me with your resolution to 
resume your historic pen, and to undertake a 8ub|ect which, 
from its importance and extent^ and your manner of treating 
it, will be lughly acceptable to the public. 

'* I have perused your li«t of books to be consulted on this 
occasion ; and afber transcribing it have delivered it to Mr. 
Millar ; and shall now make some additions td it. 

" The new ' Histoire d' Allemagne * by Father Barre, diaii* 
cellor of l^e University of Paris, published a few years ago in 
several volumes in q^., is a work of very good credit, and to 
be perused by you; as is likewise the second ecUiaon of 
*AhT6g& chrom^ogique de THiBtoire A du Droit puUifl 
d' AUemagne,' just printed at Paris, and formed upon the plan 
of President Henault's 'Nouvel Abr^g^ ohronologique de 
THistoire de France,* in which the rdgns of Francis I. ani 
Heniy II. will be prc^r to be seen by you. 

''The 'M^moires pour servir a THistoire du Cardinal 
Granvelle,' by Father Bosper Levesque, a Benedietin monk^ 
which were printed at Paris in two vol". 12^. in 1753,eoiitam 
some particulars relating to Charles Y . But this p^ormanoe 
is much less curious ^an it might have been, considering 
that the author had the advantage of a vast collection, above 
an hundred volumes of the Cardinal's origioal papers, aft 
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JBesflm^n. Among these are the papers of his eminence's 
&ther^ who was 'ChaBcellor and minister to the £mperor 
C^ailesY. 

" Bishop Bnmet, in the ' Summary of Affiuis hefoie the 
Restoration,' prefixed to his 'Historj of his Own Time/ 
mentions a hfe of Frederidc Elector Palatine, who first re- 
formed the Palatinate, as ccirioaslj written hj Hubert Thomas 
Lieodius.* This book, though a very rare one, is i^ my study 
and shall be sent to you. Tou wUl find in it many facts 
relating to your Emperor. The manuscript was luckily saved 
when the library of Heydelberg was plundered and conveyed 
to the Vatican afber the taking of that city in 1622, and it 
was printed in 1624, at Erancfort^ in 4***. 1^ writer had 
"been secretary and councillor to the elector. 

''Another book which 1 shall transmit to you is a valuable 
collection of state pi^rs, made by Mons'. Hivier, and printed 
at Blois, in 1665, in two vok. f^. They relate to the reigns 
of Francis L, Henry II., and Erancii II. of France.' The 
indexes will direct you to such passages as concern the 
Emperor. 

** As Mons'^. Amelot de la Houssaie, who was exkemely 
ccmversaut in modem history, has, in the 1'*. tome of his 
' Memoires Historiques Politiques et Lifct^raires,' £rom p. 156 
to 193, treated of Charles Y., I shaU add that book to my 
parcel. 

" Varillas's * Life of Henry II. of France ' should be looked 
into, though that historian has not at present much reputa- 
tion for exactness and veracity. 

"Dr. Fiddes, in his * Life of ^Cardinal Wolsey,' has frequent 
occasion to introduce the Emperor, his contemporary, of which 
Bayle in his Dictionary gives us an express aurticle and not a 
idiort one, for it consists of eight of his pi^es. 

** [Roger Asc^am, Queen Elizabeth's preceptor, when he was 
«ecretaiy to S^. Richard Morysin amb. fiom K. Edward VI. 
'to the imperiaVcourt, wrote to a friend of his *a report and 
discourse of the affairs imd state of Germany and the Emperor 
Charles's court.' This was printed in the reign of Queen 
JBlizabeth ; but the copies of that edition are now very rare. 
However this will be soon made public, being reprinted in an 
edition of idl the author's English works now in the press. 

" The * Bpitres des Princes,' translated from the Italian 
by Belleforest, will probably supply you with some few things 
to your' purpose. 
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A reader, unaccustomed to minute researches, might be sur- 
prised, had he laid before him the history of some of the 
most fkmiliar domestic articles which, in their origui, incurred 
the ridicule of the wits, and had to pass through no short 
ordeal of time in the strenuous opposition of the zealots 
against domestic novelties. The subject requires no grave 
investigation; we will, therefore, only notice a few of uni- 
versal use. They will sufficiently demonstrate that, however 
obstinately man moves in '^ the march of intellect," he must 
be overtaken by that greatest of innovators — ^Time itself ; 
and that, by his eager adoption of what he had once re- 
jected, and by the universal use of what he once deemed iin- 
useful, he wiU forget, or smile at the difficulties of a former 
generation, who were baffied in their attempts to do what vre 
all are now doing. 

Forks are an Italian invention ; and in England were so 
perfect a novelty in the days of Queen Bess, that Fynes 
Moryson, in his curious '^ Itinerary," relating a bargain with 
the patrone of a vessel which was to convey him from Yeniee 
to Constantinople, stipulated to be fed at his table, and to 
have " his glass or cup to drink in peculiar to himself, witk 
his knife, spoon. Bud fork J' This thing was so strange that 
he found it necessary to describe it.* It is an instrument 
" to hold the meat while he cuts it ; for they hold it ill- 

* Modem research has shown that forks were not so entirely onknown 
as was imagined when the above was written. In ?oL xxvii. of the 
** Archteologia," published bj the Society of Antiquaries, is an engraving 
of a fork and spoon of the Anglo-Saxon era ; they were found with frag- 
ments of ornaments in silver and brass, all of which had been depodt«l 
in a box, of which there were some decayed remains ; together with about 
seventy pennies of sovereigns from Coenwolf, King of Meroia (a.d. 796), to 
Ethelstan (a.d. 878, 890). The inventories of royal and noble persons 
in the middle ages often name forks. They were made of precious mate- 
rials, and sometimes adorned with jewels like those named in the inventory 
of the Duke of Normandy, in 1868, '* une euiller d*or et une fourchette, et 
aux deux fonts deux saphirs ;'* and in the inventory of Charles V. of 
France, in 1880, ** une cuillier et une fourchette d*or, oA il y a ^ balays 
et X perles.** Their use seems to have been a luxurious appendage to the 
dessert, to lift fruit, or take sops from winie. Thus Piers Qaveston, the 
celebrated favourite of Bdward III., is described to have had three silver 
forks to eat pears with ; and the Duchess of Orleans, in 1890, had one 
fork of gold to take sops from wine (& prendre la soupe oil vin). They 
appear to have been entirely restricted to this use, and never adopted as 
now, to lift meat at ordinary meals. They were carried about the person 
in decorated cases, and only used on certain occasions, and then onfy by 
the highest classes; henoe their oomparmtlve rarity. — ^Bd. 
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change of this new fashion they found out the inconvenience 
o^a sedentary life passed in their coaches.* 

Even at this early period of the introduction of coaches, 
they were not only costly in the ornaments — in velvets, 
damasks, taffetas, silver and gold lace, fringes of all sorts — 
but their greatest pains were in matcldng their coach -horses. 
" They must be all of a colour, longitude, latitude, cressitude, 
height, length, thickness, breadth (I muse they do not weigh 
them in a pair of balances) ; and when once matched with a great 
deal of care, if one of them chance to die, then is the coach 
maimed till a meet mate be found, whose corresponding may 
be as equivalent to the surviving palfrey, in all respects, as 
like as a broom to a besom, barm to yeast, or codlings to boiled 
apples." This is good natural humour. He proceeds — 
** They use more diligence in matching their coach-horses 
than in the marriage of their sons and daughters." A great 
fashion, in its novelty, is often extravagant; true elegance 
and utility are never at first combined ; good sense and expe- 
rience correct its caprices. They appear to have exhauisted 
more cost and curiosity in their equipages, on their first in- 
troduction, than since they have become objects of ordinary 
use. Notwithstanding this humorous invective on the cala- 
mity of coaches, and that '' housekeeping never decayed till 
coaches came into England ; and that a ten-pound rent now 
was scarce twenty shillings then, till the witchcraft of the 
coach quickly mounted the price of all things." The Water- 
poet, were he now living, might have acknowledged that if, 
in the changes of time, some trades disappear, other trades 
rise up, and in an exchange of modes of industry the nation 
loses nothing. The hands which, like Taylor's, rowed boats, 
came to drive coaches. These complainers on all novelties, 

* Stow, in his ** Chronicles,** has preserved the date of the first intro- 
daetion of coaches into England, as well as the name of the first driver, 
and first English coachmiJcer. ** In the year 1564 Guilliam Boonen, a 
Butchman, became the queen's coachman, and was the first that brought 
the use of coaches into England. After a while divers great ladies, with 
ts f^reai jealousie of the qneen*s displeasure, made them coaches, and rid 
in them up and down the country, to the great admiration of all the 
beholders; but then, by little and little, they grew usual among the 
nobility and others of sorte, and within twenty years became a great trade 
of coachmaking ;** and he also notes that in the year of their introduction 
to England ** Walter ^ppon made a coeke for the Earl of Butland, which 
was the first coche that was ever made in England.** — En. 
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unawares always answer themselves. Our satirist affords us 
a most prosperous view of the condition of " this new trade 
of coachmakers, as the gainfullest ahout the town. Thej are 
apparelled in sattins and velvets, are masters of the parish, 
vestrymen, and fare like the Emperor Heliogahalus and Sar- 
dani^alus — seldom without their mackeroones, Parmisants 
(macaroni, with Parmesan cheese, I suppose), jellies and 
kickshaws, with baked swans, pastries hot or cold, red-deer 
pies, which they have from their debtors, worships in the 
country !" Such was the sudden luxurious state of our first 
great coachmakers ! to the deadly mortification of all water* 
men, hackneymen, and other conveyancers of our loungers, 
thrown out of employ ! 

Tobacco. — ^It was thought, at the time of its introduction, 
that the nation would be ruined by the use of tobacco. Like 
all novel tastes the newly-imported leaf maddened all ranks 
among us. '^ The money spent in smoke is unknown," said 
a writer of that day, lamenting over this ''new trade of 
tobacco, in which he feared that there were more than seven 
thousand tobacco-houses." James the First, in his memorable 
" Counterblast to Tobacco," only echoed from the throne the 
popular cry ; but the blast was too weak against the smoke, 
and vainly his paternal majesty attempted to terrify his liege 
children that '' they were making a sooty kitchen in their 
inward parts, soiling and infecting them with an unctuous 
kind of soot, as hath been found in some great tobacco-eaters, 
that after their death were opened." The information was 
perhaps a pious fraud. This tract, which has incurred so 
much ridicule, was, in truth, a meritorious effort to allay the 
extravagance of the moment. But such popular excesses end 
themselves ; and the royal author might have left the subject 
to the town-satirists of the day, who found the theme inex- 
haustible for ridicule or invective. 

Coax. — The established use of our ordinary fuel, coal, may 
be ascribed to the scan^ity of wood in the environs of the 
metropolis. Its recommendation was its cheapness, however 
it destroys everything about us. It has formed an artificial 
atmosphere which en velopesthe gre&i capital, and it is acknow- 
ledged that a purer air has often proved &tal to him who, 
from early Hfe, has only breathed in sulphur and smoke. 
Charles Fox once said to a friend, '' I cannot live in the 
country; my constitution is not strong enough." Evelyn 
poured out a famous invective against ''London Smoke.* 
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" Imagine," he cries, " a solid tentorium or canopy over 
London, what a mass of smoke would then stick to it 1 This 
fuliginous crust now comes down every night on the streets, 
on our houses, the waters, and is taken into our bodies. On 
the water it leaves a thin web or pellicle of dust dancing upon 
the surface of it, as those who bath in the Thames discern, 
and bring home on their bodies." Evelyn has detailed the 
gradual destruction it effects on every article of ornament and 
price ; and " he heard in France, that those parts lying south- 
west of England, complain of being infected with smoke from 
our coasts, which injured their vines in flower." I have my- 
self observed at Paris, that the books exposed to sale on stalls, 
however old they might be, retained their freshness, and were 
in no instance like our own, corroded and blackened, which 
our coal-smoke never fails to produce. There was a procla- 
mation, so far back as Edward the First, forbidding the use 
of sea-coal in the suburbs, on a complaint of the nobility and 
gentry, that they could not go to London on account of the 
noisome smell and thick air. About 1550, Hollingshed fore- 
saw the general use of sea-coal from the neglect of cultivating 
timber. Coal fires have now been in general use for three 
centuries. In the country they persevered in using wood and 
peat. Those who were accustomed to this sweeter smell de- 
clared that they always knew a Londoner, by the smell of his 
clothes, to have come from coal-fires. It must be acknow- 
ledged that our custom of using coal for our fuel has prevailed 
over good reasons why we ought not to have preferred it. 
But man accommodates himself even to an oflensive thing 
whenever his interest predominates. 

Were we to carry on a speculation of this nature into graver 
topics, we should have a copious chapter to write of the oppo- 
sition to new discoveries. Medical history supplies no unim- 
portant number. On the improvements in anatomy by Mal- 
pighi and his followers, the senior professors of the university 
of Bononia were inflamed to such a pitch that they attempted 
to insert an additional clause in the solemn oath taken by the 
graduates, to the effect that they would not permit the prin- 
ciples and conclusions of Hippocrates, Aristotle, and Galen, 
which had been approved of so many ages, to be overturned 
by any person. In phlebotomy we have a curious instance. 
In Spain, to the sixteenth century, they maintained that 
when the pain was on the one side they ought to bleed on 
the other. A great physician insisted on a contrary prac<* 
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tice ; a civil war of opinion divided Spain ; at length they had 
recourse to courts of law ; the novelists were condemned ; 
they appealed to the emperor, Charles the Fifth ; he was on 
the point of confirming the decree of the court, when the 
Duke of Savoy died of a pleurisy, having heen legitimately 
bled. This puzzled the emperor, who did not venture on a 
decision. 

The introduction of antimony and the Jesuits' bark also 
provoked legislative interference ; decrees and ordinances were 
issued, and a civil war raged among the medical faculty, of 
which Guy Patin is the copious historian. Vesalius was in- 
cessantly persecuted by the public prejudices against dissec- 
tion ; Harvey's discovery of tne circulation of the blood led to 
so protracted a controversy, that the great discovery was 
hardly admitted even in the latter days of the old man ; Lady 
Wortley Montague's introduction of the practice of inocula« 
tion met the same obstinate resistance as, more recently, that 
of vaccination startled the people. Thus objects of the 
highest importance to mankind, on their first appearance, are 
slighted and contemned. Posterity smiles at the ineptitude 
of the preceding age, while it becomes familiar with those 
objects which that age has so eagerly rejected. Time is a 
tardy patron of true knowledge. 

A nobler theme is connected with the principle we have 
here but touched on — ^the gradual changes in public opinion — 
the utter annihilation of false notions, like those of witchcraft, 
astrology, spectres, and many other superstitions of no remote 
date, the hideous* progeny of imposture got on ignorance, and 
audacity on fear. But one impostor reigns paramount, the 
plausible opposition to novel doctrines which may be subver- 
sive of some ancient ones ; doctrines which probably shall one 
day be as generally established as at present they are utterly 
decried, and which the interests of corporate bodies oppose 
with all their cumbrous machinery ; but artificial machinery 
becomes perplexed in its movements when worn out by the 
Mction of ages. 



DOMESTICITY ; OR, A DISSERTATION ON SERVANTS. 

The characteristics of servants have been usually known by 
the broad caricatures of the satirists of Q'veitj age, and chiefly 
by the most popular — the writers of comedy. According to 
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these exliibitioiis, we must infer that the vices of the meDial 
are neceesarily inherent to his condition, and eonseqoeutly, 
that this vast multitude in society remain ever in an irre- 
coverablj ungovernable state. We discover only the cunning 
depredator of the household ; the tip-toe apy, at all comers — 
all ear, all eye : the parasitical Imave— the flatterer of the 
follies, and even the eager participator of the crimes, of his 
superior. The morality of servants ha-t not been improved by 
the wonderful revelations of Swill's " Directions," where the 
irony is too re&ned, while it pliunly inculcates the practice. 
Thi^ celebrated tract, designed for the instruction of tho 
masters, is more frequently thimihed in the kitchen, as a 
manual for the proAigate domestic. Servants have acknow- 
ledged that some of their base doings have been su^ested to 
them by their renowned satirist. 

Bentham imagined, that were all the methods employed by 
ttieves and rogues described and colleeted together, such a 
compilation of their artifices and villanies would serve to put 
us on our guard. The theorist of legislation seems often to 
forget the metaphysical state of man. With the vitiated 
mind, that latent sympathy of evil which might never have 
been called forth but by the occasion, has often evinced how 
too close an inspection of crime may grow into criminality 
itself. Hence it is, that when some monstrous and unusual 
crime has been revealed to the public, it rarely passes with- 
out a sad repetition. A link in the chain of the intellect is 
struck, and a crime is perpetrated which else had not occurred. 
Listen to the counsels which one of the livery g^ves a 
brother, more stupid but more mnocent than himself. I take 
the passt^e from that extraordinary Spanish comedy, in 
twenty-five acts, the Spanish Bated. It was no doubt 
designed to expose the arts and selfishness of the domestic, 
yet we should regret that the Spanigh Savid was as 
generally read by servants as Swift's "Directions"; — 

"Serve not your master with this foolish loyalty and ignorant 
honesty, thinking to find firmness on a fuse foundation, as 
most of these masters now-a-days are. Gain friends, which 
is a during and lasting commodity ; live not on hopes, relying 
on the vain promises of masters. The masters love more 
themselves than their servants, nor do they amiss ; and the 
like love ought servants to bear to themselves. Liberality 
was lost long ago— rewards are grown out of date. Every one 
ie now for himself, and makes the best he can of his servant's 
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service, serving his turn, and therefore they ought to do the 
same, for they are less in suhstance. Thy master is one who 
befools his servants, and wears them out to the very stumps, 
looking for much service at their hands. Thy master cannot 
be thy friend, such difference is there of estate and condition 
between you two.'* 

This passage, written two centuries ago, would find an echo 
of its sentiments in many a modem domestic. These notions 
are sacred traditions among the livery. We may trace them 
from Terence and Plautus, as well as Swift and Mandeville. 
Our latter great cynic has lefb a frightful picture of the state 
of the domestics, when it seems " they had experienced pro- 
fessors among them, who could instruct the graduates in 
iniquity seven hundred illiberal arts how to cheat, impose 
upon, and find out the blind side of their masters." The 
footmen, in Mandeville's day, had entered into a society 
together, and made laws to regulate their wages, and not to 
carry burdens above two or three pounds weight, and a com- 
mon fund was provided to maintain any suit at law against 
any rebellious master. This seems to be a confederacy which 
is by no means dissolved. 

Lord Chesterfield advises his son not to allow his upper 
man to doff his livery, though this valet was to attend his 
person, when the toilet was a serious avocation requiring a 
more delicate hand and a nicer person than he who was to 
walk before his chair, or climb behind his coach. This 
searching genius of philosophy and les petites moeurs solemnly 
warned that if ever this man were to cast off the badge of his 
order, he never would resume it. About this period the 
roasters were menaced by a sort of servile war. The famous 
farce of High Life below Stairs exposed with great happiness 
the impudence and the delinquencies of the parti-coloured 
clans. It roused them into the most barefaced opposition ; 
and, as ever happens to the few who press unjust claims on 
the many, in the result worked the reform they so greatly 
dreaded.* One of the grievances in society was then an 

* The farce was produced in 1759, when it was the custom to admit any 
servant in livery free to the upper gaJlery, as they were supposed to be in 
attendance on their masters. Their foibles and dishonesty being so com- 
pletely hit off in the pky incensed them greatly ; and they created such an 
uproar that it was resolved to exclude them in future. In Edinbuigh the 
opposition to the play produced still greater scenes of violence, and the 
lives of some of the performers were threatened. It at last became neoes- 
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anomalous custom, for it was only practised in our country, 
of a guest being highly taxed in dining with a family whose 
establishment admitted of a numerous train. Watchful of 
the departure of the guest, this victim had to pass along a 
line of domestics, arranged in the hall, each man presenting 
the visitor with some separate article, of hat, gloves, coat and 
cane, claiming their " vails.'* It would not have been safe to 
refuse even those who, with nothing to present, still held out 
the hand, for their attentions to the diner-out.* 

When a slave was deemed not a person, but a thing 
marketable and transferable, the single principle judged suffi- 
cient to regulate the mutual conduct of the master and the 
domestic was, to command and to obey. It seems still the 
sole stipulation exacted by the haughty from the menial. 
But this feudal principle, unalleviated by the just sympathies 
of domesticity, deprives authority of its grace, and service of 
its zeal. To be served well, we should be loved a little ; the 
command of an excellent master is even grateful, for the good 
servant delights to be useful. The slave repines, and such is 
the domestic destitute of any personal attachment for his 
master. Whoever was mindful of the interests of him whose 
beneficence is only a sacrifice to his pomp? The master 
dresses and wages highly his pampered train ; but this is the 
calculated cost of state-liveries, of men measured by a standard, 
for a Hercules in the hall, or an Adonis for the drawing-room ; 
but at those times, when the domestic ceases to be an object 
in the public eye, he sinks into an object of sordid economy, 
or of merciless caprice. His personal feelings are recklessly 
neglected. He sleeps where there is neither light nor air ; he 
is driven when he is already exhausted ; he begins the work 
of midnight, and is confined for hours with men like himself, 

sary for their masters to stop this outbreak on the part of their servants ; 
and alter the whole system of the household economy which led to such 
results. — ^Ed. 

* These vaiU, supposed to be the free gratuity of the invited to the 
servants of the inviter, were ultimately so managed that persons paid ser- 
vants by that mode only — levying a kind of black-mail on their friends, 
which ran through all society. '*The wages are nothing," says a noble 
lady's servant in one of SmoUet's novels, "but the vaiU are enormous.*'* 
The consequence wad, that masters and mistresses had little control over 
them ; they are said in some instances to have paid for their places, as 
some servants .40 at inns, where the situation was worth having, owing to 
the large parties given, and gaming, then so prevalent, being well-attended. It 
was ended by a mutual understanding all over the three kingdoms, after 
the riots which resulted from the production of the play noted above. — Ed. 



868 Literary Miscellanies. 

who fret, repine, and curse. Thej have their tales to compare 
together ; their unhallowed secrets to disclose. The masters 
and the mistresses pass hj them in review, and little deem 
they how oft the malignant glance or the malicioos wlusper 
follow their airy steps. To shorten such tedious bours^ the 
servants familiarise themselves with every vicious indulgence, 
for even the occupation of such domestics is little more than 
a dissolute idleness. A cell in Newgate does not always con- 
tain more corrupters than a herd of servants congr^^ted in 
our winter halls. It is to he lamented that the modes of 
fiEishionahle life demand the most terrihle sacrifices of the 
health, the happiness, and the morals of servants. Whoever 
perceives that he is held in no esteem stands degraded in his 
own thoughts. The heart of the simple throhs with this 
emotion; hut it hardens the villain who would rejoice to 
avenge himself: it makes the artful only the more cunning; 
it extorts from the sullen a cold \m willing obedience, and it 
stings even the good-tempered into insolence. 

South, as great a wit as a preacher, has separated, by an 
awful interval, the superior and the domestic. '* A servant 
dwells remote from all knowledge of his lord's purposes ; he 
lives as a kind of foreigner under the same roof ; a domestic, 
yet a foreigner too.'* This exhibits a picture of feudal man- 
ners. But the progress of society in modem Europe has 
since passed through a mighty evolution. In the visible 
change of habits, of feelings, of social life, the humble domestic 
has approximated to, and communicated more frequently even 
with *' his lord." The domestic is now not always a stranger 
to '^ his lord's purposes," but often their faithful actor — ^their 
confidential counsellor — the mirror in which his lordship con- 
templates on his wishes personified. 

This reflection, indeed, would have violated the dignity of 
the noble friend of Swift, Lord Orrery. His lordship censures 
the laughter in ** Eabelais' easy chair " for having directed 
such intense attention to affairs solely relating to servants. 
" Let him jest with dignity, and let him be ironical upon 
useful subjects, leaving poor slaves to eat their porridge, or 
drink their small beer, in such vessels as they shall think 
proper." This lordly criticism has drawn down the lightning 
of Sir Walter Scott : — " The noble lord's feelings of dignitj 
deemed nothing worthy of attention that was unconnected 
with the highest orders of society." Such, in truth, was too 
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'ftong the vicioQS priociple of those monopolists of persona 
idiictioii, the mere men of elevated rank. 

Metropolitan servants, trained in depravity, are inci 
tsted to comprehend how far the personal interests of ser 
«« folded up with the interests of the house they inl 
They are unoonscioua that they have any share in tht 
fare of the superior, save in the degree that the prosperi 
the master contributes to the base and momentary 
poses of the servant. But in small communities we pei 
now the affections of the master and the domestic niay 
Toot. Look in an ancient retired family, whose servants 
lave been bom under the roof they inhabit, and when 
^son is serving where the father still serves ; and some 
icall the sacred spot of their cradle and their grave b 
'i proud and endearing term of " our house." We discovei 

im whole countries where luxury has not removed the cl 
of society at too wide distances from each other, to di 
their sympathies. We behold this in agrestic Switzei 
among its villages and its pastures ; in France, amon 
, distant provinces ; in Italy, in some of its decayed c 
iand in Germany, where simple manners and strong affec 
_' mark the inhabitants of certain localities. Holland 
f preserved its primitive customs ; and there the love of 
promotes subordination, though its free institutions 
softened the distinctions in the ranks of life, and the 
find e remarkable evidence of domesticity. It is not un 
in Holland for servants to call their masters uncle, theii 
. tresses aunt, and the children of the family their coi 
These domestics participating in the comforts of the fa 
become naturalized and domiciliated ; and their extraord 
relatives are often adopted by the heart. An heroic efii 
these domestics has been recorded ; it occurred at the ba 
of the theatre at Amsterdam, where many rushed inti 
flumes, and nobly perished in the attempt to save thei 
deared familira. 

Jt is in limited communities that the domestic virtut 
most intense ; all concentrating themselves in their pi 
circles, in such localities there is no pubhc — no public v 
extorts so many sacrifices from the individual. Insular 
atioDS are usually remarkable for the warm attachmen 
devoted fidelity of the domestic, and the personal rega 
families for their servants. This genuine domestic!' 
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strikingly displayed in the island of Itagasa, on the coast of 
Dalmatia : for there they provide for the happiness of the 
humble friends of the house. Boys, at an early age, are re- 
ceived into families, educated in writing, reading, and arith- 
metic. Some only quit their abode, in which they were 
almost born, when tempted by the stirring spirit of maritime 
enterprise. They form a race of men who are much sought 
after for servants ; and the term applied to them of " Men 
of the* Gulf," is a sure recommendation of character for un- 
limited trust and unwearying zeal. 

The mode of providing for the future comforts of their 
maidens is a little incident in the history of benevolence, 
which we must regret is only practised in such limited coin- 
munities. Malte-Brun, in his " Annales des Voyages,*' has 
painted a scene of this nature, which may read like some 
romance of real life. The girls, after a service of ten years, 
on one great holiday, an epoch in their lives, receive the 
ample reward of their good conduct. On that happy day 
the mistress and all the friends of the family prepare for the 
maiden a sort of dowry or marriage-portion. Every friend 
of the house sends some article ; and the mistress notes down 
the gifts, that she may return the same on a similar occasion. 
The donations consist of silver, of gowns, of handkerchiefs, 
and other useful articles for a yoimg woman. These tributes 
of friendship are placed beside a silver basin, which contains 
the annual wages of the servant; her relatives from the 
country come, accompanied by music, carrying baskets 
covered with ribbons and loaded with fruits, and other rural 
delicacies. They are received by the master himself^ who 
invites them to the feast, where the company assemble, and 
particularly the ladies. All the presents are reviewed. The 
servant introduced kneels to receive the benediction of her 
mistress, whose grateful task is then to deliver a solemn 
enumeration of her good qualities, concluding by announcing 
to the maiden that, having been brought up in the house, if 
it be her choice to remain, from henceforward she shall be 
considered as one of the family. Tears of affection often fall 
during this beautiful scene of true domesticity, which termi- 
nates with a ball for the servants, and another for the supe- 
riors. The relatives of the maiden return homewards with 
their joyous musicians ; and, if the maiden prefers her old 
domestic abode, she receives an increase of wages, and at a 
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years another jubilee provides 
second good fortune. Let me tell one more story of thi 
fluence of tbia passion of domesticity in the servants- 
merit equals its novelty. In that inglorious attack od Bu 
Ayres, where our brave soldiers were disgraced hy a recr 
general, the n^roes, slaves as they were, joined the i 
bitants to expel the invaders. On this signal occasion 
city decreed a public expression of their gratitude to 
Heroes, in a sort of triumph, and at the same time awa: 
the freedom of eighty of thoir leaders. One of them, ha 
abown his claims to the boon, declared, that to obtain 
freedom had all his days formed the proud object of 
nishes : his claim waa indisputable ; yet now, howevei 
the amazement of the judges, be refused his proffered . 
dom! The reason he alleged was a singular relinemei 
heartfelt sensibility : — " My kind mistress," said the ne 
" once wealthy, baa fallen into misfortunes in her iniimi 
age. I work to mmntain her, and at intervals of leisure 
1^8 on my arm to take the evening air. I will noi 
tempted to abandon her, and I renounce the hope of free 
that she may know she possesses a slave who never will 
her aide." 

Although I have been travelling out of Europe to fur 
some striking illustrations of the powerful emotion of doi 
ticity, it is not that we are without instances in the pri 
history of families among ourselves. I have known r 
than one where the servant has chosen to live without w6 
rather than quit the master or the mistress in their deci 
fortunes ; and another where the servant cheerfully wo! 
to support her old lady to her last day. 

Would we look on a very opposite mode of servitude, i 
to the United States, No system of servitude waa eve 
preposterous. A crude notion of popular freedom in 
equahty of ranks abolished the very designation of " serva 
substituting the fantastic term of " helps." If there be 
meaning left in this barbarous neologism, their aid amoi 
to little ; their engagements are made by the week, and i 
often quit their domicile without the slightest intimation 

Let none, in the plenitude of pride and egotism, imaj 
that they exist independent of the virtues of their domes 
The good conduct of the servant stamps a character on 
master. In the sphere of domestic life they must freque 
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come in contact with them. On this subordinate class, how 
much the happiness and even the welfare of the master maj 
rest ! The gentle offices of servitude b^an in his cradle, and 
await him at all seasons and in all spots, in pleasure or in 
peril. Feelingly observes Sir Walter Scott — "In a free 
country an individual's happiness is more immediately con- 
nected with the personal character of his valet, than with 
that of the monarch himself." Let the reflection not be 
deemed extravagant if I venture to add, that the habitual 
obedience of a devoted servant is a more immediate source of 
personal comfort than even the delightfuluess of friendship 
and the tenderness of relatives — ^for these are but periodical ; 
but the unbidden zeal of the domestic, intimate with our 
habits, and patient of our waywardness, labours for us at all 
hours. It is those feet which hasten to us in our solitude ; 
it is those hands which silently administer to our wants. At 
what period of life are even the great exempt from the gentle 
offices of servitude ? 

Faithful servants have never been commemorated by more 
heartfelt affection than by those whose pursuits require a 
perfect freedom from domestic cares. Persons of sed^itary 
occupations, and undisturbed habits, abstracted from the daily 
business of life, must yield unlimited trust to the honesty, 
while they want the hourly attentions and all the cheerful 
zeal, of the thoughtful domestic. The mutual affections of 
the master and the servant have often been exalted into a 
companionship of feelings. 

When Madame de Genlis heard that Pops had raised a 
monument not only to his father and 'to his mother, but also 
to the faithful servant who had nursed his earliest years, she 
was so suddenly struck by the fact, that she declared that 
" This monument of gratitude is the more remarkable for its 
singularity, as I know of no other instance.'* Our church- 
yards would have afforded her a vast number of tomb-stones 
erected by grateful masters to faithful servants;"* and a 
closer intimacy with the domestic privacy of many public 
characters might have displayed the same splendid examples. 
The one which appears to have so strongly affected her may 
be found on the east end of the outside of the parish church 
of Twickenham. The stone bears this inscription : — 

* Even our modem oemeieries perpetuate this feeling^ and exhibit manT 
grateM Epif aphs oh Sirvahts. 
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To the memor; of 
Mart Bbaoh, 
who died November 5, 1725, aged 78. 
Albxahdib Pops, 
whom she onraed in his iDfsnc;, 
and constantly attended for thlrtf -eight years, 
Erected this stone 
In gratitnde to a faithfol Servant. 
The original portrait of Shbnstone was the votive 
a master to his servant, for,' on its back, written by the 
own hand, is the following dedication ;^" This pick 
longs to Mary Cutler, given her by her master, 'V 
Shenetone, January 1st, 1754, in acknowledgment < 
naitive genius, her magnanimity, her tenderness, a) 
fidelity. — W. S." We might refer to many similar evi 
of the domestic gratitude of such masters to ol 
attached servants. Some of these tributes may be iami 
most readers. The solemn author of the " Night Thoi 
inscribed an epitaph over the grave of his man-servan 
caustic Glftobj) poured forth an effusion to the memo 
female servant, fraught with a melancholy tenderness 
his muse rarely indulged. 

The most pathetic, we had nearly said, and had said, 
the most sublime, development of this devotion of a i 
to bis servant, is a letter addressed by that powerful 
Michael Ahoelo to his friend Vasari, on the de 
TJrbino, an old and beloved servant.* Published only 
voluminous collection of the letters of Painters, by Bot 
aeems to have escaped general notice. We venture to 
late it in despair : for we feel that we must weaken -it 
culine yet tender eloquence. 

UICHASL ANOELO TO TABA.EI. 

" Mt seas Geobqe, — I can hut write ill, yet shi 
your letter remain without my saying something. Yoi 
bow TJrbino has died. Great was the grace of God w 

* It is delightful to note the warm affection displayed by tl 
■colptor toward hie old aerrant on hia d»th-bed. The mau wl 
beard princes and the pope himself, when he felt it necessary to ai 
independent character as an artist, and through life evinced a sc 
liord exterior, was soft as a child in affectionate attention to h 
domestic, inlidpstiHg all his wants by H personal attendance at 1 
side. This was no light service on the port of Michael Angelo, i 
himself at the time eighty-two yeara of age. — £s. 
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bestowed on me this maD, though now heavy be the grievance 
and infinite the grief. The grace was that when he lived he 
kept me living ; and in dying he has taught me to die, not 
in sorrow and with regret, but with a fervent desire of death. 
Twenty and six years had he served me, and I found him a most 
rare and faithful man ; and now that I had made him rich, 
and expected to lean on him as the staff and the repose of my 
old age, he is taken from me, and no other hope remains than 
that of seeing him again in Paradise. A sign of Grod was 
this happy death to him ; yet, even more than this deaths 
were his regrets increased to leave me in this world the 
wretch of many anxieties, since the better half of myself has 
departed with him, and nothing is left for me than this loneli- 
ness of life." 

Even the throne has not been too far removed from this 
sphere of humble himianity, for we discover in St. George's 
Chapel a mural monument erected by order of one of our late 
sovereigns as the memorial of a female servant of a favourite 
daughter. The inscription is a tribute of domestic affection 
in a royal bosom, where an attached servant became a 
cherished inmate. 

King G^ige IIL 

Gaosed to be interred near this place the body of 

Mart Gascoionb, 

Servant to the Princess Amelia ; 

and this stone 

to be inscribed in testimony of his gratefdl sense 

of the futhfol services and attachment 

of an amiable young woman to 

his beloved Banghtw. 

This deep emotion for the tender offices of servitude is not 
peculiar to the refinement of our manners, or to modem 
Europe ; it is not the charilnr of Christianity alone which has 
hallowed this sensibility, and confessed this equality of affec- 
tion, which the domestic may participate : monumental in- 
scriptions, raised by grateful masters to the merits of their 
slaves, have been preserved in the great collecticms of Gr»vius 
and Gruter.* 

* There are several instances of Boman heads of houses who consecrate 
** to themselves and their servants" the sepulchres they erect in their own 
lifetime, as if in death they had no desire to be divided from Uioee who 
had served them faithfully. An instance of affectionate leg^ to th« 
memory of a deceased servant oocurs in the collection at Nismes ; it is an 
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Pkihtejj Letters, without any attention to the seleetio 
so great a literary evil, that it has esoited my curiosity to 
tect the first modem who obtruded such formless thing* 
public attention. I coojectured that, whoever he might 
he would be diatinguiehed for his egotism and his knav 
My hypothetical criticism turned out to bo correct. NotI 
less than the audacity of the unblushing Pietro Are 
could have adventured on this project ; he claims the hon 
and the critics do not deny it, of being the first who publit 
Italian letters. Aretino had the hardihood to dedicate 
volume of his letters to the King of England, another to 
Duke of Florence ; a third to Hercules of Este, a relativ 
Pope Julius Third — evidently insinuating that his let 
were worthy to be read by the royal and the noble. 

Among these letters there is one addressed to Mary, Qi 
of England, on her resuscitation of the ancient faith, wl 
offers a very extraordinary catalogue of the ritual and c 
monies of the Bomish church. It is indeed impossibli 
translate into Protestant English the multiplied nomencla 
of offices which involve human life in never-ceasing sen 
As I know not where we can find so clear a perspective of 
amazing contrivance to fetter with religious ceremonies 
freedom of the human mind, I present the reader with an 
curate translation of it ; — 

" Fietro Aretino to the Queen of England. 
" The voices of Psalms, the sound of Canticles, the bn 
of Epistles, and the Spirit of Gospels, had need unloose the 
guage of my words in congratulating your superb umanMaji 
on having not only restored conscience to the minds and he 
of Englishmen and taken deceitful heresy away from tl: 
but on bringing it to pass, when it was least hoped for, 1 
charity and faith were again born and raised up in them : 
which sudden conversion triumphs our sovereign Po: 

ioKTiptioo ])j one Seitns Ariua Vacda, to HennBB, "hiB best serr 
(servo Optimo). FabretU hsa preserved an inacriplion which racordi 
death of a child, T. Alfftciua ScaDtiaaius, by one AlfaciuB Sevems 
miBter, bj -which it appears he was Uie child of an old BerranC, who 
honoured bj bearing ^e prenomen of the maHler, and who ia also styl 
the epitaph " hU sweetosC freedmaa" (liberto dulciuimo). — Ep. 
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Julius, the College, and the whole of the clergy, so that it 
seems in Borne as if the shades of the old Caesars with visible 
effect showed it in their veiy statues ; meanwhile the pure 
mind of his most blessed Holiness canonizes you, and marks 
you in the catalogue among the Catharines and Margarets, 
and dedicates you," Ac. 

^' The stupor of so stupendous a miracle is not the stupe- 
faction of stupid wonder ; and all proceeds from your being 
in the grace of God in every deed, whose incomprehensible 
goodness is pleased with seeing you, in holiness of life and in- 
nocence of heart, cause to be restored in those proud countries, 
solemnity to Easters, abstinence to Lents, sobriety to Fridays, 
parsimony to Saturdays, fulfilment to vows, fasts to vigils, 
observances to seasons, chrism to creatures, unction to the 
dying, festivals to saints, images to churches, masses to altars, 
lights to lamps, organs to quires, benedictions to olives, 
robings to sacristies, and decencies to baptisms ; and that 
nothing may be wanting (thanks to your pious and most 
entire nature), possession has been r^ained to offices, of hours ; 
to ceremonies, of incense ; to reliques, of shrines ; to the con- 
fessed, of absolutions ; to priests, of habits ; to preachers, of 
pidpits ; to ecclesiastic^, of pre-eminences ; to scriptures, of 
interpreters ; to hosts, of communions ; to the poor, of alms ; 
to the wretched, of hospitals ; to virgins, of monasteries ; to 
fathers, of convents ; to the clergy, of orders ; to the defunct, 
of obsequies ; to tierces, noons, vespers, complins, ave-maries, 
and matins, the privileges of daily and nightly bells." 

The fortunate temerity of Aretino gave birth to subsequent 
publications by more skilful writers. Nicolo Franco closely 
followed^ who had at first been the amanuensis of Aretino, 
then his rival, and concluded his literair adventures by being 
hanged at Bome; a circumstance which at the time must 
have occasioned r^;ret that Franco had not, in this respect 
also, been an imitator of his original, a man equally feiured, 
flattered, and despised. 

The greatest personages and the most esteemed writers of 
that age were perhaps pleased to have discovered a new and 
easy path to fame ; and since it was ascertained that a man 
might become celebrated by writings never intended for the 
press, and which it was never imagined could confer fame on 
the writers, volumes succeeded volumes, and some authors are 
scarcely known to posterity but as letter-writers. We have 
the too-elaborate epistles of Bembo, secretary to Leo X., and 
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the more elegant correspondence of Annibal Caho ; a work 
which, thongh posthumous, and published by an affectionate 
nephew, and therefore too undisceming a publisher, is a model 
of familiar letters. 

These collections, being found agreeable to the taste of 
their readers, novelty was courted by composing letters more 
expressly adapted to pubUc curiosity. The subjects were 
now diversified by critical and political topics, till at length 
they descended to one more level with the faculties, and more 
grateful to the passions of the populace of readers — Love ! 
Many grave personages had already, without being sensible of 
the ridiculous, languished through tedious odes and starch 
sonnets. DoNi, a bold literary projector, who invented a 
literary review both of printed and manuscript works, with 
not inferior ingenuity, published his love4etters ; and with 
the felicity of an Italian diminutive, he fondly entitled them 
" Pistolette AmofOse del Doni," 1552, 8vo. These Pistole 
were designed to be little epistles, or billets-doux, but Doni 
was one of those fertile authors who have too little time of 
their own to compose short works. Doni was too facetious 
to be sentimental, and his quill was not plucked from the 
wing of Love. He was followed by a graver pedant, who 
threw a heavy offering on the altar of the Graces ; Pababosoo, 
who in six books of " Lettere Amorose," 1565, 8vo. was too 
phlegmatic to sigh over his inkstand. 

Denina mentions Lewis Pasqualigk) of Venice as an im- 
prover of these amatory epistles, by introducing a deeper 
interest and a more complicate narrative. Partial to the 
Italian literature, Denina considers this author as having 
given birth to those novels in the form of letters, with which 
modem Europe has been inundated • and he refers the curious 
in literary researches, for the precursors of these epistolary 
novels, to the works of those Italian wits who flourished in 
the sixteenth century. 

"The Worlds" of Doni, and the numerous whimsical 
works of Oetensio Landi, and the "Circe" of Gelli, of which 
we have more than one English translation, which, under 
their fantastic inventions, cover the most profound philoso- 
phical views, have been considered the precursors of the finer 
genius of " The Persian Letters," that fertile mother of a 
numerous progeny, of D'Argens and others. 

The Italians are justly proud of some valuable collections 
of letters, which seem peculiar to themselves, and which may 
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be considered as the works of artists. They have a collection 
of " Lettere di Tredici Uomini Illustri," which appeared in 
1571; another more curious, relating to princes — "Lettere 
de* Principi le quali o si scrivono da Principi a Principi, o 
ragionano di Principi ;" Venezia, 1581, in 3 vols, quarto. 

But a treasure of this kind, peculiarly interesting to the 
artist, has appeared in more recent times, in seven quarto 
volumes, consisting of the original letters of the great painters, 
from the golden age of Leo X., gradually collected by Bot- 
TAET, who published them in separate volumes. They abound 
in the most interesting facts relative to the arts, and display 
the characteristic traits of their lively writers. Every artist 
will turn over with delight and curiosity these genuine effu- 
sions ; chronicles of the days and the nights of their viva- 
cious brothers. 

It is a little remarkable that he who claims to be the first 
satirist in the English language, claims also, more justly per- 
haps, the honour of being the first author who published 
famUiar letters. In the dedication of his Epistles to Prince 
Henry, the son of James the First, Bishop Hall claims the 
honour of introducing " this new fashion of discourse by 
epistles, new to our language, usual to others'; and as novelty 
is never without plea of use, more free, more familiar." Of 
these epistles, in six decades, many were written during his 
travels. We have a collection of Donne's letters abounding 
with his peculiar points, at least witty, if not natural. 

As we became a literary nation, familiar letters served as a 
vehicle for the fresh feelings of our first authors. Howell, 
whose EpistolsB bears his name, takes a wider circumference 
in " Familiar Letters, domestic and foreign, historical, poli- 
tical, and philosophical, upon emergent occasions." The 
" emergent occasions" the lively writer found in his long con- 
finement in the Fleet — that English Parnassus ! Howell is 
a wit, who, in writing his own history, has written that of 
his times ; he is one of the few whose genius, striking in the 
heat of the moment only current coin, produces finished medals 
for the cabinet. His letters are still published. The taste 
which had now arisen for collecting letters, induced Sir Tobie 
Mathews, in 1660, to form a volume, of which many, if not 
all, are genuine productions of their different writers. 

The dissipated elegance of Charles II. inspired freedom in 
letter-writinc^. The royal emigrant had caught the tone of 
Yoiture, We have some few letters of the wits of this court, 
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but that school of writers, baring sinned in { 
the reaction produced another of a more spii 
, romantic strain of the most refined sentimer 
ceeded Tolumes from pastoral and heroic m 
Philips, in the masquerade-dress of " The M 
addressed Sir Charles Cottre], her grave " Pi 
Mrs. Behn, in her loose dress, assuming the 
of " Asinea," pursued a gentleman, ooncea 
under the name of " Lycidas." 

Before our letters reached to nature and 
striuned by one more effort after novelty; i 
peared, "From the Dead to the Living,'' 
they obtained celebrity. She was the first 
the public taste, adventured beyond the i 
of public favour has returned tbcm to the p 
came. 

The letters of Pope were unquestionabl; 
public eye. Partly accident, and partly perst 
extracted from the family chests the tette 
Wortley Montague, who long remained th( 
writing. The letters of Hughes and She 
Cowper, Walpole, and others, self-painters. 
colours have given an imperishable charm tc 
of the human mind, may elose our subject ; 
letters now enter into the history of our lite 
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LITERARY AND POLITICAL CHARi 
JAMES THE FIRST ; 

INCLUDING A SKETCH OP HIS At 



** Thb whole reiga of James I. has been represented by a late celebrated 
pen (Burnet) to have been a continned coarse of mean practices; and 
others, who have professedly given an account of it, have filled their works 
with libel and invectivef instead of history. Both King James and bis 
ministers have met with a treatment from posterity highly unworthy of 
them, and those who have so liberally bestowed their censures were entirely 
ignorant of the true springs and causes of the actions they have undertaken 
to represent." — Sawteb*8 Preface to " Winwood*s Memorials.*' 

'* II y auroit un excellent livre & faire sur les ikjustiobs, les oublis, et 

les 0ALOX5IIES HISTOBIQUES.** — MaDAMB DB GeNLIS. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The present inquiry originates in an afi&ir of literary 
science. Many years ^o I set off in the world witl 
popnlar notions of the character of James the First ; h 
the course of study, and with a more enlarged compreh< 
of the age, I was frequently struck by the contrast of hi 
with his apparent character ; and I thought I had devt 
those hidden and inTolved canses which hare so long inllu 
modem writers in ridiculing and vilifying this monarch. 

This historical trifle is, therefore, neither a hasty dei 
nor a designed inquiry ; the results gradually arose th. 
successive periods of time, and, were it worth the 
the history of my thoughts, in my own publications, i 
be arranged in a sort of chronological conviction.* 

It would be a cowardly silence to shrink from encoun' 
all that popular prejudice and party feeling may oppose 
were incompatible with that constant searcli after truth 
we may at least expect from the retired student. 

I had originally limited this inquiry to the literary cl 
ter of the monarch ; but there was a secret connexion be 
that and bis political conduct; and that again led i 
examine the manners and temper of the times, wit 
effects which a peace of more than twenty years opeiat 
the nation. I hope that the freshness of the materials, 
drawn from contemporary writings which have nevei 

* I have described the progresi of mj opinions in " CoriodlicB i 
raitiiTe," vol. i. p. 1ST, last edition. 
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published, may in some respect gratify curiosity. Of the 
political character of James the First opposite tempers will 
form opposite opinions ; the Mends of peace and humanity 
will consider that the greatest happiness of the people is that 
of possessing a philosopher on the throne ; let profounder in- 
quirers hereafter discover why those princes are suspected of 
being but weak men, who are the true fathers of their people ; 
let them too inform us, whether we are to ascribe to James 
the First, as well as to Marcus Antoninus, the disorders of 
their reign, or place them to the ingratitude and wantonness 
of mankind. 



AN INQUIRY 



LITERAEY AND POLITICAL CHAEACTER < 
JAM3SS THE FIRST; 

IlfCLUDIKQ A SKETCH OP HIS AGE. 



It sometimes the learned entertain false oplniona and f 
tionaiy prejudices, as well as the people, they however 
serve among themselves a paramonnt love of truth, ati< 
means to remove errors, which have escaped their scru 
The occasion of such errors may be complicate, but, usi 
it is the arts and passions of the few which find an ind 
acquiescence among the many, and firm adherents ai 
those who so eagerly consent to what they do not disli 
hear. 

A remarkable instance of this appears in the charact 
James the First, which lies bm'ted mider a heap of ric 
and obloquy ; yet James the First was a literary monar 
one of the great eras of English literature, and his coi 
porariee were far from suspecting that his talents were ii 
siderable, even among' those who had their reasons not t< 
him. The degradation which his literary character 
suffered has been inflicted by more recent bands ; and it 
startle the last echoer of Pope's " Pedant-reign " to heai 
more wit and wisdom have been recorded of James the 
thaa of any one of our sovereigns. 

An " Author- So vereiga," as Lord Shaftesbury, in 
anomalous but emphatic style, terras this class of write 
placed between a double eminence of honours, and must 
the double perils ; he will receive no favour from hia bro< 
the Faineants, as a whole race of ciphers in succession oi 
throne of France were denominated, and who find it i 
more easy to despise than to acquire ; while his other brol 
the republicans of hterature, want a heart to admire the 
who has resisted the perpetual seductions of a court-U: 
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the silent labours of his closet. Yet if Alphonsus of Arragon 
be still a name endeared to us for his love of literature, and 
for that elegant testimony of his devotion to study expressed 
by the device on his banner of an open look, how much more 
ought we to be indulgent to the memory of a sovereign who 
has written one still worthy of being opened ? 

We must separate the literary from the political character 
of this monarch, and the qualities of his mind and temper 
from the ungracious and neglected manners of his personal one. 
And if we do not take a more familiar view of the events, the 
parties, and the genius of the times, the views and conduct of 
James the First will still remain imperfectly comprehended. 
In the reign of a prince who was no militfiy character, we 
must busy ourselves at home ; the events he regulated may be 
numerous and even interesting, although not those which 
make so much noise and show in the popular page of history, 
and escape us in its general views. The want of this sort of 
knowledge has proved to be one great source of the false 
judgments passed on this monarch. Surely it is not philoso- 
phical to decide of another age by the changes and the feelings 
. through which our own has passed. There is a chronology 
of human opinions which, not observing, an indiscreet philo- 
sopher may commit an anachronism in reasoning. 

When the Stuarts became the objects of popular indigna- 
tioo, a peculiar race of libels was eagerly dragged into light, 
assuming the imposing form of history ; many of these state- 
libels did not even pass through the press, and may occa- 
sionally be discovered in their MS. state. Yet these publica- 
tions cast no shade on the talenfa of James the First. His 
literary attainments were yet undisputed ; they were echoing 
in the ear of the writers, and many proofs of his sagacity were 
still lively in their recollections. 



THE FIEST MODERN ASSAILANTS OF THE CHARACTEE OP 

JAMES THE FIRST. 

BuENET, the ardent champion of a party so deeply concerned 
to oppose as well the persons as the principles of the Stuartn, 
levelled the father of the race ; we read with delight pages 
which warm and hurry us on, mingling truths with rumours, 
and known with suggested events, with all the spirit of secret 
history. But the character of James I. was to pass through the 
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lengthened inquisitorial tortures of the sullen sectarianism of 
Harris.* It was branded by the fierce, remorseless republican 
Catharine Macaulay, and flouted by the light, sparkling Whig, 
Horace Walpole.f A senseless cry of pedantry had been 

* The Mstorical works of Br. William Harris have been recently repub- 
lished in a collected form, and they may now be considered as entering into 
our historical stores. 

Harris is a cnrions researcher ; bat what appears more striking in his 
historical character, is the impartiality with which he qnotes authorities 
which make against his own opinions and statements. Tet is Harris a 
writer likely to impose on many readers. He announces in his title-pages 
that his works are *' after the manner of Mr. Bayle." This ia but a lite- 
rary imposition, for Harris is perhaps the meanest writer- in our language 
both for style and philosophical thinking. The extraordinary impartiality 
he displays in his faithful quotations from writers on opposite sides is only 
ihe more likely to deceiye us ; for by that unalterable party feeling, which 
never forsakes him, the facts against him he studiously weakens by doubts, 
surmises, and suggestions ; a character sinks to the level of his notions by 
a single stroke ; and from the arguments adverse to his purpose, he wrests 
the most violent inferences. All party writers must submit to practise 
such mean and disingenuous arts if they affect to disguise themselves under 
a cover of impartiality. Bayle, intent on collecting facts, was indifferent 
to their results ; but Harris is more intent on the deductions than the facts. 
The truth is, Harris wrote to please his patron, the republican Hollis, who 
supplied him with books, and every friendly aid._ ** It is possible for 
an ingenious man to be of & party without being parf^a/j" says Rush worth ; 
an airy clench on the lips of a sober matter-of-fact man looks suspicious, 
and betrays the weak pang of a half-conscience. 

+ Horace Walpole's character of James I., in his "fioyal Authors," is 
as remarkable as his character of Sir Thilip Sidney ; he might have written 
both without any acquaintance with the works he has so maliciously criti- 
cised. In his account of Sidney he had silently passed over the *' Defence 
of Poetry ;'* and in his second edition he makes this insolent avowal, that 
** he had forgotten it; a proof that I at least did not think it sufficient 
foundation for so high a character as he acquired." Every reader of taste 
knows the falseness of the criticism, and how heartless the polished cynicism 
that could dare it. I repeat, what I have elsewhere said, that Horace 
Walpole had something in his composition more predominant than his wit, 
a cold, unfeeling disposition, which contemned all literary men, at the 
moment his heart secretly panted to partake of their fame. 

Nothing can be more imposing than his volatile and caustic criticisms on 
the works of James I. ; yet it appears to me that he had never opened that 
folio volume he so poignantly ridicules. For he doubts whether these two 
pieces, ** The Prince's Cabala" and '*TheDuty of a King in his Koyal 
Office," were genuine productions of James I. The truth is, they are both 
nothing more than extracts printed with those separate titles, drawn from 
the King's " Basilicon Doron." He had probably neither read the extracts 
nor the original. Thus singularity of opinion, vivacity of ridicule, and 
polished epigrams in prose, were the means by which this noble writer 
startled the world by his paradoxes, and at length lived to be mortified at 
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who were ; wbo, to their utter dismay, diBCoyered their iiionarc)i 
descending into their theological gymnasiam to eneoanter 
them with their own we^ons. 

The affairs of religion and politics in the rmgn of James L 
as in the preceding one of Elizaheth,* were identified toge- 
ther ; nor yet have the same causes in Eur<^ ceased to act, 
however changed or modified. The government of James 
was imperfectly estahlished while his suhjects were wrestiifig 
with two great factions to ohtain the predominance. Thi 
Catholics were disputing his title to the crown, whid^ tiiej 
aimed to carry into the family of Spain, and had even fixed 
on Arahella Stuart, to marry her to a Prince of Parma; and 
the Puritans would have abolished even sovereignty itsdf ; 
these parties indeed were not able to take the field, but iH 
felt equally powerful with the pen. Hence an age of doo 
trines. When a religious body has grown into power, it 
changes itself into a political one ; the chiefs are flattered br 
their strength and stimulated by their ambition ; but a power- 
ful body in the State cannot rema.in stationary, and a divided 
empire it disdains. Religious controversies have therefore beei 
usually coverings to mask the political designs of the heads of 
parfiies. 

We smile at James the First threatening the States-general 
by ,the English Ambassador about Vorstius, a Dutch professor, 
who had espoused the doctrines of Arminius, and had also 
vented some metaphysical notions of his own respecting 
the occult nature of the Divinity. He was the head of the 
Remonstrants, who were at open war with the party called 
the Contra-Remonstrants. The ostensible subjects were reli- 
gious doctrines, but the concealed one was a struggle between 
Pensionary Bamevelt, aided by the French interest, and the 
Prince of Orange, supported by the English; even to our 
own days the same opposite interests existed, and betrayed 
the Republic, although religious doctrines had ceased to he 
the pretext .t 

* I have more largely entered into the history of the party vrho a^ 
tempted to subyert the government in the reign of Elisabeth, and who 
published their works under the assumed name of Martin Mar-prdate, 
than had hitherto been done. In our domestic . annals that event and 
those personages are of some importance and curiosity ; but were imper 
fectly known to the popular writers of our history.— -See ** Quarrels rf 
Authors," p. 296, et seq, 

t Pensionary Bamevelt, in his seventy-second year, was at lengA 
brought to the block. Diodati, a divine of Geneva, made a miserable pml 
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What was passing between the Dutch Prince and the 
Dutch Pensionary, was much Uke what was taking place 
between the King of England and his own subjects. James I. 
had to touch with a balancing hand the CathoUcs and the 
Nonconformists,*^-to play them one against another; but 
there was a distinct end in theu* views. "James I./* says 
Burnet, "continued always writing and talking against 
Popery, but acting for it." The King and the bishops were 
probably more tolerant to monarchists and prelatists, than 
to republicans and presbyters. When James got nothing but 
gunpowder and Jesuits from Rome, he was willing enough to 
banish, or suppress, but the Catholic families were ancient and 
numerous ; and the most determined spirits which ever sub- 
verted a government were Catholicf Yet what could the 
King expect from the party of the Puritans, and their " con- 
on the occasion ; he said thftt ** the Canons of the Synod of Bort had taken 
off the head of the adTocate of Holland." This pan, says Brandt in his 
carious '* History of the Reformation," is very injurious to the Synod, 
since it intimates that the Church loves blood. It never entered into the 
mind of these divines that Barnevelt fell, not by the Synod, but by the 
Orange and English party prevailing against the French. Lord Hardwicke, 
a statesman and a man of letters, deeply conversant with secret and public 
history, is a more able judge than the ecclesiastical historian or the Swiss 
divine, who could see nothing in the Synod of Dort but what appeared in 
it. It is in Lord Hardwicke's preface to Sir Dudley Carleton's " Letters" 
that his lordship has made this important discovery. 

* James did all he could to weaken the Catholic party by dividing them 
in opinion. When Dr. Reynolds, the head of the Nonconformists, com- 
plained to the king of the printing and dispersing of Popish pamphlets, 
the king answered, that this was done by a warrant from the Court, to 
nourish the schism between the Seculars and Jesuits, which was of great 
service, "Doctor," added the king, **you are a better clergyman than 
statesman.** — Neale's ** History of the Puritans," vol. i. p. 416, 4to. 

t The character and demeanour of the celebrated Guy or Guide Fawkes, 
who appeared first before the council under the assumed name of Johnson, 
I find in a MS. letter of the times, which contains some characteristic 
touches not hitherto published. This letter is from Sir Edward Hoby to 
Sir Thomas Edmoades, our ambassador at the court of Brussels — dated 
19th November, 1605. " One Johnson was found in the vault where the 
Gnnpowder Plot was discovered. He was asked if he was sorry ? He 
answered that he was only sorry it had not taken place. He was 
threatened that he should die a worse death than he that killed the Prince 
of Orange ; he answered, that he could bear it as well. When Johnson 
was brought to the king's presence, the king asked him how he could con- 
spire so hideous a treason against his children and so many innocent souls 
who had never offended him ? He answered, that dangerous diseases 
required a desperate remedy ; and he told some of the Scots that his intent 
was to have blown them twEwk again into Scotland !" — Mordacious Guy 
Fawkes I 
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THB HAMPTON-COURT C0NFERENC5R 

In the famous conference at Hampton Court, which the King 
held with the heads of the Nonconformists, we see hb ma- 
jesty conversing sometimes with great learning and sense, 
but ofbener more with the earnestness of a man, than some 
have imagined comported with the dignity of a crowned 
head. The truth is, James, like a true student, indulged, 
even to his dress, an utter carelessness of parade, and there 
was in his character a constitutional warmth of heart and a 
jocundity of temper which did not always adapt it to state- 
occasions ; he threw out his feelings, and sometimes his jests. 
James, who had passed his youth in a royal bondage, felt 
that these Nonconformists, while they were debating small 
points, were reserving for hereafter their great ones ; were 
cloaking, then* repubUcanism by their theology, and, like all 
other politicians, that their ostensible were not their real 
motives.* Harris and Neale, the organs of the Noncon- 
formists, inveigh against James ; even Hume, with the phi- 
losophy of the eighteenth century, has pronounced that the 
king was censurable " for entering zealously into these fri- 
volous disputes of theology." Lord Bolingbroke declares 
that the king held this conference " in haste to show his 
parts." Thus a man of genius substitutes suggestion and 
assertion for accuracy of knowledge. In the present in- 
stance, it was an attempt of the Puritans to try the king on 
his arrivaiL in England ; they presented a petition for a con- 

* In political history we usiuJIj find that the heads of a party are much 
wiser than the party tiiemselves, so that, whatever they intend to acquire, 
their first demands are small ; hnt the honest souls who are only stirred 
by their own innocent zeal, are sure to complain that their business is 
done negligently. Should the party at first succeed, then the bolder 
spirit, which they have disguised or suppressed through policy, is left to 
itself ; it starts unbridled and at full gallop. All this occurred in the 
case of the Puritans. We find that some of the rigid Nonconformists did 
confess in a pamphlet, ''The Christian's modest offer of the Silenced 
Ministers," 1606, that those who were appointed to speak for them at 
Hampton Court were not of their nomiTiation or judgment ; they insisted 
that these delegates should declare at once against the whole church esta- 
blishment, &c., and model the goyemment to each particular man's no- 
tions ! But these delegates prudently refused to acquaint the king with 
the conflicting opinions of their constituents. — Lanadovone MSS. 1056, 51. 

This confession of the Nonconformists is also acknowledged by their 
historian Neale, vol. ii. p. 419, 4to edit. 
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ference, called "The Millenary Petition,'** from a thousand 
persons supposed to have signed it; the king would not 
refuse it ; but so far from being " in haste to show his 
•parts," that when he discovered their pretended grievances 
were so futile, " he complained that he had been troubled 
with such importunities, when some more private course 
might have been taken for their satisfaction." 

The narrative of this once celebrated conference, notwith- 
standing the absurdity of the topics, becomes in the hands of 
the entertaining Fuller a picturesque and dramatic compo- 
sition, where the dialogue and the manners of the speakers 
are after the life. 

In the course of this conference we obtain a familiar in- 
tercourse with the king ; we may admire the capacity of the 
monarch whose genius was versatile with the subjects ; 
sliding from theme to theme with the ease which oiAy 
mature studies could obtain ; entering into the graver parts 
of these discussions ; discovering a ready knowledge of 
biblical leaiuing, which would sometimes throw itself oat 
with his natural humour, in apt and familiar illustrations, 
throughout indulging his own personal feelings with an un- 
paralleled naivete. 

The king opened the conference with dignity ; he said " he 
was happier than his predecessors, who had to alter what 
they found established, but he only to confirm what was 
well settled." One of the party made a notable discovery, 
that the surplice was a kind of garment used by the priests 
of Isis. The king observed that he had no notion of this 
antiquity, since he had always heard from them that it was 
" a rag of popery." " Dr. Iteynolds," said the king, with an 
air of pleasantry, "they used to wear hose and shoes in 
times of popery ; have you therefore a mind to go bare- 
foot ?" Eeynolds objected to the words used in matrimony, 
" with my body I thee worship." The king said the phrase 
was an usual English term, as a gentleman of worship, &c., 
and turning to the doctor, smiling, said, "Many a man 

* The petition is given at length in Collier's "Eccles. Hist.," vol. iL p. 
672. At this time also the Lay Catholics of England printed at Dotuiy, 
'* A Petition Apologetieal," to James I. Their language is remarkaUe : 
they complained they were excluded *Hhat supreme court of parliament 
first founded by and for Catholike men, was funiished with Catholike pce- 
^ lates, peeres, and x)ersonage8 ; and so continued till the times of £dwturd 
" VI. a chtldCf and Queen Elizabeth a woman." — Dodd's ** Chordi 
History." 
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speaks of Robin Hood, who never shot in his bow ; if you 
had a good vdfe yourself, you would think all the honour and 
worship you could do to her were well bestowed." Rey- 
nolds was not satisfied on the 37th article, declaring that 
*' the Bishop of Rome hath no authority in this land,'* and 
desired it should be added, " nor ought to have any.*' In 
Barlow's narrative we find that on this his majesty heartily 
laughed — a laugh easily caught up- by the lords ; but the king 
nevertheless condescended to reply sensibly to the weak ob- 
jection. 

" What speak you of the pope's authority here ? Hahe- 
mu8 jwre quod habemus ; and therefore inasmuch as it is said 
he hath not, it is plain enough that he ought not to have." 
It was on this occasion that some "pleasant discourse 
passed," in which " a Puritan" was defined to be " a Pro- 
testant frightened out of his wits." The king is more par- 
ticularly vivacious when he alludes to the occurrences of his 
own reign, or suspects the Puritans of republican notions. 
On one occasion, to cut the gordian-knot, the king royally 
decided — " I will not argue that point with you, but answer 
as kings in parliament, Le Boy s^avisera.*' 

When they hinted at a Scottish Presbytery the king was 
somewhat stirred, yet what is admirable in him (says Bar- 
low) without a show of passion. The king had lived among 
the republican saints, and had been, as he said, " A king 
without state, without honour, without order, where beard- 
less boys would brave us to our face ; and, like the Saviour of 
the world, though he lived among them, he was not of 
them." On this occasion, although the king may not have 
" shown his passion," he broke out, however, with a naive 
effusion, remarkable for painting after the home-life a repub- 
lican government. It must have struck Hume forcibly, for 
he has preserved part of it in the body of his history. 
Hume only consulted Fuller. I give the copious explosion 
from Barlow :— 

" If you aim at a Scottish Presbytery, it agreeth as well 
with monarchy as God and the devil. Then Jack, and Tom, 
and Will, and Dick, shall meet, and at their pleasure censure 
me and my council, and all our proceedings ; then Will shall 
stand up and say, It must be thus ; then Dick shall reply. 
Nay, marry, but we will have it thus. And therefore here I 
must once more reiterate my former speech, Le Bof 
s^avisera. Stay, I pray you, for one seven years before you 
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uaion of parties. More than once he silenced the angry 
tongue of Bancroft, and tempered the zeal of others ; and 
even commended when be could X)r. Beynolda, the 
the Puritans ; the king consented to the only two in; 
articles that side au^eeted; a new catechism adaptei 
people — " Let the weak be informed and the wilful 
ished," said the king ; and that new translation of t) 
which forme our present version. " But," added tl 
" it must be without marginal notes, for the Oeoeva 
the worst for them, full of seditious conceits ; Asa 
aured for only depoiing his mother for idolatry, and d 
ing her." Thus early the dark spirit of Siachia 
lighted on that of the ruthless Calvin. The griev 
our first dissenters were futile— their innovations ii 
able ; and we discover the king's notions, at the eh 
proclamation issued after this conference: "Suet 
desultory levity of some people, that they are alw) 
guishing after change and novelty, insomuch that we 
humoured in their inconstancy, they would expose th 
management, and make the administration ridicnlous. 
is the vigorous style of James the First in his pi 
tions ;. and such is the pohtical truth, which will 
away with the conference at Hampton Court. 

These studies of polemical divinity, like those of tht 
scholastics, were not to be obtained without a rohui 
lectual exercise, James instructed his son Charle 

epithet explicit of tbe cbnncter of these merr; tales. Kennel 
aerred for Ds the " rank relation," as be caJls it ; not, he adda, 
have had divers hammeiiags and conflicts within ne to leave 
Kennet's " History of England," ii. 729. 

* That the clergy »ere somewhat jealone of their doveragn's ir 
in these matters may be traced. When James charged the chap! 
were to wait on the piince in Spun, to decline, as ^ as possible 
disputfia, be added, that "shoald any happen, my son is able tc 
in them." The king, observing one of the divines smile, gi 
vehemently affirming, " I tell ye, Cbartes ■hall manage a point 
versy with the heat studied divine of ye all." What the king 
afterwards confirmed on an eitiaordinary occasion, in the 
Charles I. held with Alexander Henderson, tJie old champion of 
Deprived of books, which might furnish tbe sword and pistol 
versy, and without a chaplain t^i stand by him as a second, 
fought the theologicat duel ; and the old man, cast down, retired 
B aense of the learning and hononr of the king, in muntuning tl 
episcopacy in EngUnd, that his death, which soon followed, is 
to the deep vexation of this diseomfiture . The veteran, who had 
in snbverting the hierarchy in Scotland, would not be apt to dit 
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excelled in them ; and to those studies Whitelocke attributes 
that aptitude of Charles I. which made him so skilful a sum- 
mer-up of arguments, and endowed him with so dear a 
perception in giving his decisions. 



THE WORKS OF JAMES THE FIRST. 

Wb now turn to the writings of James the First. He com- 
posed a treatise on demoniacs and witches ; those dramatic 
personages in courts of law. James and his council never 
suspected that those ancient foes to mankind could he dis- 
missed by a simple NoUe prosequi. *' A Commentary on the 
Bevelations/' which was a favourite speculation then, and on 
which greater geniuses have written since his day. '' A 
Counterblast to Tobacco !" the title more ludicrous than the 
desig^.* His majesty terrified "the tobacconists," as the 

conyersion ; but yexation might be apoplectic in an old and sturdy dis- 
patant. The king's controversy was published; and nearly all the 
writers agree he carried the^day. Tet some divines appear more jealous 
than grateful : Bishop Kennet, touched by the uprU du corps f honestly tells 
us, that '* some thought the king had been better able to protect the Churchy 
if he had not disputed for it." This discovers all the ardour possible for 
the establishment^ and we are to infer that an English sovereign is only to 
fight for his churchmen. But there is a nobler office for a sovereign to per> 
form in ecclesiastical history — ^to promote the learned and the excellent, 
and repress the dissolute and the intolerant. 

* Not long before James composed his treatise on '* Dsemonologie," the 
learned Wierus had published an elaborate work on the subject. *' Dt 
jtrcestiffiis Dtemomim et i'nca/ntcUionibus et Ven^eiis,*^ &o., 1568. He 
advanced one step in philosophy by discovering that many of the supposed 
« cases of incantation originated in the imagination of these sorcerers — but 
he advanced no farther, for he acknowledges the real diabolical presence. 
The physician, who pretended to cure the disease, was himself irrecoverably 
infected. Tet even this' single step of Wierus was strenuously resisted l^ 
the learned Bodin, who, in his amusing volume of ** Demonomanie des 8or- 
ciers," 1598, refutes Wierus. These are the leading authors of ihe 
times ; who were followed by a crowd. Thus James I. neither wanted 
authorities to quote nor great minds to sanction his *' Demonologie," first 
published in 1597. To the honour of England, a single individual, 
Eeginald Scot, with a genius far advanced beyond his age^ denied the very 
existence of those witches and demons in the curious volume of his " Bis* 
covery of Witchcraft," 1584. His books were burned ! luid the author 
was himself not quite out of danger ; and Yoetius, says Bayle, complains 
that when the work was translated into Dutch, it raised up a number of 
libertines who laughed at all the operations and the apparitions of devils. 
%i8aubon and Glanvil, who wrote so much later, treat Scot wiUi profound 
•Intempt, assuring us his -reasonings are ohildiab, and his philosophy ab- 
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patriarchs of smokiug-clubs were called, and who were selling 
their very lands and houses in an epidemical madness for 
" a stinking weed," by discovering that " they were making 
a sooty kitchen in their inward parts."* And the king gained 
a point with the great majority of his subjects, when he 
demonstrated to their satisfaction that the pope was anti- 
christ. Eidiculous as these topics are to us, the works them- 
selves were formed on what modem philosophers affect to 
terao the principle of utihty ; a principle which, with them 
indeed, includes everything they approve of, and nothing they 
dislike. 

It was a prompt honesty of intention to benefit his people, 
which seems to have been the urgent motive that induced 
this monarch to become an author, more than any literary 
ambition ; for he writes on no prepared or permanent topic, 
and even published anonymously, and as he once wrote " post- 
haste," what he composed or designed for practical and imme- 
diate use ; and even in that admirable treatise on the duties 
of a sovereign, which he addressed to Prince Henry, a great 
portion is directed to the exigencies of the times, the parties, 
and the circumstances of his own court. Of the works now 
more particularly noticed, their interest has ceased with the 
melancholy follies which at length have passed away ; although 
the philosophical inquirer will not choose to drop this chapter 
in the history of mankind. But one fact in favour of our 
royal author is testified by the honest Fuller and the cynical 
Osborne. On the king's arrival in England, having dis- 

snrd ! Snch was the reward of a man of genius combating with popular 
prejudices ! Even so late as 1687, these popular superstitions were con- 
firmed by the narrations and the philosophy of Glanyil, Dr. More, &c. 
The subject enters into the ^* Commentaries on the Laws of England." 
An edict of Louis XIY. and a statute by George II. made an end of the 
whole Diablerie. Had James I. adopted the system of Keginald Scot, the 
king had probably been branded as an atheist king ! 

* Harris, with systematic ingenuity against James I., after abusing this 
tract as a wretched performance, though himself probably had written a 
meaner one — quotes the curious information the king gives of the enormous 
abuse to which the practice of smoking was carried, expressing his asto- 
nishment at it. Yet, that James may not escape bitter censure, he abuses 
the king for levying a heavy tax on it to prevent this ruinous consumption, 
and his silly policy in discouraging such a branch of our revenues, and an 
article so valaable to our plantations, &c. As if James I. could possibly 
incur censure for the discoveries of two centuries after, of the nature of 
this plant ! James saw great families ruined by the epidemic madness, 
and sacrificed the revenues which his crown might derive from it, to assist 
its suppression. This was patriotism in the monarch. 
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coTered the num^roos impofitoies and illiisioiis which he had 
often referred to as authorities, he grew sospicioas of the 
whole system of '' Daemonol(^e," and at length recanted it 
entirely. With the same conscientioas z^ James had 
written the hook, the king condenmed it ; and the soTereign 
separated himself firom the anthor, in the cause of truth ; hut 
the clergy and the parliament persisted in making the 
imaginary crime felony hy the statute, and it is only a recent 
act of parliament which has forhidden the appearance of the 
possessed and the spae-wife. 

But this apok^y for having written these treatises need 
not rest on this &ct, however honourably it appeab to oar 
candour. Let us place it on higher ground, and tell those 
who asperse this monarch for his credulity and intellectual 
weakness, that they themselves, had they lived in the reign, 
of James I., had probably written on the same topics, and 
felt as uneasy at the rumour of a witch being a residcnit in 
their neighbourhood ! 



POPULAR SUPBE8TITI0N8 OP THB AGB. 

This and the succeeding age were the times of omens and 
meteors, prognostics and providences — of " day-fatality," or 
the superstition of fortunate and unfortunate days, and the 
combined powers of astrology and magic. It was only at the 
close of the century of James I. tha£ Bayle wrote a treatise 
on comets, to prove that they had no influence in the cabinets 
of princes ; this was, however, done with all the precaution 
imaginable. The greatest minds were then sinlong undor 
such popular superstitions : and whoever has read much of the 
private history of this age will have smiled at their ludicrous 
terrors and bewildered reasonings. The most ordinary events 
were attributed to an interposition of Providence. In the 
unpublished memoirs of that learned antiquary. Sir Symonds 
D'Ewes, such frequently occur. When a comet appeared, 
and D*Ewes, for exercise at college, had been ringing the 
great bell, and entangled himself in the rope, which had 
nearly strangled him, he resolves not to ring while the comet 
is in the heavens. When a fire happened at the Six Clerks' 
Office, of whom his father was one, he inquires into the most 
prominent sins of the six clerks : these were the love of the 
world, and doing business on Sundays : and it seems they 
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thought so tbemBeWea ; for after the fire the office-dooi 
fast closed on the Sabbath. When the Thames had a 
usual ebb and flow, it vas obserred, that it had nerer 
pened in their rectjlection, but juat before the rising o 
Earl of £asez in Elizabeth's reign,->~aind Sir Symonds Ix 
nuewy at the political aspect of afiaire. 

AH the historiana of these timei are very particul 
marking the bearded beams of blazing stars ; aud the 
public event that ooenrs U always coooected with the ra 
course. Arthur Wilson describes one which preoedei 
death of the simple queen of James I. It was gen 
imagined that " this great light in the heaven was sent 
flambeaux to her funeral ;" but the historian discovers, 
" this blaze was burning, the fire of war broke out ii 
hernia," It was found difficult to decide between th< 
opinions ; and Rnshworth, who wrote long afterwards, 
fully chronicles both. 

The truth iii, the greatest geniuses of the age of Jai 
were as deeply concerned in these investigations a; 
Majesty. Had the great Yerulam emancipated himsell 
all the dreams of, his age P He speaks indeed cautiou 
witchcraft, but does aot deny itH occult agency ; and of 
Icffiy he is rather for the improvement than the reje 
T£e hold spirit of Eawleigh contended with the superst 
of the times ; but how feeble is the contest where we fi 
strike ! Even Rawleigh ia prodigal of his praise to JatD 
the king's chapter on magic. The great mind of Kat 
perceived how much men are formed and changed by i 
turn ; buti were this principle admitted to its extent, tlu 
would lose their influence! In pleading for the li^e a 
of man, he would escape from thq. pernicious tendency < 
destination, or the astral influence, which yet he allows 
extricate himself from the. dilemma, he invents an anal 
reasoning of a royal power of dispensing with the laws 
treme cases ; so that, though he does not deny " the hi 
of the stars," he declares they aro controllable by the ' 
the Creator. In this manner, fettered by prevalent opi 
he satisfies the superstitions of an astrdo^cal age, an 

guetration of his own genius. At a much later peric 
eniy More, a writer of genius, confirmed the ghoi 
demon creed, by a number of facta, as marvellously pi 
as any his own poetical fancy could have invented. 
great authors have not less distinguished themselves. 
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4m CJmrmdkr ^fttmm Ife Fir^. 

j^mnDtrf. ji 90^^ 4MM»i' ^r^ ^ <3fDee could free 

;t :uic -xMiiciaaaL iie^^uSuDm «f las eontoDporaries — 

3^, U 2£^ Z'XOL -^ATTv i -jiHiiTBB,, 5ift ifes sivaneemait beyond 
^K ^fi^^^^y^^-^ -L Jai^ jwzL wi^ 31^ 3«ff .•«eiw*ife ; it is &nci- 
nLlv Ty>' -^ i«i)if. HAC Ji Jur aimit^ T«t tbe mmds of some 
v i-r^^-g^ :l -iii^iss^ Art iTMi ii2%«:«9R«i to be svpenor to tiieir 

^^««£Sk^ :**^ u.tt V .£& ibuiftb.7 f LL II *> ' in t^ ^S*^ James I. 
';jCfc;x Aw'^::<L*/ :\:sfcjrs-cii* i««i ** "aaie TrSy 31^ be wise, bottbe 

3%^;^ ^. _-rtiA .c A^L:.^:^erzMiL laiB :?Qr vowtl anliior bid not 

va ^jiSfccv:. ijiti-*aws' att ^ tiHse cMnis of popular 
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bU:s .£ !i^ 01 thts^ zmmatth wen iho&t a£ » mas of 
ItcKss^ Im 3rs< afitfeUM wocB auuUi e A hv none of ihar 
cn^^wiJTft''^ It Jamas Iave*L liiaB raUu Muifcwaefor itwIf ; ftr 
Bwr'bff'^-m ltd !wt titig<» "ibty mn af "aie yobm with faooef ; aad 
Ukd bittenMss. «u^ taittsd aut 'july in tiie draogbt, boi abo in 
tbe r«KL In soiue pratetsi^ tb« banfa luiritiiine Ji 

Daopain^ tor N%iK>6«» ik$e was^ donned tii« weil4aiown editioa oi 
tiM oi66ksv IcK>kk:«i <Ak tbe voiumes with no ere of lote. To 
£ree hiiBscit' ji bi» tutor, H^x^^ be eatreriv rwwtod to an 
earij mjunag^. " Now we sbnil ace if Mr. Hoei afaafl. ai^ 
iik>r%$ ke^ uk; toaecNTftt :^«vticrafHiy ^" escbunedtfae Daiif^DK, 
N^idug in the tin^ act ot ie^|M>C»aBu Thb mymum* sdly, it 
is aaid, too oet^^y aiS^t^ that leanwd man for many years 
a^krvf astU. Huei s. iamk>^» ^:«filieaeefr (for bow oemid Huet 
be too ngiu r't vranted the art which Buchanan ^^*f^npd to 
ymt^y*^ But. in the case ot the pmee of Seotiand, a consti- 
toiknoai timiditv combiouv^ with an ardour forstudyy and 
t^t^dbre a reiHrnition tor hi» tutor, produced a move r ema r i fc^ 
aj>ie f:^eet. Sneb was the terror which the reiiwfnfcranee af 
this iUttstrioiis lint ineauMrable reptdttiean lelt cm the imagim^ 
tion of his roral pupil, that even so late as when James was 
seated on the Eiigtish throne, onee tiie appearance oi bis 
tutor in a dream greatiy agitated the ktng^ wIib in 
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eztraordinary fact may be found in a manuscript letter of that 

James, even by the confession of his bitter satirist, Francis 
Osborne, " dedicated rainy weather to his standish, and fair 
to bis hounds." His life had the unifortnity of a student's ; 
but the regulated life of a learned monarch must hare weighed 
down the gay and disEipated with the deadliest monotony. 
Hence oneof the^ courtiers declaredtbat,if he were to awake 
(tfter a sleep of seven years' continuance, be would undertake 
to enumerate the whole of his Majesty's occupations, and 
erery dish that had been placed on the table during the inter- 
val. But this courtier was not aware that the monotony 
which the king occasioned him was not so much, in the king 
himself as in his own volatile spirit. 

The table of James I. was a trial of wits, says a more 
learned courtier, who often partook of these prolonged conver- 
sations: those genial and convivial conferences were the 
recreations of the king, and the means oi1;en of advancing 
those whose talents had then an opportunity of discovering 
themselves. A life so constant in its pursiuts was to hare 
been expected from the temper of him who, at the view of 
the Bodleian library, eicMmed, "Wens I not a king, I would 

* The learned Hede vrot« the present letter Boon after another, vMch 
had not been seknowledged, to hia friend SirH. StnleviUe ; and the writer 
U aneasj leat the pulitii^ secrete d[ the da; might bring the patties into 
trouble. It seems he vsb deairone that letter shonld be read and then 

"MardiZl, 1623. 

"I hope m; letler miaeanied not; if it did I am in a sweet pickle. I 
deured to bear &oai ;du of the receipt and extinction of it, Thongh there 
ia no danger in mj letten whilst report is so rife, jst when it is forgotlfia 
tliey will not be bo nife ; hnt jour danger ia as great as mine 

**h&. Downham was wilJi me, now come from London. He told me that 
it vaa tiiree Tears ago since those verses were deUvered to the king in a 
dream, b; hia Master Buchanan, who seemed te chick him levereli/, tu he 
tued to do; and his Majest;, in hia drtam, seemed dcairouB to pacifjhim, 
but be, turniiig away with a frowning eounte7ia7t£ej would utter those 
Tenea, which bis Majeat;, perfectly remembering, repeated the ncit day, 
tad many took notice of them. Now, bj occasion of the lata sorraees in 
hi> arm, and the doahtfalnesa what it would proie ; eapeciall; having, by 
miichance, &llen into the fire with that arm, the remembrance of the verBCS 
began to tronble bim." 

It*»ppeara^at these verses were of a threatening nature, since, in a 
■nelanchol; fit, they were recalled to recollection after an interval of thim 
jeaia ; the verseii are lost to a(, vith the letter which oontained them. 
DD2 
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u^vini.'^ 9i*a; kod if it wa« «o th»t I most 1>e a 
L «ou.c have do other prison thui thii litnrj, and 
.1* '<.\ri-uT with ftll these goodly anthors."* 
:o>Z^>»i, became one of the businease* of lifo wrtli oar 
;uiie 3K>uarch ; and no lealoiu was James to fbm) his 
>:v'x^sor, that be even aerioiuly engaged in the edaca- 
t;:ii 3s son*. Jamei I. offers the aingolar ^ie>;t«de 
Kf «'no «M at oiioe a preceptor and a nMmarefa : it 
'^ ifiirit the king oompo«ed bis "Basilicoo Doroa ; 
M^jt^tv's InstruotionB to bi* dearest Son Henry the 
a wittk of which •omething more than tbe intentitm 
; and he directed the atodies of the onfortniMte 
That both the«e princea were no oomnKin pajNli 
airlr attributed to the king bimaelf. Never did tbe 
r 1^1 a young prince ihoot out with noUer pramiaeB 
iiry; an enthuHiast for literature and arms, that princa 
<wv<) B great and commanding spirit. Oharies •mwg a 
liie tn»t« : he had talents and Tirtoea, errors and mt- 
; but he waa not without a Bfiirit equal to tlie dayt 
ai. 



lUTY AND C0PI0C8NE.<S OP HIS COMPOSITIOS. 
id of James I. had at all time» tbe fulneaa of a stu- 
elighting in tbe facility and oopionsneaa of compoai- 
he king wrote in one week on« hundred folio pages of 
>ry adi£eas to the Euiopeam aovereigns ; and, in aa 
;ime, hia apology, sent to the pope and cardisal^ 
i deli?ered to the bishopa, merely as notes for Uicir 
L tbuy were declared to ftvm of themwlveaacompteta 

" Qua/etieilote they were done, let others judge ; but 
^ritate, 1 can tell," iwye the courtly bishop who cot 
id kiitg's works, and who is here quoted, not for tbe 
eat he would Infer, but for the lact he itatea. Tba 
abour of his m^Mty provoked from Cardinal Pemm 
le thousand pagei in foho, and replies and rejoinden 
; learned in £urope.t 

ii mll-knovn «wkw«tinii at Junaa I., a wHlj allniian luM Im« 
OT«iook*i. Th* kiac k»d ia fail mind ti« (bn ^valaot 

nMuiag bgofc* by tatUniiig tkem (o Ihi ihalm hj tlurint l«Bg 

ftt'h to tho nuling-dcaka onder llkem. 

Lod(^ ta hi* " lUutiatiau af BntaA WmUtj," pnUasii aad 
n«* I. for th« T*rj mb< bmiimt. Mr. Lad8^ dnmiteg lb» 
mUt «f Uw aatiqaaqr [or Ite nurter m* of tba critics **U* ■% 
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HIS BLOQUBNOE. 

The eloquence of James is another feature in the literary 
character of this monarch. Amid the sycophancy of the 
court of a learned sovereign some truths will manifest them- 
selves. Bishop Williams, in his funeral eulogy of James I., 
has praised with warmth the eloquence of the departed 
monarch, whom he intimately knew ; .and this was an acqui- 
sition of James's, so manifest to all, that the hishop made 
eloquence essential to the dignity of a monarch ; observing, 
that *^ it was the want of it that made Moses, in a manner, 
refuse all government, though offered by God."* He would 
not have hazarded so peculiar an eulogium, had not the 
monarch been distinguished by that talent. 

Hume first observed of James L, that " the speaker of 
the House of Commons is usually an eminent man ; yet the 
harangue of his Majesty will always be found much superior 
to that of the speaker in every parliament during this reign." 
His numerous proclamations are evidently wrought by his 

''James had the good fortune to gain the two points he principally aimed 
at in the publication of these dtUl treatises — the reputation of an acute 
disputant, and the honour of having Cardinal Bellarmin for an antagonist.*' 
Did Mr. Lodge ever read these ** dull trtoUses T* I declare I never have ; 
but I brieve these treatises are not dull, from the inference he draws from 
them : for how any writer can j<ain the reputation of '* an acute dispu- 
tant" by writing ''dull treatises," Mr. Lodge only can explain. It is in 
this manner, and by unphilosophical critics, that the literary reputation of 
James has beexi flourished down by modem pens. It was sure game to 
attack James I. ! 

* This funeral sermon, by laying such a stress on the eloquence of 
James I., it is said, occasioned the disgrace of the zealous bishop ; per- 
haps, also, by the arts of the new courtiers practising on the feelings of 
the young monarch. It appears that Charles betrayed frequent symptoms 
of impatience. 

This allumon to the stammeHiig of Moses was most unlucky ; for Charles 
had tills defect in his delivery, which he laboured all his life to correct. In 
the first speech from the throne, he alludes to it : " Now, because / am 
unfit for much speaking, I mean to bring up the fashion of my predecessors, 
to have my lord-keeper speak for me in most things." And he closed a 
speech to the Scottish parliament by saying, that "he does not offer to 
CTtdear himself by words, tff^c^ indeed is not my way" This, however, 
proved to be one of those little circumstances wMch produce a more im- 
portant result than is suspected. By this substitution of a lord-keeper 
instead of the sovereign, he failed in exciting the personal affections of his 
parliament. Even the most gracious speech from the lips of a lord-keeper 
IB but formally delivered, and coldly reedV^ ; and Charles had not yet 
learned that there are no dq>aties fbr our feelings. 



fJmm»tkeFirti. 

paiiu e TigDor of tlieafaiteaf oi^ 
Aate-pipeis wan nsaally oonqw ej 
e Life of the Loiii^ee|ia- VViUisMH 
wavd CoDwaT, who had twen Ived 
tetste, became a Tiscoani, and ■ 
jintmest of Bncfciiighaiii, tlieki^^ 
xtarr, would ofbax be 101x17 0*^ 
wiituig, and his l****™g of aen- 
sktn^ oat m laughter, exclaiRiiiw, 
with a aeatitaij who can "rrtf^fr 
n <rf' mj bedenamba' wbo cmaot 
tts pawn hftving bat one hand ! 
itwaj, the most ineffitient seovtar^ 
' mjwlf seen hs saawb — remained 
James L icquiied do aeeretaiy, and 
his own mind and hand- llteM 
ttudj prme tfa^ Jama iado^nl 
nee, for which be ia w gnbafam^j 



contempt in which the intdkctoal 
loived, this cotUge^pedant, who i* 

to every species <rf' bbe wit, and 
nd quibbles, pons, «iBcaf&.aiidqiM>- 
»t wit ; <{[iick IB irtort. and hi^pj 
di£wenxt^ opinicas with a ttaiea- 

and wiedi)^ fira^ hit lip* have 
I anr other of <nr Mnu^us. Oae 
if his setrret hsstiKT, Sir AnUton j 

iti$ KfaaC he was wittr. bat daoibea 
•rj wictT. and had as manj wittj 
Lt which he wwddnot^mfehiwHelf, 

Mb a liifxtroiis wte : nor b he me 
ta hamuc oolj aid floepwd thin^ 
. was mx apt to ^7. 
thoeeof amet IitenfTiBeB,he Vnti 
find thetn inscribed br one who had 

books befcre hm waa twt beq aa^ 
i; aadathcnriaehecaOeetedkBCFW^ 
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ledge bj variety of questions, which he carved out to the 
capacity of different persons. Methought his hunting hu- 
mour was not off, while the learned stood about him at Jiis 
board ; he was ever in chase after some disputable doubts, 
which he would wind and turn about with the most stabbing 
objections that ever I heard ; and was as pleasant and fellow- 
like, in all these discourses, as with his huntsman in the field. 
Those who were ripe and weighty in their answers were ever 
designed for soi^^lace of credit or profit."* 




SPECIMENS OP HIS HUMOUR, AND OBSERVATIONS ON 

HUMAN LIFE. 

The relics of witticisms and observations on human life, on 
state affairs, in literature and history, are scattered among 
contemporary writers, and some are even traditional ; I regret 
that I have not preserved many which occurred in the coiu^e 
of reading. It has happened, however, that a man of genius 
has preserved for posterity some memorials of the wit, the 
learning, and the sense of the monarch. f 

In giving some loose specimens of the wit and capacity of 
a man, if they are too few, it may be imagined that they are 
so from their rarity ; and if too many, the page swells into a 

♦ Hacket's curiona "life of the Lord-keeper Williams," p. 38, 
Part 11. 

t In the Harl. MSS. 7682, Art. 3, one entitled ** Crumms fallen from 
Eling James's Table ; or his Table-Talk, taken by Sir Thomas Overbuiy. 
!phe original being in his own handwriting." This MS. has been, perhaps, 
imperfectly printed in " The Prince's Cabala, or Mysteries of State," 
1715. This Collection of Sir Thomas Overbory was shortened by his 
unhappy fate, since he perished early in the reign. — Another Harl. MS. 
contains things ** as they were at snndrie times spoken by James I." I 
have drawn others from the Harl. MSS. 6395. We have also printed, 
**Wittie Observations, gathered in King James's Ordinary Disconrse," 
1643 ; ** King James his Apothegmes or Table-Talk as they were by him 
delivered occasioually, and by the publisher, his quondam servant, care- 
folly received, by B. A. gent. 4°. in eight leaves, 1643." The collector 
was Ben". Agar, who had gathered them in his youth ; ** Witty Apo- 
thegmes, delivered at several times by King James, King Charles, the 
Marquis of Worcester," &c., 1658. 

The collection of Apothegms formed by Lord Bacon offers many 
instances of the king's wit and sense. See Lord Bacon's Apothegms new 
and old ; they ai'e numbered to 275 in the edition 1819. Basil Monta- 
gue, in his edition, has separated what he distinguishes as the spurious 
ones. 



Ckarmetar tf Jama ike FwwL 

OM, ami e««i tbe eoaBKn Uohs fbe ■■,inj « ^i»- 

d Witil JMT pInMHwa. 

HJr in life Jamet L bad da^l»«d tiv tafev of apt ds- 
«id hi* dawieal vit « t^ Spmndfi. taaS ''He 
eted DO other iarottr froa lliii ^h^ H^ iju— teaj «f 
pUruDs U> UyfflM— to be the brt ^tvmd,^ Jd^fcJ 
ibtth, and ba* eren cntoed mto oar faincrj. Aattar 
lOQ, at th« clofi« of hk "life of Jatm% L" haa p«- 
id ooe of Lis apotbesmi, vliile be eenfura hiai Cor Hit 
in^ tiicclj tue of il! "Let that priace. v3o wa«M 
ire of euti--pira.[d<s, be ntbo- jeahioc of s^^ wboaa Ua 
wrdiaaiT faruun hare adTanced, than of tboae «1mm Ua 
leasune hare dicomtRited. n^ae *Kit BOaa to 
ate tli«ir pkacmea, bat tkatt have Meanr it plc^MBC io 
ate their detains." — ^Wilaaa hiwwlf ahir ^tekiM tUa 

xtaut state-ofaeervation, by adi&i^, that ' 

b more rebement thai taaUee to i 
ctioa, whk-fa mail a ataKui 
be king obeerred that, " Very i 
ttleharm; it ii the mediomtj cf ««^]b that tnMbleth 
he vorid."— He deacribed, b^ a lifdr iaiage, the dife- 
ea which rise in argninent : " Jhbvi, ia wguin g, are often 
led b; the force or worda CuHmt i— —■***■ than their qoea- 
«aB at 6nit ; Uketwo thipa going' oat of the came haven, 
r landing is manj tinea whole eonntries diatant." 
ne of tbe great natioaal grieranoea, aa it ^^leafed hoA 
!ie gorenUDeDt and the people, in James'* reign, waa the 
etoal growth of tbe metropolis ; and tbe Dation, like aa 
xbuudriac, was ludieroDtlj tonfied that their hand waa 
BOBstroos for their body, and drew all the moistnn of 
Ijom the rennrter parts. It is amosing to observe the 
eaa and rata precautions emgJof ed to stop all new boild- 
, and to fon« penona out of town to reside at their 
Arj mannons. Praclamatioaa warned and exhorted, bttfc 
TRj interference of prohibition rendered tbe crowded 
1 more delightful. One of its attendant calamities waa 
prevalent one of that daj, the plague ; and one f^ those 
! UbeU, which were eariy snp^eased, or nevBr printed, 
Jed, " Balaam's Asa," luw thia pMsage : " In this ddn^ 
ew boilding;?, we sfaaD be all poisoned with Invathing nt 
another's faces \ and jour Ma^tj has most truly nid, 
land will shortly be London, tud London, England." It 
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was ihe popular wish, that country gentlemen should reside 
more on their estates, and it was on this occasion the king 
made that admirable allusion, which has been in our days re- 
peated in the House of Commons : " Gentlemen resident on 
their estates were like ships in port — their value and magni- 
tude were felt and acknowledged ; hut, when at a distance, as 
their size seemed insignificant^ so their worth and importance 
were not duly estimated." The king abounded with similar 
observations ; for he drew from life more than even from 
books. 

James is reproached for being deficient in political sagacity ; 
notwithstanding that he somewhat prided himself on what he 
denominated " king's-craft." This is the fate of a pacific and 
domestic prince ! 

"A king," said James, "ought to be a preserver of his 
people, as well of their fortunes as lives, and not a destroyer 
of his subjects. Were I to make such a war as the King of 
France doth, with such tyranny on his own sulgects-^with 
Protestants on one side, and his soldiers drawn to slaughter 
on the other, — I would put myself in a monastery all my 
days afber, and repent me that I had brought my subjects to 
such misery." 

That James was an adept in his " king's-craft," by which 
term he meant the science of politics, but which has been so 
often misinterpreted in an ill sense, even the confession of 
such a writer as Sir Anthony Weldon testifies ; who acknow- 
ledges that " no prince living knew how to make use of men 
better than King James." He certainly foresaw the spirit of 
the Commons, and predicted to the prince and Buckingham, 
events which occurred after his death. When Cranfield, Earl 
of Middlesex, whom James considered a useful servant, Buck- 
ingham sacrificed, as it would appear, to the clamours of a 
party, James said, "You are making a rod for your own 
back ;" and when Prince Charles was encouraging the frequent 
petitions of the Commons, James told him, " You will live to 
have your bellyful of petitions." The following anecdote 
may serve to prove his political sagacity : — When the Em- 
peror of Germany, instigated by the Pope and his own state- 
interests, projected a crusade against the Turks, he solicited 
from James the aid of three thousand Englishmen ; the wise 
and pacific monarch, in return, advised the emperor's ambas- 
sador to apply to France and Spain, as being more nearly 
concerned in this project: but the ambassador y&fj inge* 
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L:.^«~i'.;.(« j.iit'.r^ if' .*«-t, vir 4r«w TKi-ra aoMB- 
,,, .M. w'*«.'( -:-.«♦ '-tin im^f-^rtm «a»iii.a» 
i*H> jf,inj>ivw/1or plot-. I.y thd «»ipi=Cj' anu. 
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with which lie solved the enigmatical and ungrammatical 
letter sent on that occasion. The train of his thoughts has 
even been preserved to us ; and, although a loose passage, in a 
private letter of the Earl of Salisbury, contradicted by another 
passage in the same letter, would indicate that the earl was 
the man ; yet even Mrs. Macaulay acknowledges the pro- 
priety of attributing the discovery to the king's sagacity. 
Several proofs of his zeal and reflection in the detection of 
imposture might be adduced ; and the reader may, perhaps, 
be amused at these. 

There existed a conspiracy against the Countess of Exeter 
by Lady Lake, and her daughter, Lady Boss. They had 
contrived to forge a letter in the Countesses name, in which 
she confessed all the heavy crimes they accused her of, which 
were incest, witchcraft, &c. ;* and, to confirm its authenticity, 
as the king was curious respecting the place, the time, and 
the occasion, when the letter was written, their maid swore it 
was at the countess's house at Wimbledon, and that she had 
written it at the window, near the upper end of the great 
chamber; and that she (the maid) was hid beneath the 
tapestry, where she heard the countess read over the letter 
after writing. The king appeared satisfied with this new 
testimony ; but, unexpectedly, he visited the great chamber 
at Wimbledon, observed the distance of the window, placed 
himself behind the hangings, and made the lords in their 
turn : not one could distinctly hear the voice of a person 
placed at the window. The king further observed, that the 
tapestry was two feet short of the ground, and that any one 
standing behind it must inevitably be discovered. " Oaths 
cannot confound my sight," exclaimed the king. Having 
also effectuated other discoveries with a confession of one of 
the parties, and Sir Thomas Lake being a faithful servant of 
James, as he had been of Elizabeth, the king, who valued 
him, desired he would not stand the trial with his wife and 
daughter ; but the ok! man pleaded that he was a husband 
and a father, and must fall with them. " It is a fall !" said 
the king : " your wife i» the serpent ; your daughter is Eve ; 
and you, poor man, are Adam !"t 

* Camden's "Annals of Jameal., Kennet II.,. 652." 
f The suit cost Sir Thomas LaJse 30, 000/. ; the fines in the star-chamber 
were always heavy in all reigns. Harris refers to this cause as an evidence 
of the tyranuic conduct of James I., as if the J^ing waa always influenced by 
personal dislike ; but he does not giv^ the story^. 
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The sullen Osborne reluctantly says, '' I must confess he 
was the promptest man living in detecting an imposture.*' 
There was a singular impostor in his reign, of whom no one 
denies the king the merit of detecting the deception — so fiur 
was James I. &om being credulous, as he is generally sup- 
posed to have been. Ridiculous as the affair may appear to 
us, it had perfectly succeeded with the learned fellows of New- 
College, Oxford, and afberwards with heads as deep ; and it 
required some exertion of the king*8 philosophical reasoning 
to pronounce on the deception. 

One Haddock, who was desirous of becoming a preacher, 
but had a stuttering and slowness of utterance, which he 
could not get rid of, took to the study of physic ; but recoU 
lecting that, when at Winchester, his schoolfellows ImuI tcAA 
him that he spoke fluently in his sleep, he tried, affecting %o 
be asleep, to form a discourse on physic. Finding that he 
succeeded, he continued the practice : he then tried divinity^ 
and spoke a good sermon. Having prepared one for the pnr« 
pose, he sat up in his bed and delivered it so loudly that it 
attracted attention in the next chamber. It was soon r^>ortod 
that Haddock preached in his slee^ ; and nothing was heard 
but inquiries after the sleeping preacher , who soon found it 
his interest to keep up the delusion. He was now considered 
as a man truly inspired ; and he did not in his own mind rate 
his talents at less worth than the first vacant bishopric. He 
was brought to court, where the greatest personages anxiouiB^y 
sat up through the night by his bedside. They tried all. the 
maliciousness of Puck to pinch and to stir him : he was with« 
out hearing or feeling ; but they never departed without an 
orderly text and sermon ; at the close of which, groaning and 
stretching himself, he pretended to awake, declaring he was 
unconscious of what had passed. " The kmg," says Wilson, 
no flatterer of James, ''privately handled him so like a 
chirurgeon, that he found out the sore." The king was pre- 
sent at one of these sermons, and forbade them ; and his 
reasonings, on this occasion, brought the sleeping preadier on 
his knees. The king observed, that things studied in the 
day-time may be dreamed of in the night, but always irregu- 
larly, without order ; not, as these sermons were, good and 
learned : as particularly the one preached before his Majesty 
in his sleep*-which he first treated physically, then theologi- 
cally; "and I observed," said the king, "that he always 
preaches best when he has the most crowded audienoe.'^ 
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^ Were, he allowed to proceed, all slander and treason might 
pass tinder colour of being asle^/' added the king, who, not- 
withstanding his pretended inspiration, awoke the sleeping 
preacher for ever afterwards. 



BASILICON POBON. 

That treatise of James I., entitled " Basilicon Doron ; or, 
His Majesty's Instructions to his dearest Son Henry the 
Prince," was composed by the king in Scotland, in the fresh- 
ness of his studious days ; a work, addressed to a prince by a 
monarch which, in some respects, could only have come from 
ih% hands of such a workman. The morali^ and the politics 
dten retain their curiosity and their value. Our ro yal autho r 
has drawn hjs manciples of government from the_classical 
ir^V^iTmoa />^ antiquitj ; for then politicians quoted Plato, 
Aristotle, and Cicero. His waters had, indeed, flowed over 
those beds of ore ;• but the growth and vigour of the work 
comes from the mind of the king himself : he writes for the 
Prince of Scotland, and about the Scottish people. On its 
first appearance Camden has recorded the strong sensation it 
excited : it was not only admirecl, but it entered into and 
won the hearts of men. Harris, forced to acknowledge, in 
his mean style and with his frigid temper, that " this book 
contains some tolerable things," omits not to hint that " it 
might not be his own :" but the claims of James I. are evi- 
dent from the peculiarity of the style ; the period at which 
it was composed ; and by those particular passages stamped 
with all the individuality of the king himself. The style is 
remarkable for its profuse sprinkling of Scottish and French 
words, where the Doric plainness of the one, and the intelli- 
gent expression of the other, offer curious instances of the 
influence of manners over language ; the diction of the royal 
author is a striking evidence of the intermixture of the two 
nations, and of a court which had marked its divided inte- 
rests by its own chequered language. 

This royal manual still interests a philosophical mind ; like 
one of those antique and curious pictures we sometimes dis- 

* James, early in life, was a fine scliolar, and a lover of the ancient his- 
torians, as appears from an accidental expression of Buchanan's, in his 
dedication to James of his **Baptistes;*' referring to Sallost, he adds, 
ixpvd luux Sahtstiwn. 



^m 
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cover in a cabinet, — studied for tbe costume ; jet where the 
touches of nature are true, although the colouring is brown 
and faded ; but there is a force, and sometimes even a charm, 
in the ancient simplicity, to which even the delicacy of taste 
may return, not without pleasure. The king tells his son : — 

*' Sith all people are naturally inclined to follow th^ 
prince's example, in your own person make your wordes and 
deedes to fight together ; and let your own life be a law- 
hook and a mirror to your people, that therein they may read 
the practice of their own lawes, and see by your image what 
life they should lead. 

** But vnto one faulte is aU the common people of this 
kingdome subject, as well burgh as land ; which is, to judge 
and speak rashly of thdr prince, setting the commonweale 
vp<m foure props, as wee call it ; euer wearying of the pre- 
sent estate, and desirous of nouelties." The remedy the kinr 
suggests, '' besides the exeeutioii of laws tiiat are to be Tsed 
against vnreuerent speakers," is so to rule, as that *' the sub- 
j^^ may not only live in suretie and wealth, but be stirred 
up to open thdir mouthes in your iust praise." 



JAXBS THE FIBSTS IDEA. OP A TTSANT AlO) A KUTG. 

Ths royal author distinguishes a king irom a tyrant on their 
first entrance into the government : — 

'* A tyrant will enter like a saint, till he find himself &st 
under foot, and then will suff^^ his unruly affections to burst 
fcnrth." He advises the prince to act contrary to Nero, who, 
at first, " with his tender-hearted wish, veUem nesdre UU' 
ras" i^peared to lament tiiat he was to execute the laws. 
He, on the contrary, would have the prince early show " the 
severitie of justice, which will settle the country, and make 
them know that ye can strike : this would be but for a time. 
If otherwise ye kyth (show) your demende at the first the 
offisnces would soon come to such heapes, and the contempt 
of you grow so great, that when ye would fall to punish the 
number to be punished would exceed the innocent ; and ye 
would, against your nature, be compelled then to wracke 
manie, whom the chastisement of few in the beginning 
might have preserved. In this my own dear-bought expe> 
rience may serve you for a different lesson. For I confess, 
where I thought (by being gracious at the beginning) to 
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gain all men's beari to m kmng and willing obedience, I bj 
tbe contrarie found tbe disorder of the eocmtrie, azni the low 
of my thanks, to be aD mr reward." 

James, in tbe ooorse of tbe work, often instract« tbe prince 
by bis own errors and misfortones; and certainly one of 
tbese was an excess of tbe kinder impulses in granting 
favoors ; tbere was nothing sellisb in bis bappineiss ; James 
seemed to wish that every one aroond him should participate 
in tbe fulness of bis own enjoyment. His band was always 
open to scatter about him honours and wealth, and not 
always on unworthy faTourites, but often on learned men 
whose talents be knew well to appreciate. There was a 
warmth in the king's temper which once he himself well 
described ; he did not like those who pride themselres on 
their tepid dispositiiHis. ^ I loTe not one that will nev^er be 
ang^, for as be that is without sorrow is without gladness, 
so be that is without anger is without lore. Give me the 
heart of a man, and out of that all his actions shall be ac- 
ceptable." Tbe king thus addresses tbe prince : — 

On the Choice of ServanU and Ajuoeiates. 

" Be not moved with importunities ; for the which cause, 
as also for augmenting your Maiestie, be not so facile of 
access-giving at all tim^ as I have been." — In his minority, 
tbe choice of his servants bad been made by others, " re- 
commending servants tmto me, m<Mre for serving, in effect, 
their ^ends that put them in, than their nudster that ad- 
mitted them, and used them well, at the first rebellion raised 
against me. Chuse you your own servantes for your own 
vse, and not for the vse of others ; and, since ye must be 
commimis parens to all your people, chuse indifferentlie out of 
all quarters ; not respecting other men's appetites, but their 
own qualities. For as you must command all, so reason 
would ye should be served of all. — Be a daily watchman 
over your own servants, that they obey your laws precisely : 
for bow can your laws be kept in the country, if they be 
broken at your eare ! — ^Bee homelie or strange with them, as 
ye think their behaviour deserveth and their nature may bear 
ill. — Employ every man as ye think him qualified, but use 
not one in all things, lest he wax proud, and be envied by 
bis fellows. — As for the other sort of your companie and ser- 
vants, they ought to be of perfect age, see they be of a good 
fame ; otherwise what can the people think but that ye bavQ 
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chosen a companion unto jou according to yoar own bumour, 
and 80 have preferred those men for the love of their vices 
and crimes, that ye knew them to be guiltie of. Jor the 
people, that see you not within, cannot judge of you but ac- 
cording to the outward appearance of your actions and com- 
pany, wbi(^ (XE^j is subject to their sight." 



THE REVOLUTIONISTS OF THAT AGE. 

James I. has painted, with vivid touches, the Anti-MoB-* 
arohists, or revolutionists, of his time. 

He describes " their imagined democracie, where they fed 
themselves with l^e hope to become trihuni plebi ; and s(^ ia 
a popular govemm^it, by leading the people by the nose,, to 
bear the sway of all .the rule. — Every faction," he adds^ 
*' always joined them. I was ofttimes calumniated in their 
. popular sermons, not for aby evill or vice in me,* but because 

V I was a king, which they thought the highest evill ; and, 

because they were ashamed to professe this quarrel, they were 
l»isie to look narrowly in all my actions, pretending to dis- 
tingiiish the lawfdbess of the office from the vice of the 
person ; yet some of them would snapper out well grossly 
with the trewth of their intentions, informing tiie people 
that all kings and princes were naturally enemies to tbe 
liberties of the Church ; whereby the ignorant were emboU 
dened (as bayards) ,t to ccy the learned and modest out of it : 
but tiieir parity is the mother of confusion, and enemie to 
vnitie, which is the mother of order." And it is not with* 
out eloquence his MJE^esty describes these factious Anti-Mon*^ 
archists, as '* Men, whom no deserts can oblige, neitiiee 
oatbs nor promises bind; breathing nothing but seditioa 
ajftd. calumnies, a^paring without measure, raihng without 
reason, and making their own imaginations the square of 
their ccmscienee. I protest, before the great God, and, sinoe 
I am here as vpoa my testament, it is no place for me to lie 
in,, that ye shall never find with any Hie4and, or Border 

* The conduct of Jaxvies I. in Scotland haa eveii extorted praise ftom ona 
of his bitterest calumniators ; for Mrs. Macaulay has said — *' His oonduoi^ 
when King of Scotland, was ia many points uDezceptionable.'' 

f An old French word, expressing, ** A man uiat gapes or gazes e«r* - 
neeily at a thing ; a fly-catcher ; a greedy and nnmannedSr bdioldsb'**—*^ 
CoraAVB. 



Of the Nobility of Scotland.— Of Colonising 

theeves, greater in^atitude, and more liea and vile pt 
ye may keep them for trying your patience, an Socrate 
evill wife." 



OF THE HOBILITY OF SCOTLAND. 
Thb king makes tliree great divisions of tbe Scottish 
tbe churcli, the nobility, and the burgbera. 

Of the nobility, the king counsels tbe prince to chi 

" A fectless arrogant conceit of their greatness and 
drinking in with their very nourish-milk. Tcac 
nobilitic to keep your lawes, as precisely as the mean( 
not tbeir orping, or being discontented, as long as 
whII ; for their pretended reformation of princes takei 
effect, h'li where evil government proceedeth. & 
yourself so with all the honest men of your barone a 
tlemen, giving access so open and affable, to make th 
enitea to you themselves, and not to employ the grea1 
their intercessours ; so shall ye bring to a measui 
monstrous backes. And for their barbarous feides 
pat the laws to due execution made by mee there-ane 
ginning ever ratbest at him that yee love best, and is i 
vnto you, to make him an example to the rest. lU 
your reformations to begin at your elbow, and so by 
to the extremities of the land." 

He would not, however, tliat the prince should big] 
temn the nobility ; " Eemember, bowe that error br 
king, my grandfather's heart. Consider that vertue fc 
oftest noble blood : the more frequently that your c( 
be garnished with them, as peers and fathers of yoi 
thinke it the more your honour." 

He impresses on tbe mind of the prince ever to i 
the quarrel of the poor and the sufferer, and to remen 
honourable title given to his grandfather, in bein{ 
"The poor man's king." 



OP COLONISING. 
James I. had a project of improving the state of th( 
dwelt in the isles, " who are so utteriy barbarous," b 
mixing some of the semi-dvilised Highlanders, and i 
oolooies among them of inland subjects. 
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" I have already made laws against the over-lords, and the 
chief of their clannes, and it would be no diffieultie to dantou 
them ; so rooting out, or transporting the barbarous and stub- 
bom sort, and planting civilised in their rooms." 

This was a« wise a scheme as any modem philosopher could 
have suggested, and, with the conduct he subsequently pursued 
in Ireland, may be referred to as splendid proofs of the kingly 
duties so zealously performed by this monarch. • 



OF MBRCHANTS. 

Of merchants, as this king understood the commercial eha-^ 
racter, he had no honourable notion. 

He says, " They think the whole commonwealth ordained 
for raising them up, and accounting it their lawful gain to 
enrich themselves upon the losses of the rest of the people." 

We are not to censure James I. for his principles of political 
economy, which then had not assumed the dignity of a sci^ice ; 
his rude and. simple ideas convey popular truths. 



BEeULATIONS FOIL THE PBINCE*S MANNBBJ3 AND HABITS. 

The last portion of the '' Basilicon Doron*' is devoted to do- 
mestic regulations for the prince, respecting his manners and 
habits ; which the king calls '' the indifferent actions of a 
man." 

''A king is set as one on a stage, whose smallest ^u^tuma 
and gesi^ires all the people gazinglie do behold ; and, however 
just in the discharge of his office, yet, if his behaviour be 
light or dissolute, in indifferent actions, the people, who aee 
but the outward part, conceive pre-occupied conceits of the 
king's inward intention, which, although with time, the trier 
of truth, will evanish by the evidence of the contrarie effect, 
yet vnterim patitur Justus, and pre-judged conceits will, in the 
meantime, breed contempt, the mother of rebellion and die- 
order. Besides," the king adds, 'Hhe indifferent acticms aad 
behaviour of a man have a certain holding and dependence 
upon vertue or vice, according as they are used or ruled.'' 

The prince is not to keep regular hours, 

'* That any time in the four and twentie hours may be al&e 
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to you; thereby your diet may be accommodated to your 
affairs, and noi your affairs to your diet.'* 

The prince is to eat in public, *^ to shew that he loves not 
to haunt companie, which is one of the marks of a tyrant, 
and that he delights not to eat privatelie, ashamed of his 
gluttonie." As a curious instance of the manners of the 
times, the king advises the prince ^* to use mostly to eat of 
reasonablie-grosse and common-meats ; not only for making 
your bodie strong for travel, as that ye may be the hartlier 
received by your meane subiects in their houses, when their 
cheere may suffice you, which otherwaies would be imputed 
to you for pride, and breed coldness and disdain in them/' 

I have noticed his counsel against the pedantry or other 
affectations of style in speaking. 

He adds, " Let it be plaine, natural, comelie, cleane, short, 
and sententious." 

In his gestures " he is neither to look sillily, like a stupid 
pedant ; nor unsettledly, with an uncouth morgue, like a new- 
come-over cavalier ; not over sparing in your courtesies, for 
that will be imputed to incivilitie and arrogance ; nor yet 
over prodigal in jowking or nodding at every step, for that 
forme of being popular becometh better aspuring Absaloms 
than lawful kmgs; forming ever your gesture according to 
your present action; looking gravely, and with a majestic, 
when ye sit upon judgment, or give audience to embassadors ; 
homely, when ye are in private with your own servants; 
merrily, when ye are at any pastime, or merry discourse ; and 
let your countenance smell of courage and magnanimity 
when at the warres. And remember (I say again) to be 
plaine and sensible in your langjiage; for besides, it is the 
tongue's office to be the messenger of the mind ; it may be 
thought a point of imbecilitie of spirit in a king to speak 
obscurely, much more untrewely^ as if he stood in awe of any 
in uttering his thoughts." 

Should the prince incline to be an author, the king adds — 

" If your engine (genius) spur you to write any workes, 
either in prose or verse, I cannot but allow you to practise 
it ; but take no longsome works in hande, for distracting you 
&0m your calling." 

He reminds the prince with dignity and truth, 

" Your writes (writings) will remain as the true picture of 
your minde, to all posterities ; if yee would write worthelie, 
chuse subjects worthie of you." His critical conception of 

s E 2 
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the nature of poetry is its best definition. " If ye write in 
verse, remember that it is not the principal part of a poem to 
rime right, and flow well with many prettie wordes ; but the 
chief commendation of a poem is, that when the veree shall 
bee taken sundry in prose, it shall be found so ritch in quick 
inventions and poetick floures, and in fair and pertinent com- 
parisons, as it shall retain the lustre of a poem although in 
prose." 

The king proceeds touching many curious points concern- 
ing the prince's bodily exercises and " house-pastimes." A 
genuine picture of the customs and manners of the age : our 
royal author had the eye of an observer, and the thoughtful* 
ness of a sage. 

The king closes with the hope that the prince's " natural 
inclination will have a happie simpathie with these precepts ; 
making the wise man's schoolmaister, which is the example 
of others, to be your teacher ; and not that overlate repen- 
tance by your own experience, which is the schoolmaister of 
fools." 

Thus have I opened the book, and I believe, the heart of 
James I. The volume remains a perpetual witness to pos- 
terity of the intellectual capacity and the noble disposition 
of the royal author. 

But this monarch has been unfsdrly reproached both bj 
the political and religious ; as far as these aspersions connect 
themselves with his character, they enter into our inquiry. 

His speeches and his writings are perpetually quoted by 
democratic writers, with the furious zeal of those who are 
doing the work of a party ; they never separate the charactar 
of James from his speculatiye principles of government ; and, 
such is the odiimi they have raised against him, that this 
sovereign has received the execration, or the ridicule, even of 
those who do not belong to their party. James maintained 
certain abstract doctrines of the times, and had written on 
" The Prerogative Royal," and " The Trew Laws of Free 
Monarchies," as he had on witches and devils. All this 
verbal despotism is artfully converted into so many acts of 
despotism itself; and thus they contrive their dramatic exhi- 
bition of a blustering tyrant, in the person of a father of YAb 
people, who exercised his power without an atom of brutal 
despotism adhering to it. 
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THE KING'S IDEA OF THB ROYAL PREROaATIVB. 

Wheh James asserted that a king is above the laws, he did 
not understand this in the popular sense ; nor was he the in- 
ventor or the reviver of similar doctrines. In all his mys- 
terious flights on the nature of " The Prerogative Boyal," 
James only maintained what Elizabeth and all the Tudors 
had, as jealously. But more energetically exercised.* Eliza- 
beth left to her successor the royal prerogative strained to its 
highest pitch, with no means to support a throne which in 
the succeeding reign was found to be baseless. The king 
employed the style of absolute power, and, as Harris says, 
" entertained notions of his prerogative amazingly great, and 
bordering on impiety." It never occurred to his calumniators, 
who are always writing, without throwing themselves back 
into the age of their inquiries, that all the political reveries, 
the abstract notions, and the metaphysical fancies of James I. 
arose from his studious desire of being an English sovereign, 
according to the English constitution — for from thence he de- 
rived those very ideas. 



THE LAWYEBS' IDEA OP THE ROYAL PREROaATIVE. 

The truth is, that lawyers, in their anxiety to define, or to 
defend the shadowy limits of the royal prerogative, had con- 
trived some strange and clumsy fictions to describe its 
powers ; their flatteries of the imaginary being, whom they 
called the sovereign, are more monstrous than all the harm- 
less abstractions of James I. 

They describe an English sovereign as a mysterious being, 
invested with absolute perfection, and a fabulous immor- 
tality, whose person was inviolable by its sacredness. A king 
of England is not subject to death, since the sovereign is a 

* In Sir Symund D'Ewes's ** Journals of the Parliament,'* and in Towns- 
hend's ** Historical Collections," we trace in some degree Elizabeth's arbi- 
trary power concealed in her prerogative, which she always considered as 
the dissolving charm in the magical circle of our constitution. But I pos- 
sess two letters of the French ambassador to Charles IX., written fi:om our 
court in her reign ; who, by means of his secret intercourse with those about 
her person, details a curious narrative of a royal interview granted to some 
deputies of the parliament, at that moment refractory, strongly depicting 
the exalted notions this great sovereign entertained of the prerogative, and 
which she asserted in stamping her foot; 
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corporation, expressed by the awM plural the oub and the 
WE. His majesty is always of full age, though in infancy ; 
and so unlike mortality, the king can do no wrong. Such his 
ubiquity, that he acts at the same moment in different places ; 
and such the force of his testimony, that whatever the sove- 
reign declares to have passed in his presence, becomes 
instantly a perpetual record ; he serves for his own witness, by 
the simple subscription of Teste me ipso^ and he is so abso- 
lute in power, beyond the laws, that he quashes them by his 
negative voice.* Such was the origin of the theoretical pre- 
rogative of an ideal sovereign which James I. had formed : 
it was a mere curious abstraction of the schools in the spirit 
of the age, which was perpetually r^erring to the mysteries 
of state and tbe secrets of empires, and not a principle he was 
practising to the detriment of the subject. 

James I. while he held for his first principle that a sove- 
reign is only accountable to God for the sins of his govern- 
ment, an harmless and even a noble principle in a reHgioas 
prince, at various times acknowledged that " a king is ordained 
for procuring the prosperity of his people." In his speech, 
1603, he says, 

" If you be rich I cannot be poor ; if you be happy I can- 
not but be fortunate. My worldly felicity consists in your 
prosperity. And tbat I am a servant is most true, as I am a 
head and goveruour of all the people in my dominions. If 
we take the people as one body, then as the head is ordidned 
for the body and not the body for the head, so must a righteous 
king know himself to be ordained for his people, and not his 
people for him." 

The truth is always concealed by those writers who are 
cloaking their antipathy against monarchy, in their deelama- 
tions against the writings of James I. Authors, who are so 
often influenced by the opinions of their age, have the melan- 
choly privilege of perpetuating them, and of being cited as 
authorities for those very opinions, however erroneous. 

At this time the true principles of popular Hberty, hidden 

* Such are tiie descriptSons of the BritiBh soverefgn, to be found in 
Cowl's cnriouB book, entitled *' The Interpreter." The reader may for- 
ther traoe the modem genius of Bladutone, with an awful reverence, dig- 
nifying the venerable nonsense — ^and ^e commentator on Blaokstone 8(«ie* 
times labouring to explain the explanations of his master ; ao obsenre, ao 
abstiaoty and so delicate is the phantomirUeh our ancient lawyers ooajnred 
up, and which the modems cannot lay. 
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in the constitution, were yet obscure and contested ; inyolved 
in contradiction, in assertion and recantation ;* and they have 
been established as much by the blood as by the ink of our 
patriots. Some noble spirits in the Commons were then 
struggling to fix the vaciUatiug principles of our govern- 
ment ; but ofben their private passions were infused into their 
public feelings ; James, who was apt to imagine that these 
individuals were instigated by a personal enmity in aiming at 
his niysterious prerogative, and at the same time found their 
rivals with equal weight opposing the novel opinions, retreated 
still farther into the depths and arcana of the constitution. 
Modem writers have viewed the political fancies of this 
monarch through optical instruments not invented in his days. 
"When Sir Edward Coke declared that the king's royal 
prerogative being unlimited and \mdefined, "was a great 
overgrown monster ;" and, on one occasion, when Coke said 
before the king, that " his Majesty was defended by the laws,'* 
— James, in anger, told him he spoke foolishly, and he said 
he was not defended by the laws, but by God (alluding to his 
" divine right ") ; and sharply reprimanded him for having 
spoken irreverently of Sir Thomas Crompton, a civilian; 
asserting, that Crompton was as good a man as Coke. The 
fact is, there then existed a rivalry between the civil and the 
common lawyers. Coke declared that the common law of 
England was in imminent danger of being perverted ; that 
law which he has enthusiastically described as the perfection 
of all sense and experience. Coke was strenuously opposed by 
liord Bacon and by the civilians, and was at length com- 
mitted to the Tower (according to a MS. letter of the day, 
for the cause is obscure in our history), " charged with speak- 
ing so in parliament as tended to stir up the subjects' hearts 
against their sovereign."t Yet in all this we must not 

* Oowell, equally learned and honest, inTol^ed himself in contradictory 
positions, and was alike prosecuted by the King and the Commons, on 
opposite principles. The oyerbearing Coke seems to have aimed at his life, 
which the lenity of ^ James saved. His work is a testimony of the unsettled 
principles of liberty at that time ; Cowell was compelled to appeal to one 
part of his book to save himself from the other. 

f The following anecdotes of Lord Chief Justice Coke have not been pub- 
lished. They are extracts from manuscript letters of the times : on that 
occasion, at first, the patriot did not conduct himself with the firmness of 
a great spirit. 

Nov, 19, 1616. 

*< The thunderbolt hath fallen on the Lord Coke, which hath overthrown 
him from 4he very roots. The supersedeas was carried to him by tiir 
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THE KING'S BLBVATED CONCEPTION OP THE KINGLY 

CHARACTER. 

But what were the real thoughts and feelings of this pre- 
sumed despot concerning the duties of a sovereign? His 
Platonic conceptions inspired the most exalted feelings ; but 
his gentle nature never led to one act of unfeeling despotism. 
His sceptre was wreathed with the roses of his fancy : the 
iron of arbitrary power only struck into the heart in the 
succeeding reign. James only menaced with an abstract 
notion ; or, in anger, with his own hand would tear out a 
protestation from the journals of the Commons : and, when 
he considered a man as past forgiveness, he condemned him to 
a slight imprisonment ; or removed him to a distant employ- 
ment ; or, if an author, like Coke and Cowell, sent him into 
retirement to correct his works. 

In a great court of judicature, when the interference of the 
royal authority was ardently solicited, the magnanimous 
monarch replied : — 

" Kings ruled by their laws, as God did by the laws of 
nature ; and ought as rarely to put in use their supreme 
authority as God does his power of working miracles." 

Notwithstanding his abstract principles, his knowledge and 
reflection showed him that there is a crisis in monarchies and 
a period in empires ; and in discriminating between a king 
and a tyrant, he tells the prince — 

" A tyranne's miserable and infamous life armeth in end 
his own subjects to become his burreaux ; and although this 
rebellion be ever unlawful on their part, yet is the world so 
wearied of him, that his fall is little meaned (minded) by the 
rest of his subiects, and smiled at by his neighbours." 

And he desires that the prince, his son, should so perform 
his royal duties, that, " In case ye fall in the highway, yet it 
should be with the honourable report and just regret of all 
honest men." In the dedicatory sonnet to Prince Henry of 
the " Basilicon Doron," in verses not without elevation, James 
admonishes the prince to 

Represse the proud, maintaining aye the right ; 

Walk always so, as ever in his sight. 

Who guards the godly, plaguing the prophane. 

The poems of James I. are the versifications of a man of 
learning and meditation. Such an one could not fail of pro- 
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Europe. Plays were performed on Sondajfl at court, in 
£lizabetb*8 reign; and yet 'Hhe Protestants of Elizabeth" 
was the usual expressive phrase to mark those who did most 
honour to the reformed. The king, returning from Scotland, 
found the people in Lancashire disc<Hitented, &om the unusual 
deprivation of their popular recreations on Sundays and holi- 
days, after the church service. " With our own ears we 
h^ird the general complaint of our people." The Catholic 
priests were busily insinuating among the lower orders that 
the reformed religion was a sullen deprivation of all mirth and 
social amusements, and thus '^ turning the people's hearts." 
But while they were denied what the king t^ms *' lawful 
recreations,"* they had substituted more vicious ones : ale- 
houses were more frequented — drunkenness more general — 
tale-mongery and sedition, the vices of sedentary idleness, 
prevailed — while a fanatical gloom was spreading over the 
country. 

The king, whose gaiety of temper instantly sympathised 
with the multitude, and perhaps alarmed at ihis new shape 
which puritanism was assuming, published what is called 
''The Book of Sports," and which soon obtained the con- 
temptuous term of " The Dancing Book." 

(hi this subject our recent principles have governed our 
decisions : with our habits formed, and our notions finally ad- 
justed, this singular state-paper has been reprobated by piety ; 
whose zeal, however, is not sufficiently historicaL It was 
one of the state maxims of this philosophic monardi, in his 
advice to his son, 

'' To allure the common people to a common amitie among 
themselves ; and that certain daies in the yeere should be ap- 
pointed for delighting the people with public spectacles of all 
honest games and exercise of arms ; making playes and lawful 
games in Maie, and good cheare at Christmas ; as also for conve-* 
ning of neighbours, for entertaining friendship and heartliness, 
by honest feasting and merriness ; so that the sabbothes be kept 
bolie, and no unlawful pastime be used. This form of con- 
tenting the people's minds hath been used in all well-governed 
republics." 

James, therefore, was shocked at the sudden melancholy 
among the people. In Europe, even among the reformed 

* Thoae are ennmeiated to consist of dancing, arobery, leaping, vanlting, 
May-games, Whitsnn-ales, Monis-dances, and the setting np of May-poles, 
and other manly sports. 
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themselves, the Sabbath, after church-service, was a festival- 
day ; and the wise monarch could discover no reason why, in 
his kingdom, it should prove a day of penance and self-denial : 
but when once this unlucky " Book of Sports " was thrown 
among the nation, they discovered, to their own astonishment^ 
that everything concerning the nature of the Sabbath was 
uncertain. 



THE SABBATARIAN CONTROVEBSY. 

And, because they knew nothing, they wrote much. The 
controversy was carried to an extremity in the succeeding 
reign. The proper hour of the Sabbath was not agreed on : 
Was it to commence on the Saturday-eve ? Others thought 
that time, having a circular motion, the point we begin at 
was not important, provided the due portion be completed. 
Another declared, in his "Sunday no Sabbath," that it was 
merely an ecclesiastical day which may be changed at plea- 
sure ; as they were about doing it, in the Church of Geneva, 
to Thursday, — probably from their antipathy to the Catholic 
Sunday, as the early Christians had anciently changed it from 
the Jewish Saturday. This had taken place, had the Thurs- 
day voters not formed the minority. Another asserted, that 
Sunday was a working day, and that Saturday was the per- 
petual Sabbath.* Some deemed the very name of Sunday 
profaned the Christian mouth, as allusive to the Saxon 
idolatry of that day being dedicated to the Sun ; and hence 
they sanctified it with the " Lord's-day." Others were 
strenuous advocates for closely copying the austerity of the 
Jewish Sabbath, in all the rigour of the Levitical law ; for- 
bidding meat to be dressed, houses swept, fires kindled, &c., — 
the day of rest was to be a day of mortification. But this 
spread an alarm, that " the old rotten ceremonial law of the 
Jews, which had been buried in the grave of Jesus," was 
about to be revived. And so prone is man to the reaction of 
opinion, that, from observing the Sabbath with a Judaic 
austerity, some were for rejecting " LordVdays " altogether; 
asserting, they needed not any ; because, in their elevated 
holiness, all days to them were Lord's-days.f A popular 

♦ CoUier^B " Eeclesiastical History," vol. it p. 758. 
t Fuller's '* Cbarcb History,** book zi. p. 149. One of the mort enriooi 
books of this class is Heylin's ** History of the Sabbath,*' a work abouidiqg 
with uncommon researches ; it was written in favoor of Olarlei's dedm^ 
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preacher at the Temple, who was disposed to keep alive a 
cheerful spirit among the people, yet desirous that the sacred 
day should not pass like any other, moderated hetween the 
parties. He declared it was to he observed with strictness 
only by " persons of quahty."* 

One of the chief causes' of the civil war is traced to the 
revival of this "Book of Sports." Thus it happened that 
from the circumstance of our good-tempered monarch dis- 
covering the populace in Lancashire discontented, being 
debarred from their rustic sports — and, exhorting them, out 
of his bonhomie and " fatherly love, which he owed to them 
all " (as he saidV to recover their cheerful habits — he was 
innocently involvmg the country in divinity, and in civil war. 
James I. would have started with horror at the " Book of 
Sports," could he have presciently contemplated [the arch- 
bishop, and the sovereign who persisted to revive it, dragged 
to the block. What invisible threads suspend together the 
most remote events I 

The parliament's armies usually chose Sundays for their 
battles, that the profanation of the day might be expiated by 
a Beld-sacrifice, and that the Sabbath- breakers should receive 
a signal punishment. The opinions of the nature of the 
Sabbath were, even in the succeeding reign, so opposite and 
novel, that plays were performed before Charles on Sundays. 

tion for reviving lawful sports on Sundays. Warton, in the/r«^ edition of 
Milton's "Juvenile Poems," observed in a note on the Lady's speech, in 
Comus, verse 177, that ** it is owing to the Puritans ever since Cromwell's 
time that Sunday has been made in England a day of gravity and severity : 
and many a staunch observer of the rites of the Church of England little 
saspects that he is conforming to the Calvinism of an English Sunday" 
It is probable this gave unjust ofifence to grave heads unfurnished with 
their own national history, for in the second edition Warton cancelled the 
note. Truth is thus violated. The Puritans, disgusted with the levities 
and excesses of the age of James and Charles, as is usual on these points, 
vehemently threw themselves into an opposite dii'ection ; but they perhaps 
advanced too far in converting the Sabbath-day into a sullen and gloomy 
reserve of pharisaical austerity. Adam Saiith, and Paley, in his " Moral 
and Political Philosophy," vol. ii. p. 73, have taken more enlightened 
views on this subject. 

* "Let servants," he says, ** whose hands are ever working, whilst 
their eyes are waking ; let such who all the foregoing week had their 
cheeks moistened with sweat, and their hands hardened with labour, let 
snch have some recreations on the Lord's-day indulged to them ; whilst 
penons of quality^ who may be said to keep Sabbath all the week long — 
I mean, who rest from hard labour — are concerned in conscience to observe 
the Lord's-day with the greater abstinence from recrtations." 
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James I., who knew nothing of sach opinions^ has 
juBtlj aspersed by those who live in mare settled tones, wImd 
such matters have been more wisely estabtiiriied than ever 
they were diseossed.* 



MOTIVES OF THB KINGPS AYBBglON TO WAIL 

The king's aversion to war has been attributed to his pusil- 
lanimity — as if personal was the same thing as political cou- 
rage, and as if a king placed himself in a field of battle by a 
proclamation for war. The idle tale that James trembled at 
the mere view of a naked sword, which is produced as an 
instance of the effects of sympathy over the infant in the 
womb from his mother's terror at the assassination of 
Rizzio, is probably not true, yet it serves the purpose of in- 
considerate writers to indicate his excessive pusillanimity; 
but there is another idle tale of an opposite nature which is 
certainly true: — In passing from Berwick into his new 
kingdom, the king, with his own hand, ''shot out of a 
cannon so fayre and with so great judgment" as convinced 
the cannoniers of the king's skill ** in great 'artillery," as 
Stowe records. It is probable, after all, that James I. was 
not deficient in personal courage, although this is not of 
consequence in hiis literary and political character. Several 
instances are recorded of his intrepidity. But the absurd 
charge of his pusillanimity and his pedantry has been car- 
ried 80 far, as to suppose that it affected his character as a 
sovereign. The warm and hasiy Burnet says at onee of 

* It is remarkable of James I. that he never pressed for tke perfoniaMe 
of any of his proclamationB ; and his facile dii^Kwition made him mete tole- 
rant than appears in our history. At this yery time, the oondact of a lord 
mayor of London has been preserved by Wilson, as a proof of the dty magis- 
trate's piety, and, it may be added, of his wisdom. It is here addaoed as 
an evidence of the king's nsoal condnot :^~ 

The king's carriages, removing to Theobalds on the Sabbath, oqcasiene 
a great clatter and noise in the time of divine serviee. The lord-mayor 
commanded them to be stopped, and the officers of ike carriages, retomiqg 
to the king, made violent complaints. The king, in a rage, swore he 
thought there had been no more kings in England than himself; and sent 
a warrant to the lord-mayor to let them pass, which he obeyed, observing'— 
'* While it was in my power, I did my duty ; bat that being taken away 
by a higher power, it is my duty to obey." The good sense of the^ Icrd* 
mayor so highly gratified James, that the king complimented him, sad 
thaoiked him for it. Of snch gentleness was the arbitrary power of Ji 
composed I 
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James I. : — " He vm denpised b; nil abroad tti a 
oat tne jndgmHit, courage, or steadiiieu." Tlii 
bowevar, bad " the true judgment and Bteadiitei 
his faTOQiite puipose, which was the preaervatk 
tmoed peace. IT Jamee I. was aometimei 
for^n powos, it was because an inaular king, v 
eonsnine the blood and treasure of his people (an 
neither to spare), may be little regarded on the 
the Uachiavela of foreign cabinets will look wi 
on the domeBtic blessings a British soveroii/n * 
among his subjects ; his presence with the ioreij 
felt in his armies ; and they seek to allure him t< 
battles, and to involve him in their interests. 

Junes looked with a cold eye on the military 
he said, "No tnan guns by war but he thi 
wherewith to live in peaoe." But thoro was i 
motive, which made the king a lover of peace, a 
once thus conGdeutiaJly opened : — 

" A king of England had no reaaon but to sei 
decline a war ; for though the sword was indeed 
the purse was in the people's. One could not 
the other. Suppose a supply were levied to be{ 
what certainty could be have that he should no 
cient to make an bottoumble end P If he called 
and did not obt'tun, be must retreat ingloriouily 
beg an alms, with such conditions as would brei 
of majesty, through capitulations that lome tni 
make, who detire to improve the reputation of I 
bjf retrenching the dignity of the crown in popu 
tiont, and thus he must buy the soldier'! pay, 
danger of a mutiny."* 



Tbttb James I., perpetually accuned of eiercisi 
power, confesses a humiliating dependence on thi 
and, on the whole, at a time when prerogative s 
were alike indefinite and obscure, the king receive 
bard and rigorous usage. A king of peace da 

). 8ft T 



432 Character of James the First, 

diligence, if not the gratitude, of the people ; and the sove- 
reign who was zealous to correct the abuses of his govern- 
ment, was not distinguished by the Commons from him wHo 
insolently would perpetuate them. 

When the Commons were not in good humour with Eliza- 
beth, or James, they contrived three methods of inactivity, 
running the time to waste — nihil agendo, or aliud agendOy or 
male agendo ; doing nothing, doing something else, or doin^ 
evilly.* In one of these irksome moments, waiting for sub- 
sidies, Elizabeth anxiously inquired of the Speaker, " What 
had passed in the Lower House ?" He replied, '* If it please 
your Majesty — seven weeks." On one of those occasions, 
when the queen broke into a passion when they urged her to 
a settlement of the succession, one of the deputies of tbe 
Commons informed her Majesty, that " the Commons would 
never speak about a subsidy, or any other matter whatever % 
and that hitherto nothing but the most trivial discussions bad 
passed in parliament : which was, therefore, a great assembly 
rendered entirely useless, — and aU were desirous of returning 

home.'*t 

But the more easy and open nature of James I. endured 
greater hardships : with the habit of studious men, the king 
had an utter carelessness of money and a generosity of 
temper, which Hacket, in his Life of the Lord-Keeper Wil- 
liams, has described. '' The king was wont to give like a 
king, and for the most part to keep one act of liberalitv warm 
with the covering of another." He seemed to have had no 
distinct notions of total amounts ; he was once so shocked afe 
the sight of the money he had granted away, lying in heaps 
on a table, that he instantly reduced it to half the sum. It 
appears that Parliament never granted even the ordinary 
supplies they had given to his predecessors ; his chief revenue 
was drawn from the customs ; yet his debts, of which I find 
an account in the Parliamentary History, after a reign of 
twenty-one years, did not amount to 200,000/.;2; This mo- 
narch could not have been so wasteful of his revenues as it is 
presumed. James I. was always generous, and left scarcely 
any debts. He must have lived amidst many self-depriva* 
tions ; nor was this difficult to practise for this king, for he 

* I find tbis description in a MS. letter of the times, 
f From a MS. letter of the French ambassador. La Mothe Fenelon, to 
Charles IX., then at tbe court of London, in my possession. 
X "Parliamentary History/* voL r. p. 147. 



Acknowledges his Dependence on the Commons. 

WM a philosopher, indifferent to the common and imagi 
grants of the vulgar of royalty. Whenever he threw '. 
self into the arms of his Psirliament, they left him withe 
feeling of hia diatresa. In one of his speeches he says — 

" In the last Parliament I liud open the true though 
my heart ; but I may say, with our Saviour, ' I have t 
to you, and you have not danced ; I have mourned, and 
Iiave not lamented.' I have reigned eighteen years, in w 
time you have had peace, and I have received far less su 
than hath been given to any iing since the Conquest." 

Thus James, denied the relief he claimed, was forcec 
wretched expedients, selling patents for monopolies, era 
benevolencea, or free gifts, and such expedients ; the m 
polies had heen usual in Elizabeth's reign ; yet all our 
torians agree, that his subjects were never grievously 
pressed by such occasional levies ; this was even the co 
sioD of the contemporaries of this monarch. They 
every day becoming wealthier by those acta of peace 
despised the monarch for maintaining. " The kingdom, ! 
his reign began, was lusoriant in gold and silver, far a 
the scant of our fathers who lived before us," are the w 
of a contemporary.* All flourished about the king, ei 
the king himself. James I. discovered how light and he 
was his boasted " prerogative-royal," which, by its powi 
dissolving the Parliament, eould only keep silent those 
had abready refused their aid. 

A wit of the day described the Parliaments of Jame 
this ludicrous distich : 



But this was rarely the fact. Sometimes they addn 
James I. by what the king called a " stinging petition ;' 
when the ministers, passing over in silence the motion oi 
Commons, pressed for supplies, the heads of a party rej 
that to grant them were to put an end to Parliament. 
the^ practised expedients and contrivances, which compt 
as little with the dignity of an English senate, as with 
majesty of the sovereign. 

At a late hour, when not a third part of the housi 
roained, and those who required a fuller house, amid darl 
and confusion, were neither seen nor heard, they made h 
* Backet's "Life of Lord-Eeep«r WilliomB." 
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^iHwIfn^ .^ps^pii. A ai**<!^i^ ul a difiierBnt jenn^ifixiiiii^ once 
'*Mti*^*^.fi M 3't^. lvl*» HI iws»»*9 Tffigm. !!htt nBimipofies 
v^»»/» •'.r*Mt ;iti/wlw^*»^. Ti»? kaur «iifl ibf Tcnnm ^fid leei- 
of^»Afi+ »&«ttf»> MJ 1W l^yw^f^ mid tW ;}iTinat «Q^ wfcna lie 

m/vt;w*v Tiif MA^t '-VftVr ♦«t»« *' 3l w a ^Ser ipwti^ to be 
i«H]>t ririWid«r ; 6<ww ffli^ H ♦K«T^, hvd 1 lidBfii^ l&aa not.'* It 
f>«v/>nr T«ia* ; l<>r <^«<^# *,U*i^ |?q»'k#.tT*-mtl Into ny aracSt tkfr cries 
fd '■* Wimtf i^i\Miulu»i t^^fft^/' «» Jaxxtei: ^emrmttei tiie pnte 
«wi *«i«t' Maaj>ur« 4*^^«Mt^«^^ at^?^^ SnifiDm igamka in bis 
marf^nv ^t^tuit Um? k^^s^ f?tMU<itrfftf^ to <wV^ ifee Commoos. 
Hiui Ah ksjffif^n iff Uf*» fv/jr»l team, bf bad «£D bei^teDed the 
f>ui aMttv Har'i (ftiA ^ h\ns0\ Bh^Qld ef^er t^orlean attest 
*:)iij wmrsseih of iffft^H fpt>]m^, \h*yr most be tbix>wn out of 
tu« oa*!^ ^ bomatiUjr . f^ff Pranci* Obome, tbat cynical le- 
pvAi5ii«;ittr, d«?clar«^, tbflil " Ibpre are as few abcnniDable princes 
3^ UMiTAhle kintf* j |i<»r.j|t|«*^ |inno^s most ooort tiie public 
iavcni/ before th«*r aHjiin awpirme power, and tben cbange 
their i^ature V* Huch is the pgt}ti«m of republkanism ! 



PCAJft)AL0tT8 CHEOKICLBS. 

The chanurtrf of ^amp<) t. ba« always been taken firom certain 
scandalous chmniclps, whose origin requires detection. It is 
this mud which has darkened and disturbed tbe dear stream 
gl' history. The reigns of Elisabeth and James teemed with 

t Fh)iialiS.Qrtbe 
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libels in churcb and state from opposite parties : the idleness 
of the pacific court of James I. hatched a viperous brood of a 
less hardy, but perhaps of a more maUgnant nature, than the 
Martin Mar-prelates of the preceding reign. Those boldly at 
once wrote treason, and, in some respects, honestly dared the 
rope which could only silence Penry and his party ; but these 
only reached to scandalum magnatum, and the puny wretches 
could only have crept into a pillory. In the times o^ the 
Commonwealth, when all things were agreeable which vilified 
our kings, these secret histories were dragged from their lurk- 
ing holes. The writers are meagre Suetoniusee and Proco- 
piuses; a set of self-elected spies in the court; gossipers, 
loung^g in the same circle; eaves-droppers; pryers into 
comers; buzzers of reports; and punctual scribes of what 
the French (so skilful in the profession) technically term les 
on dit; that is, things that might never have happened, 
although they are recorded : registered for posterity in many 
a scandalous chronicle, they have been mistaken for histories ; 
and include so many truths and falsehoods, that it becomes 
unsafe for the historian either to credit or to disbelieve them.* 

* Most of these works were meanly printed, and were usually found in 
a state of filth and rags, and would have perished in their own merited 
n^lect, had they not been recently splendidly reprinted by Sir Walter 
Scott. Thus the garbage has been cleanly laid on a fashionable epergne, 
and found quite to the taste of certain lovers of authentic history ! Sir 
Anthony Weldon, clerk of the king's kitchen, in his "Court of King 
James" has been reproached for gaining much of his scandalous chronicle 
from the purlieus of the court. For this work and some similar ones, 
especially '* The None-Such Charles," in which it would appear that he 
had procured materials from the State Paper Office, and for other zealous 
serriees to the Parliament, they voted him a grant of 500^ *' The Five 
Tears of King James,** which passes under the name of Sir Fulk Greville, 
the dignified iriend of the romantic Sir Philip Sidney, and is frequently 
referr^ to by grare writers, is certainly a Presbyterian*s third day's hash 
—for there are parts copied from Arthur Wilson's ** History of James I.,** 
who was himself the pensioner of a disappointed courtier ; yet this writer 
never attacks the personal character of the king, though charged with 
having scraped up many tales malieiously fiUse. Osborne is a misanthro- 
pical politician, who cuts with the most corroding pen that e?er rottened a 
man's name. James was very negligent in dress ; graceful appearances did 
not come into his studies. Weldon tells us how the king was trussed on 
horseback, and fixed there like a pedlar's pack or a lump of inanimate 
matter ; the truth is, the king had always an infirmity in his legs. Fur- 
ther, we are told that this ridiculous monarch allowed his hat to remain 
just as it chanced to be placed on his head. Osborne once saw this unlucky 
king '* in a green hunting-dress, with a feather in his cap, and a horn, in- 
steMl of a sword, by his side \ how suitable to his age, calling, or person, 
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Such was the race generated in this court of peace and 
indolence ! And Hacket, in his " Life of the Lord-Keeper 
"Williams," without disguising the fact, tells us that the Lord- 
Keeper " spared not for cost to purchase the most certain 
intelligence, bj his fee'd pensioners, of every hmr's occur- 
rences at court ; and was wont to say that no man could be 
a statesman without a great deal of money." 

"We catch many glimpses of these times in another branch 
of the same family. "When news-books, as the first news- 
papers were called, did not yet exist to appease the hungering' 
curiosity of the coimtry, a voluminous correspondence was 
carried on between residents in the metropolis and their 
country friends: these letters chiefly remain in their MS. 
state.* Great men then employed a scribe who had a talent 
this way, and sometimes a confidential friend, to convey to 
them the secret history of the times ; and, on the whole, they 
are composed by a better sort of writers ; for, as they had no 

V other design than to inform their friends of the true state of 

passing events, they were eager to correct, by subsequent 
accounts the lies of the day they sometimes sent down. 
They have preserved some fugitive events useful in historical 

L researches, but their pens are garrulous ; and it requires some 

experience to discover the character of the writers, to be 
enabled to adopt their opinions and their statements. Little 
things were, however, great matters to these diumalists; 
much time was spent in learning of those at court, who had 
quarrelled, or were on the point ; who were seen to have bit 

I leave others to judge from his pictures :" and this he bitterly ealla 
'Heaving him dressed for posterity !*' This is the style which passes for 
history with some readers. Hume observes that ** hunting," which was 
Jameses sole recreation, necessary for his health, as a sedentary scholai^ 
'* is the cheapest a king can indulge ;" and, indeed, the empty cofSin of this 
monarch afforded no other. 

These pseudo-histories are alluded to by Arthur Wilson as ** monstrous 
satires against the king^s own person, that haunted both court and coon- 
try," when, in the wantonness of the times, '* every little miscarriage, ex- 
uberantly branched, so that evil report did often perch on them." Fuller 
has designated these suspicious scribes as '* a generati<m of the people who, 
like mothd, have lurked under the carpets of the council-table, and evHL 
like Jleatf have leaped into pillows of ike prince's bed-chamber ; and, to 
enhance the reputation of their knowledge, iJience derived that of all thingB 
which were, or were not, ever done or thought of." — Church ffutorp^ 
book X. p. 87. 

* Mr. Lodge*s " Illustrations of British History'! is ftn eminent and ele- 
gant work of the mmutia hUtoricce ; as are the more recent Tolnmes of Sir 
H^nry Bllis'i valuable collections. 
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their lips, and looked downcast ; who was budding, and whose 
full-blown flower was drooping : then we have the sudden 
reconcilement and the anticipated fallings out, with a deal of 
the pourquoi of the pourqtwi.* 

Such was this race of gossipers in the environs of a court, 
where, steeped in a supine lethargy of peace, corrupting or 
corrupted, every man stood for himself through a reckless 
scene of expedients and of compromises. 



A PICTURE OF THE AGE FROM A MS. OF THE TIME. 

A liONO reign of peace, which had produced wealth in that 
age, engendered the extremes of luxury and want. Money 
traders practised the art of decoying the gallant youths of the 
day into their nets, and transforming, in a certain time, the 
estates of the country gentlemen into skins- of parchment, 

' The wax contmuing hard, the acres melting. 

Massinger. 



* Some specimens of this sort of correspondence of the idleness of the 
times may amnse. The learned Mede, to his friend Sir Martin Stuteyille, 
chronicles a fracas : — " I am told of a great falling out between my Lord 
Treasurer and my Lord Bigby, insomnch that they came to pedlar's bloody 
and traitor's Uood, It was about some money which my Lord Digby 
should have had, which my Lord Treasurer thought too much for the chai'ge 
of his employment, and said himself could go in as good a fashion for half 
the sum. But my Lord Digby replies that he could not peddle so well as 
his lordship." 

A lively genius sports with a fanciful pen in conveying the same kind of 
intelligence, and so nice in the shades of curiosity, that he can describe a 
quarrel before it takes place. 

** You know the primwm mobile of our court (Buckingham), by whose 
motion all the other spheres must move, or else stand still : the bright sun 
of our firmament, at whose splendour or glooming all our marygolds of the 
court open or shut. There are in higher spheres as great as he, but none 
so glorious. But the king is in progress, and we are far from court. Now 
to hear certainties. It is told me that my Lord of Pembroke and my Lord 
of Rochester are so far out, as it is almost come to a quarrel ; I know not 
how true this is, but Sir Thomas Overbury and my Lord of Pembroke have 
been long jarring, and therefoi*e the other is likely." 

Among the numerous .MS. letters of this kind, I have often observed the 
writer uneasy at the scandal he has seasoned his letter with, and concluding 
earnestly that his letter, after perusal, should be thrown to the flames. A 
wish which appears to have been rarely complied with ; and this may serve 
as a hint to some to restrain their tattling pens, if they regard their own 
peace ; for, on most occasions of this nature, the letters are rather preserved 
with peculiar care. 
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Projectors and monopolists who had obtained pat^fits for 
licensing all the inns and alehouses — for being the sole Ten- 
ders of manufactured articles, such as gold lace, tobaoco-pipeSy 
starch, soap, &c., were grinding and cheating the people to an 
extent which was not at first understood, sdthough the prac- 
tice had existed in the former reign. The gentry, whose 
family pride would vie with these notM>eaux riehea^ exhausted 
themselves in rival profusion ; all crowded to '^ upstart Los- 
don," deserting their country mansions, which were now 1^ 
to the care of ^' a poor alms- woman, or a bed-rid beadsman." 

In that day, this abandonment of the ancient country hos- 
pitality for the metropolis, and this breaking-up of old fitnuiy 
establ^hments, crowded London wii^ new and distinct races 
of idlers, or, as they would now be called, unproductiye mem- 
bers of society. Frt>m a contemporary manuscript, one of 
those spirited remonstrances addressed to the king, whidi it 
was probably thought not prudent to publish, I shall draw 
some extracts, as a forcible picture of the manners of the age.* 
Masters of ancient families, to maintain a mere exterior of 
magnificence in dress and equipage in the metropolis, w^re 
resdly at the same time hiding themselves in penury : they 
thrust themselves into lodgings, and " five or six knights, or 
justices of peace," with all their retinue, became the inmates 
of a shopkeeper ; yet these gentlemen had once '' kept the 
n^ty dumneys of two or &ree houses smoking, vcA had 
been the feeders of twenty or forty serving-men : a single 
page, with a guarded coat, served their turn now. 

'' £very one strives to be a Diogenes in his house and an 
emperor m the streets ; not caring if they sleep in a tub^ so 
they may be hurried in a coach ; giving- that allowance to 
horses and mares that formerly maintained houses full of men ; 
pinching many a belly to paint a few backs, and burying all 
the treasures of the kingdom into a few citizens' coffers. 

" There are now," the writer adds, " twenty thousand mas- 
terless men turned off, who know not this night where to 
lodge, where to eat to-morrow, and ready to undertake any 
desperate course," 

Yet there was still a more turbulent and dangerous race of 
idlers, in 

^ The IfS. ia entitled <* BalaamV Ais, or a Traa BtscoToie tovdiiagtike 
Monnvrs and Feared fidsoontents of the Timeei, directed to King James.' V 
Lansdowne Collection, 209. The writer, throughout, speiiEB of thfi^kas 
with the highest respect. 
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"A number of younger brothers, of ancient houses, who, 
nursed up in fuhiess, pampered in their minority, and lefb in 
charge to their elder brothers, who were to be fathers to them, 
followed them in despair to London, where these untimely-born 
youths are lefb so bare, that their whole life's allowance was 
consumed in one year." 

The same manuscript exhibits a full and spirited picture of 
manners in this long period of peace. 

" The gentry are like owls, all feathers and no flesh ; all 
show, and no substance ; all fashion, and no feeding ; and fit 
for no service but masks and May-games. The citizens have 
dealt with them as it is said the Indians are dealt with ; they 
have given them counterfeit brooches and bugle-bracelets 
for gold and silver;* pins and peacock feathers for lands 
and tenements ; gilded coaches and outlandish hobby-horses 
for goodly castles and ancient mansions; their woods are 
turned into wardrobes, their leases into laces ; and their goods 
and chattels into guarded coats and gaudy toys. Should your 
Majesty fly to them for relief, you would fare like those birds 
that peck at painted fruits ; all outside." The writer then 
describes the aflected penurious habits of the grave citizens, 
who were then preying on the coimtry gentlemen : — " When 
those big swoln leeches, that have thus sucked them, wear 
rags, eat roots, speak like jugglers that have reeds in their 
mouths ; look like spittle-men, especially when your Miyesty 

* Sir Qiles MompeBSon and. Sir James Mitchell had the monopolies of 
gold laee, whioh they sold in a counterfeit state ; and not only cheated the 
pec^le, but, by a mixture of copper, the ornaments made of it are said to 
have rotted the flesh. As soon as the grievance was shown to James, he 
expressed his abhorrence of the practice, and even declared that no person 
connected with the villanons fraud should escape punishment. The brother 
of his favourite, Buckingham, was known to be one, and with Sir Giles 
Overreach (as Massinger conceals the name of Mompesson), was compelled 
to fly the country. The style of Ja^ies, in his speech, is indeed different 
from kings* speeches in parliament : he speaks as indignantly as any indi> 
vidaal who was personally aggrieved : ** Three patents at this time have 
been complained of, and thought great grievances ; my purpose is to strike 
them all dead, and, that time may not be lost, I will have it done presently. 
Had these things been complained of to me, before the parliament, I could 
have done the office of a just king, and have punished them ; perad venture 
more than now ye intend to do. No private person whatsoever, were he 
ever so dear unto me, shall be respected by me by many degrees as the 
public good ; and I hope, my lords, that ye will do me that right to publish 
to my people this my heart purposes. Proceed judicially ; spare none, 
where ^e find just cause to. punish : but remember that laws have not their 
eyes in their necks, but in their foreheads." — Bush worth, vol. i. p. 26. 
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hath occasion to use them ; th^ fat lies in their hearts, their 
substance is boried in thdr bowels, and he that will have it 
niost first take thdr lires. Thdr studj is to get, and their 
chiefiest care to conceal; and most from yourself^ gracioas 
sir ; not a commodit j comes from their hand, bat you pay a 
noble in the pound for hooking^ which they call forbearing.* 
They think it lost time if they double not their principal in 
two years. They have attraotiYe powd^^ to draw these flies 
into their daws ; they will entice men ¥rith honey into their 
hiyes, and with wax entangle them ;t they pack the cards, 
and their confederates,^ the lords, deal, by which means no 
other men have ever good game. They have in a fow years 
laid up riches for many, and yet can nev^ be content to say 
— Soul, take thy rest, or hand receive no more ; do no fnore 
wrong : but still they labour to join house to house, and 
land to land. What want they of being kings, but the name P 
Look into the shires and counties, where, with their purchased 
lordships and manors, one of their private letters has equal 
power with your Majesty's privy seal.^ It is better to be 

* The credit which these knavish traders gave their enstomera, who 
could not convenioitly pay their money down, was carried to an exorbitant 
charge ; since, even in Elizabeth's reign, it was one of the popular 
grievances brought into Parliament — it is there called, ** A bill against 
J)ottble Payments of Book Debts." One of the country members, who 
made a speech consisting entirely of proverbs, said, ** Pay the redLoning 
overnight, and yon shall not be troubled in the morning.'* 

t lu the life of a famous usurer of that day, who died worth 400,0002., 
an amazing sum at that period, we find numberless expedients and contri> 
vances of the money trader, practised on improvident landholders and care- 
less heirs, to entangle them in his nets. He generally contrived to make 
the wood pay for the land, which he called <* making the feathers pay for 
the goose." He never pressed hard for his loans, but fondly compared his 
bonds ''.to infants, which battle best by sleeping;" to battle, is to be 
nourished — ^a term still retained in the battle-book of the university. I 
have elsewhere preserved the character and habits of the money-dealer in 
the age of James I.— See '* Curiosities of Literature," 11th Edit p. 228. 
^ It is observed, in the same life, that his mortgages, and statutes, and hi^ 
judgments were so numerous, that his papers would have made a good miq) of 
England. A view of the chamber of this usurer is preserved by Massinger, 
who can only be understood by the modem reader in Mr. GKfford's edition : — 

Here lay 

A manor, bound fast in a skin of parchment ; 

Here a sure deed of gift for a market-town. 

If not redeemed this day, which is not in 

The unthrift's purse ; there being scarce one shire 

In Wales or England, where my monies are not 

Lent out at usury, the certain hook 

To draw in more. Massinoir's dtp Madam. 
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one of their hinds, than your Majesty's gentleman usher ; 
one of their grooms, than your guards. What care they, if 
it be called tribute or no, so long as it comes in termly : or 
whether their chamber be called Exchequer, or the dens of 
cheaters, so that the money be left there." 

This crushing usury seemed to them a real calamity ; for 
although in the present extraordinary age of calculations and 
artificial wealth, we can suffer " a dunghill-breed of men," 
like Mompesson and his contemptible partner of this reign, 
to aecumidate in a rapid period more than a ducal fortune, 
without any apparent injury to the public welfare, the result 
was different then; the legitimate and enlarged principles 
of commerce were not practised by our citizens in the first 
era of their prosperity ; their absorbing avarice rapidly took 
in all the exhausting prodigality of the gentry, who were 
pnshed back on the people to prey in their turn on them ; 
those yrho found their own acres disappearing, became en- 
closers of commons; this is one of the grievances which 
Massinger notices, while the writer of the " Five Years of 
King James" tells us that these discontents between the 
gentry and the commonalty grew out into a petty rebellion ; 
and it appears by Peyton that " divers of the people were 
hanged up." 

ANECDOTES OF THE MANNEBS OF THE AGE. 

The minute picture of the domestic manners of this age ex- 
hibits the results of those extremes of prodigality and avarice 
which struck observers in that contracted circle which then 
constituted society. The king's prodigal dispensations of 
honours and titles seem at first to have been political ; for 
James was a foreigner, and designed to create a nobility, as 
likewise an inferior order, who might feel a personal attach- 
ment for the new monarch ; but the facility by which titles 
were acquired, was one cause which occasioned so many to 
crowd to the metropolis to enjoy their airy honour by a 
substantial ruin; knighthood had become so common, that 
some of the most infamous and criminal characters of this 
age we find in that rank.* The young females, driven to 

* A statesman may read with advantage Sir Edward Walker on *'The 
inconveniences that have attended the frequent promotions to TiUes, since 
King James came to tiie crown," Sir Edward appears not to disapprove 
of ^ese promotions daring the first ten years of his reign, bnt '*when 
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the expression of our dearest bedfellow to designate the 
queen ; and there was no indelicacy attached to this singular 
expression. Much of that silly and ohscene correspondence 
of James with Buckingham, while it adds one more morti- 
fying instance of '' the follies of the wise," must he attributed 
to this cause.* Are not most of the dramatic works of that 
day frequently unreadable from this circumstance ? As an 
historian, it would be my duty to show how incredibly gross 
were the domestic language and the domestic familiarities of 
kings, queens, lords, and ladies, which were much Uke the 
lowest of our populace. We may felicitate ourselves on 
having escaped the grossness,. without, however, extending 
too far these self-congratulations. 

The men were dissolved in all the indolence of life and ita 
wantonness ; they prided themselves in traducing their own 
innoc^ice rather than suffer a lady's name to pass un- 
blemished.f The marriage-tie lost its sacredness amid these 
disorders of social life. The luxurious idlers of that day were 
polluted with infamous vices ; and Drayton, in the '' Moon- 
calf,*' has elaborately drawn full-length pictures of the lady 
and the gentleman of that day, which seem scarcely to have 
required the darkening tints of satire to be hideous — in one 
line the Muse describes " the most prodigious birth" — 

He's too much woman and She*8 too much man. 

The trades of foppery, in Spanish fashions, suddenly sprung 
up in this reign, and exhibited new names and new things. 

* Our wonder and sormises have been often raised at the strange sub- 
scriptions of Buckingham to the king, — ''Tour dog," and James as in- 
genuously calling him '* dog Steenie." But this was not peculiar to 
Buckingham ; James also called the graye Cecil his *' little beagle." The 
Earl of Worcester, writing to Cecil, who had succeeded in his search after 
one By water, the earl says, ** If the hinges beagle can hunt by land as well 
as he hath done by water, we will leave capping of Jowler^ and cap the 
beagle" The queen, writing to Buckingham to intercede with the king for 
Bawleigh's life, addresses Buckingham by ** My kind Dog." James ap- 
pears to have been always playing on some whimsical appellative by 
which he characterised his ministers and favourites, analogous to the notions 
of a huntsman. Many of our writers, among them Sir Walter Scott, have 
strangely misconceived these playful appellatives, unconscious of the origin 
of this iJMniliar humour. The age was used to the coarseness. We did not 
then excel all Europe^ as Addison set the model, in the delicacy of humour ; 
indeed, even so late as Congreve*s time, they were discussing its essential 
distinction from wit. 

i* The expression of one of these gallants, as preserved by Wilson, can- 
not be decently given, but is more expressive, p. 147. 
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ne c ew i t y by the faghiopable ostentaiaon of thdr poenti, 
were brought to the metropoliB as to a market ; "" where,** 
sayg a eoDtemporary, ^ they obtained penitioDs, at so m et iine a 
marriages^ by their beauty." When Gondomar, the Spanish 
ambacrador, passed to his house, the bidies were at their bal- 
conies on the watch, to make themselves known to him; and 
it appears that every one of those ladies had 9M, their fsronrs 
at a dear rate. Among these are some, ^ who pretoiding to 
be wU$^ as they called them," says Arthur Wilson,* ** or 
had handsome nieces or daughters, drew a great resort to 
their houses." And it i^>pears that Gondomar, to prevent 
these conversaaones from too freely touching on Spani^ 
politics, sweetened thdr silence by his presentslf The same 
grossness of manners was among the higher females of the 
age ; when we see that grave statesman. Sir Dudley Carleton, 
narratbg the adventures of a bridal night, and all "the 
petty sorceries," the romping of the " great ladies, who were 
mac(e shorter by the skirts," we discover their coarse tastes ; 
but when we find the king going to the bed of the hade in 
his nightgown, to &;ive a reveille-matin, and remaining a good 
time m or upon the bed, " Choose which you will believe ;" 
this bride was not more decent than the ladies who publidy, 
on their balconies, were soliciting the personal notice of 
Oondomar. 

This coarseness of manners, which still prevailed in the 
nation, as it had in the court of Henry YIII. and ElizabeUi, 
could not but influence the familiar style of their humovr 
and conversation. James I., in the Edict on Duds, emploja 

lUlaiioe to a (sToarite, riches tliongh gotten in a shop, peraoss of prifals 
eitotei^ and of (iuniliet whoee fevers would haTe thongfat 
bigblj honoured to hare been bat knigh^ in Qneen Elizabeth's 
adTuioed, then the frnite began to appear. The greater aobffity 
vndenralned ; the ancient bu-onage taw inferior fiuniliee take pfc 
orer them : noUUty loet ita reapeet^ and a parity in oonTeraataaa w. ^m- 
trodnoed vhich in KngUah dispoaitiona begot contempt ; the king could aal 
employ them all ; nome grew oirioaa, aomefiEtctioas, aome iwgraipfal, kov- 
ever obliged, bj being once denied."— P. 802. 

* One maj ootUactore, bj this ezpreaaion, that the term of *' witaf* -mm 
than introdnead, in thaaenae we now nae it. 

t WUaoB haa preaenred a characteriatie trait of one of the lad^ wikL 
Whao Oondomar one daj, in Drmj-lane, waa passing Ladj Jaeob'a h«B% 
•bai axpoainc heraalf for a aalutation from him, he bowed, bat in igtnra.aha 
mf opened her month, gajnng on him. Thia waa again xepestad the fit 
l^^^S day, whan he sent a gmtleman to complain of her indxil^ flia 
'^^^^ that ha had purchaaed aome fayoura oif the ladiea at a 
Md aha bad a month to be atopped aa well aa others. 
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the expression of our dearest bedfellow to designate the 
queen ; and there was no indelicacy attached to this singular 
expression. Much of that silly and ohsoene correspondence 
of James with Buckingham, while it adds one more morti- 
fying instance of " the follies of the wise/' must he attributed 
to this cause.* Are not most of the dramatic works of that 
day frequently unreadable from this circumstance ? As an 
historian, it would be my duty to show how incredibly gross 
were the domestic language and the domestic familiarities of 
kings, queens, lords, and ladies, which were much Uke the 
lowest of our populace. We may felicitate ourselves on 
having escaped the grossness,. without, however, extending 
too far these self-congratulations. 

The men were dissolved in all the indolence of life and its 
wantonness ; they prided themselves in traducing their own 
innocence rather than suffer a lady's name to pass un- 
blemished.t The marriage-tie lost its sacredness amid these 
disorders of social life. The luxurious idlers of that day were 
polluted with infamous vices ; and Drayton, in the " Moon- 
calf," has elaborately drawn full-length pictures of the lady 
and the gentleman of that day, which seem scarcely to have 
required the darkling tints of satire to be hideous — in one 
line the Muse describes " the most prodigious birth" — 

He's too much woman and She's too much man. 

The trades of foppery, in Spanish fashions, suddenly sprung 
up in this reign, and exhibited new names and new things. 

* Our wonder and surmises have been often raised at the strange sub- 
scriptions of Buckingham to the king, — ''Tour dog," and James as in- 
genuously calling him '* dog Steenie." But this was not peculiar to 
Buckingham ; James also called the grave Cecil his ''little beagle." The 
Earl of Worcester, writing to Cecil, who had succeeded in his search after 
one Bywater, the earl says, " If the hmg*8 beagle can hunt by land as well 
as he hath done by watery we will leave capping of Jowler, and cap the 
becigle" The queen, writing to Buckingham to intercede Mdthihe king for 
Bawleigh's life, addresses Buckingham by "My kind Dog." James ap- 
pears to have been always playing on some whimsical appellative by 
which he characterised his ministers and favourites, analogous to the notions 
of a huntsman. Many of our writers, among them Sir Walter Scott, have 
strangely misconceived these playful appellatives, unconscious of the origin 
of this familiar humour. The age was used to the coarseness. We did not 
then excel all Europe, as Addison set the model, in the delicacy of humour ; 
indeed, even so late as Congreve*s time, they were discussing its essential 
distinction from wit. 

f The expression of one of these gallants, as preserved by Wilson, can- 
not be decently given, but is more expressive, p. 147. 
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The continued peace, which produced this rage for dreas, 
equipage, and magnificence, appeared in all forma of riot and 
excess; corruption hred corruption. The induatry of the 
nation was not the commerce of the many, hut the arts of 
money-traders, confined to the auckers of the state ; and the 
unemployed and dissipated, who were every day increasing 
the population in the capital, were a daring petulant race. 
described by a contemporary as " persons of g 
who, having run tfaemselves into debt, were ci 
run into faction ; and defend themselves from 
the law."* These appear to have enlisted und 
of privilege among the nobility ; and the metrop 
shaken hy parties, calhng themselves Bearing 
does, Boysters, and Bonaventuree.f Such v 
the turbulent children of peace, whose fiery 
they have found their proper vent, had beei 
fortune, as they were younger brothers, distref 
their own relatives ; and wards ruined br the 
dians ;^ all these were clamorous for hold pi 
Spaniards ; a visionary island, and a secret mint 
disturb the dreams of these unemployed youth: 
it was no uncommon practice to take a purse 
Such felt that— 

And bt of peace, oar yonng men ne'er were bi 
To martial ducipllne, and onr ships anrigg'd 
Bot in the hubonr. 

The idleness which rusts qiuet minds efierv 
spirits pent up together ; and the loiterers in 
of a coiut, surfeiting with peace, were quick at 
is remarkable, that in the pacific reign of Jamei 
so much blood shed in brawls, nor duels so 
harharous. Hume observed this circumstance, i 
it to " the turn that the romantic chivalry,- : 
nation nas formerly so renowned, had lately 
inference probably drawn from the eitraordinary 
Sir Edward Sackville, afterwards Lord Dorset, 

* " Five Tears of £ing Jaukes." HarL Mil 
t A. Wilson's " Hist, of Jomee I." p. 2S, 

X That aaciant oppreasive inititation of the Court of Vs 
■nd Hswinger, the Erettt painter of onr domeaUe menne 
hu made it the subject of one of his interesting dramas. 
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Bruce.* These two gallant youths had lived as brothers, 
yet could resolve not to part without destroying each other ; 
the narrative so wonderfully composed by Sackville, still 
makes us shudder at each blow recdived and given. Books 
were published to instruct them by a system of quarrelling, 
''to teach young gentlemen when they are beforehand and 
when behindhand;'* thus they incensed and incited those 
youths of hope and promise, whom Lord Bacon, in his charge 
on duelling, calls, in the language of the poet, Aurora Jlliiy 
the sons of the morning, — who often were drowned in their 
own blood ! But, on a nearer inspection, when we discover 
the personal malignity of these hasty quarrels, the coarseness 
of their manners, and the choice of weapons and places in 
their mode of butchering each other, we must confess that 
they rarely partake of the spirit of chivalry. One gentleman 
biting the ear of a Templar, or switching a poltroon lord ; 
another sending a challenge to fight in a saw-][Ht ; or to strip 
to their shirts, to mangle each other, were sanguinary duels, 
which could only have fermented in the disorders of the 
times, amid that wanton pampered indolence which made 
them so petulant and pugnacious. Against this evil his 
Majesty published a voluminous edict, which exhibits many- 
proofs that it was the labour of his own hand, for the same 
dignity, the same eloquBice, the same felicity of illustration, 
embellish the state-papers ;t and to remedy it, James, who 

* It maj be fonndi n the popnlar pages of the "Ghiarduui ;** ^ere first 
printed from a MS. in ibe library of the Harleys. 

f ''A publication of his Majestie^s edict and seuere censure against 
private combats and combatants, &c*' 1618. It is a rolome of about 150 
pages. As a specimen of the royal style, I transcribe two passages : — 

« The pride of hnmonrs, Uie libertie of times, the oonninenoie of magis* 
trates, together with a kind of presoription of impunity, hath bred oaer all 
tlus kingdoms, not only an opinion among the weakest, but a oonslaat 
beleefe among many that desire to be reputed among the wisest, of a cer- 
tain freedome left to all men vpon earth by nature, as their birth-right to 
defend their reputations with thdr swords, and to take leuenge of any 
wrong either offered or apprehended, in that measure which their owne 
inward passion or affection doth suggest, without any further proofs ; so as 
the challenge be sent in a civil manner, though without leave demanded of 
the sovereign^" &c. 

The king employs a bold and poetical metaphor to describe duelling — ^to 
turn this ^wk into a singing-bird, clip its wings, and cage it ** By com- 
paring forraine mlsdiiefes with home-bred accidents, it will not be hard to 
judge into what region Uiis bolde bird of audacbus presumption, in dealing 
blowes 80 eonfiden^y, will mount, if it bee once let flie, from the breast 
wheran it lurkes. And ^erefore it behoveth juitioe both to keep her still 
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rarely cooBeDted to shed blood, condemned an irascible lord to 
suffer tbe ignominy of the gallows. 

But, while extortion and moDopoly prevailed among tho 
monied men, and a hollow magniRcence among the gentry, 
bribery had tainted even the lords. All were hurrying on in 
a dtream of venality, disEipation, and want ; and the nation, 
amid tbe prosperity of the kingdom in a long reigu of peace, 
was nouriahing in its hreast the secret seeds of discontent and 
turbulence. 

From the daya of Elizabeth to those of the Charleses, 
Cabinet transmitted to Cabinet the caution to preserve the 
kingdom from the evils of an overgrown metropolis. A poli- 
tical hypochondriacism ; they imagined the head was becom- 
ing too lai^ for the body, drawing to itself all the moisture 
of life from the middle and the eitremitiea. A statute against 
the erection of new buildings was passed by Elizabeth ; and 
from James to his successors proclamations were continually 
issued to forbid any growth of the city. This singular pro- 
hibitiqp may have originated in their dread of infection from 
the plague, hut it certainly became the policy of a weak and 
timid government, who dreaded, in the enlargement of the 
metropolis, the consequent concourse of those they designated 
as "maBterless men," — sedition was as contagious as the 
plague among the mai 
listened to nor read ; hou 
were in demand,— and ( 
daughters, hastened to gi 
a marriage, or a monopol 
driven to the desperate " 
new houses within ten m 
to direct the Attomey-G< 
in town who had country 
fines. The rural gentry \ 
and by their housekeepini 
relieve the meaner peop] 
the UnglUh nation." T 
lawyers, looking throogl 
■hort- sighted to reach to 

n her own close cage, with iiar 
EA bent I bat withall, th»t fot 
wee elippe her wings, that thej 
of the proverb, /( U tai/our loit l 
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which were passing around. The wisest laws are but foolish 
when Time, though not the lawyers, has annulled them. The 
popular sympathy was, however, with the Attorney-General, 
for it was imagined that the country was utterly ruined and 
depopulated by the town. 

And so in the view it appeared, and so all the satirists 
chorused ! for in the country the ancient hospitality was not 
kept up ; the crowd of retainers had vanished, the rusty 
chimneys of the mansion-house hardly smoked through a 
Christmas week, while in London all was exorbitantly pros- 
perous ; masses of treasure were melted down into every 
object of magnificence. *' And is not this wealth drawn from 
our acres ?" was the outcry of the rural censor. Yet it was 
clear that the country in no way was impoverished, for the 
land rose in price ; and if manors sometimes changed their 
lords, they suffered no depreciation. A sudden wealth was 
diffused in the nation ; the arts of commerce were first ad- 
vancing ; the first great ship launched for an Indian voyage, 
was then named the " Trade's Increase." The town, with its 
multiplied demands, opened a perpetual market for the coun- 
try. The money-traders were breeding their hoards as the 
graziers their flocks ; and while the goldsmiths' shops blazed 
in Cheap, the agriculturists beheld double harvests cover the 
soil. The innumerable books on agriculture published during 
these twenty years of peace is an evidence of the improvement 
of the country — sustained by the growing capitals of the men 
in trade. In this progress of domestic conveniency to metro- 
politan luxiu*y, there was a transition of manners ; new objects 
and new interests, and new modes of Hfe, yet in their incipient 
state. 

The evils of these luxuriant times were of quick growth ; 
and, as fast as they sprung, the Father of his people encoun- 
tered them by his proclamations, which, during long intervals 
of parliamentary recess, were to be enforced as laws : but they 
passed away as morning dreams over a happy, but a thought- 
less and wanton people. 
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JAMES THE FIRST DISCOVERS THE DISORDERS AND 

DISCONTENTS OF A PEACE OF MORE THAN 

TWENTY YEARS. 

The king was himself amazed at the disorders and discontents 
he at length discovered ; and, in one of his later speeches, has 
expressed a mournful disappointment : 

" And now, I confess, that when I looked before upon the 
face of the government, I thought^ as every man would have 
done, that the people were never so happy as in my time ; but 
even, as at divers times I have looked upon many of my cop- 
pices, riding about them, and they appeared, on the outside, 
very thick and well-grown unto me, but, when I turned into 
the midst of them, I found them all bitten within, and full of 
plains and bare spots ; like the apple or pear, fair and smooth 
without, but when you cleave it asunder, you find it rotten at 
heart. Even so this kingdom, the external government being 
as good as ever it was, and I am sure as Learned judges as 
ever it had, and I hope as honest administering justice within 
it ; and for peace, both at home and abroad, more settled, and 
longer lasting, than ever any before ; together with as great 
plenty as ever : so as it may be thought, every man might 
sit in safety under his own vine and fig-tree," &c. &c.* 

But while we see this king of peace surrounded by national 
grievances, and that " this fair coppice was very thick and 
well-grown,'* yet loud in murmurs, to what cause are we to 
attribute them ? Shall we exclaim with Catharine Macaulay 
against "the despotism of James,** and "the intoxication of 
his power ?** — a monarch who did not even enforce the pro- 
clamations or edicts his wisdom dictated ;t and, as Hume has 
observed, while vaunting his prerogative, had not a single 
regiment of guards to maintain it. Must we agree with 
Hume, and reproach the king with his indolence and love of 
amusement — " particularly of hunting ?** J 

* Rnsh worth, vol. i. p. 29 ; sub anno 1621. 

f James I. said, ** I will never oflfer to bring a new custom upon my 
people without the people's consent ; like a good physician, tell them what 
is amiss, if they will not concur to amend it, yet I have discharged my 
part." Among the difficulties of this king was that of being a foreigner, 
and amidst the contending factions of that day the ** British Solomon" 
seems to have been unjustly reproached for his Scottish partialities. 

X La Boderie, the French Ambassador, complains of the king's frequent 
absences ; but James did not wish too close an intercourse with one who 
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THE KING'S PRIVATE LIFE IN HIS OCCASIONAL 

RETIREMENTS. 

The king's occasional retirements to Royston and Newmarket 
have even been surmised to have borne some analogy to the 
horrid Caprsea of Tiberius ; but a witness has accidentally- 
detailed the king's uniform life in these occasional seclusions. 
James I. withdrew at times from public life, but not from 
public affairs ; and hunting, to which he then gave alternate 
days, was the cheap amusement and requisite exercise of his 
sedentary habits : but the chase only occupied a few hours. 
A part of the day was spent by the king in his private 
studies ; another at his dinners, where he had a reader, and 
was perpetually sending to Cambridge for books of reference : 
state affairs were transacted at night ; for it was observed, at 
the time, that his secretaries sat up later at night, in those 
occasional retirements, than when they were at London.* I 
have noticed, that the state papers were composed by hioa- 
self; that he wrote letters on important occasions without 
consulting any one ; and that he derived little aid from his 
secretaries. James was probably never indolent; but the 
uniform life apd sedentary habits of literary men usually 
incur this reproach from those real idlers who bustle in a life 
of nothingness. While no one loved more the still-life of 
peace than this studious monarch, whose habits formed an 
agreeable combination of the contemplative and the active 
life, study and business — no king more zealously tried to keep 
down the growing abuses of his government, by personally 
concerning himseli in the protection of the subject.f 

was making a French party abont Prince Henry, and whose sole object was 
to provoke a Spanish war : the king foiled the French intriguer ; but has 
incurred his contempt for being ** timid and irresolute.'* James's oautions 
neutrality was no merU in the Frenchman's eye. 

La Boderie resided at ourcourt from 1606 to 1611, and his ^'Ambaasades," 
in 5 Tols., are interesting in English history. The most satirical accounts of 
the dom^ic life of James, especially in his unguarded hours of boisterous 
merriment, are found in the correspondence of the French ambassadors. 
They studied to flavour their dish, made of spy and gossip, to the taste of 
their master. Henry IV. never forgave James for Ids adherence to SpaiJa 
and peace, instead of France and warlike designs. 

* Hacket's Sorinia Beserata, Part I. p. 27. 

t As evidences of this zeal for reform, I throw into this note some 
extracts from the MS. letters of contemporaries. — Of the king's inter- 
ference between the judges of two ooui'ts about i^ohibiUons, Sir Dudl^ 
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DISCREPANCIES OP OPINION AMONG THE DBCRIERS OF 

JAMES THE FIRST. 

liET us detect, among the modern decriers of, the character 
of James I., those contradictory opmions, which start out in 
the same page ; for the conviction of truth flashed on the 
eyes of those who systematically vilified him, and must often 
have pained them; while it embarrassedand confused those, who, 
being of no party, yet had adopted the popular notions. Even 
Hume is atv ariance with himself; for he censures James for his 
indolence, " which prevented him making any progress in the 
practice of foreign politics, and diminished that regard which 
all the neighbouring nations had paid to England during the 
reign of his predecessor," p. 29. Yet this philosopher 
observes afterwards, on the military character of Prince 
Henry, at p. 63, that " had he lived, he had probably pro- 
moted the glory y perhaps not the felicity, of his people. The 
unhappy prepossession of men in favour of ambition, &c., 
engages them into such pursuits as destroy their own peace, 
and that of the rest of mankind J* This is true philosophy, 
however pohticians may comment, and however the military 
may command the state. Had Hume, with all the sweetness 
of his temper, been a philosopher on the throne, himself had 
probably incurred the censure he passed on James I. Another 
importsjit contradiction in Hume deserves detection. The 

Carleton gives this account : — " The king played the best part in collecting 
arguments on both sides, and concluded that he saw much endeavour to 
draw water to their several mills ; and advised them to take moderate 
courses, whereby the good of the subject might be more respected than 
their particular jurisdictions. The king sat also at the Admiralty, to look 
himself into certain disorders of government there ; he told the lawyers 
'he would leave hunting of hares, and hunt them in their quirks and sub- 
tilitiee, with which the subject had been too long abused.'" — MS. Letter 
of Sir Dudley Carleton. 

In ** Winwood's Memorials of State** there is a letter from Lord North- 
ampton, who was present at one of these strict examinations of the king ; 
and his language is warm with admiration : the letter being a private one, 
can hardly be suspected of court flattery. ** His Majesty hath in person, 
with the greatest dexterity of wit and strength of argument that mine ears 
ever heard, compounded between the parties of the civil and ecclesiastical 
courts, who begin to comply, by the king's sweet temper, on points that 
were held to be incompatible." — ^Winwood's Mem. iii. p. 64. 

In his progresses through the coiintry, if any complained of having re- 
ceived injury from any of the courtj the king punished, or had satisfaction 
made to the wronged, immediately. 

ee2 
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king, it seems, '' boasted of bis management of Ireland as 
liis masterpiece.** According to tbe accounts of Sir John 
Davies, wbose political works are still read, and wbom Hume 
quotes, James I. '^ in tbe space of nine years made greater 
advances towards tbe reformation of tbat kingdom tban bad 
been eflPected in more tban four centuries ;" on this Hume 
adds tbat tbe king's '' vanity in tbis particular was not with- 
out foundation.** Thus in describing tbat wisest act of a 
sovereign, tbe art of humanising bis ruder subjects by coloni- 
sation, so unfortunate is James, tbat even bis most skilful 
apologist, influenced by popular prepossessions, employs a 
degrading epitbet — and yet be, who bad indulged a sarcasm 
on tbe vanity of James, in closing bis general view of bis wise 
administration in Ireland, is carried away by bis nobler 
feelings. — " Such were tbe arts,'* exclaims tbe bistorian^ *' by 
which James introduced humanity and justice among a people 
wbo bad ever been buried in tbe most profound barbarism. 
Noble cares ! much superior to tbe vain and criminal glory of 
conquests." Let us add, that bad tbe genius of James the 
First been warlike, bad he commanded a battle to be fought 
and a victory to be celebrated, popular historians, the panders 
of ambition, bad adorned their pages with bloody trophies ; 
but the peace tbe monarch cultivated ; tbe wisdom which 
dictated tbe plan of civilisation ; and tbe persevering arts 
which put it into practice — these are the still virtues which 
give no motion to tbe spectacle of tbe historian, and are even 
forgotten in bis pages. 

What were tbe painful feeHngs of Catharine Macaulay, in 
summing up tbe character of James tbe First. Tbe king has 
even extorted from her a confession, tbat " bis conduct in 
Scotland was unexceptionable,** but *' despicable in his 
Britannic government.*' To account for tbis seeming change 
in a man wbo, from bis first to his last day, was always the 
same, required a more sober historian. She tells us also, he 
affected *' a sententious wit ;" but she adds, tbat it consisted 
"only of quaint and stale conceits.** We need not take the 
word of Mrs. Macaulay, since we have so much of this " sen- 
tentious wit ** recorded, of wbich probably she knew little. 
Forced to confess tbat James's education bad been *^ a more 
learned one than is usually bestowed on princes," we find how 
useless it is to educate princes at all ; for tbis " more learned 
education *' made tbis prince " more tban commonly deficient 
in all the points be pretended to have any knowledge of." 
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This incredible result gives no encouragement for a prince, 
having a Buchanan for his tutor. Smollett, having compiled 
the popular accusations of the "vanity, the prejudices, the 
littleness of soul,*' of this abused monarch, surprises one in 
the same page by discovering enough good qualities to make 
something more than a tolerable king. " His reign, though 
ignoble to himself, was happy to his people, who were en- 
riched by commerce, felt no severe impositions, while they 
made considerable progress in their liberties." So that, 
on the whole, the nation appears not to have had all the 
reason they have so fully exercised in deriding and vilifying a 
sovereign, who had made them prosperous at the price of 
making himself contemptible ! I shall notice another wBiter, 
of an amiable character, as an evidence of the influence of 
popular prejudice, and the effect of truth. 

When James went to Denmark to fetch his queen, he 
passed part of his time among the learned ; but such was his 
habitu^ attention in studying the duties of the sovereign, 
that he closely attended the Danish courts of justice ; and 
Daines Barrington, in his curious " Observations on the Sta- 
tutes," mentions, that the king borrowed from the Danish 
code three statutes for the punishment of criminals. But so 
provocative of sarcasm is the ill-used name of this monarch, 
that our author could not but shrewdly observe, that James 
" spent more time in those courts than in attending upon his 
destined consort." Yet this is not true : the king was jovial 
there, and was as indulgent a husband as he was a father. 
Osborne even censures James for once giving marks of his 
uxoriousness !* But while Daines Barrington degrades, by 
unmerited ridicule, the honourable employment of the " Bri- 
tish Solomon," he becomes himself perplexed at the truth 
that flashes on his eyes. He expresses the most perfect ad- 
miration of James the First, whose statutes he declares 
" deserve much to be enforced ; nor do I find any one which 
hath the least tendency to extend the prerogative, or abridge 
the liberties and rights of his subjects." He who came to 
scoff remained to pray. Thus a lawyer, in examining the 
laws of James the First, concludes by approaching nearer to 
the truth : the step was a bold one ! He says, " It is at 
present a sort of fashion to suppose that this king, because 
he was a pedant, had no real imderstanding, or merit." Had 

♦ See " Curiosities of Literature," vol. ui. p. 334. 
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Daines Barrington been asked for proofs of the pedantry of 
James the First, he had been still more perplexed ; but what 
can be more convincing than a lawyer, on a review of the 
character of James the First, being struck, as he tells us, bjr 
" his desire of being instructed in the English law, and 
holding frequent conferences for this purpose with the most 
eminent lawyers, — as Sir Edward Coke, and others !" Such 
was the monarch whose character was perpetually reproached 
for indolent habits, and for exercising arbitrary power ! Even. 
Mr. Brodie, the vehement adversary of the Stuarts, quotes 
and admires James's prescient decision on the character of 
Laud in that remarkable conversation with Buckingham and 
Prince Charles recorded by Hacket.* 

But let us leave these modems perpetuating traditional 
prejudices, and often to the fiftieth echo, still sounding with 
no voice of its own, to learn what the unprejudiced contem- 
poraries of James I. thought of the cause of the disorders of 
their age. They were alike struck by the wisdom and the 
zeal of the monarch, and the prevalent discontents of this 
long reign of peace. At first, says the continuator of Stowe, 
all ranks but those " who were settled in piracy," as he de- 
signates the cormorants of war, and curiously enuinerates 
their classes, " were right joyful of the peace ; but, in a few 
years afterwards, all the benefits were generally forgotten, 
and the happiness of the general peace of the most part con- 
temned.*' The honest annalist accounts for this unexpected 
result by the natural reflection — " Such is the world's cor- 
ruption, and man's vile ingratitude." t My philosophy 
enables me to advance but little beyond. A learned contem- 
porary, Sir Symond D'Ewes, in his manuscript diary, notices 
the death of the monarch, whom he calls " our learned and 
peaceable sovereign." — " It did not a little amaze me to see 
all men generally slight and disregard the loss of so mild and 
gentle a prince, which made me even to feel, that the ensuing 
times might yet render his loss more sensible, and his memory 
more dear unto posterity." Sir Symond censures the king 
for not engaging in the German war to support the Pals- 
grave, and maintain ^ the true church of God ;" but deeper 
politicians have applauded the king for avoiding a war, in 
which he could not essentially have served the interests of 
the rash prince who had assumed the title of King of Bohe* 

• Brodie's '* Hiatory of British Empire," vol. iL p. 244, 411. 

t Stowe's Annals, p. 845. 
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mia.* " Yet," adds Sir Svinond. " if we con«der his 
virtues and his learning, his augmenting tbe liberties of the 
English, rather than hiE oppressing them bv an; unlimited or 
illegal taxes and corrosions, his death deserved more sorrow 
and eondolement &om his subjects than it faond."t 

Another contemporary anthor, Wilson, has not ill-traced 
the generations of this continued peace — " peace begot plenty, 
plenty begot ease and wantonness, and ease and wantonness 
begot poetry, and poetry swelled out into that bulk in this 
king's time which bi^ot monstrous satyrs." Such were the las- 
civious times, which dissolving the ranks of society in a genend 
corruption, created on one part the imaginary and unlimited 
wants of prosperity ; and on the other produced the riotou« 
children of indolence, and tbe turbulent adventurers of want. 
The rank Imuriauce of this reign was a steaming hot-bed of 
peace, which proved to be the seed-plot of that revolution 
which was reserved for the unfortunate son. 

In tbe subsequent reign a poet seems to have taken a retro- 
spective view of the age of peace of James I. contemplating 
on its results in his own disastrous times — 



—States thkt atter know 



A change bat in their jrowtfa, whkb a 

Hath bnHight odM perfectian, an like steel. 

Which being aeelected will oonsame itself 

Vith its own roBt ; so dotfa Securitj 

Eat (hroiigh the hearts of states, while thejr an ileeping 

And lulled into &lse quiet. 

N abb's HoHiMai and Scipi*. 



SUMMARY OP HIS CHARACTER. 

Thub the continued peace of James I. had calamities of its 
own ! Are we to attribute them to the kinjf ? It has Ij 
usual with us, in the solemn expiations of our hiiitory, to < 
vert the sovereign into the scape-goat for the people; 
historian, like the priest of the Hebrews, laying his handi 
Aiazel,^ tbe curses of the multitude are heaped on that 

* See Sir Edward Walker's "Hist. Diaooursea," p. 331 ; aail Bar 
ton's " Observ. on the Slatulea," who sajs, " For thia he deaeri* 
highest piuse and commeDdatian from a nation of islanders.' 
+ Harl. MSS. 646. 

X The He1««w name, which Calmct translates Boue Emiaairf, an 
'Scape Ooai, or rather &tape Ooat. 



r of James the Pint. 

AC zhns the historian cooTenieUlT sobs all 

' o: Juoee I. ir a moral pheoODiaiMi. a sngo- 
iet nature. We see that we eaanot Owt to 
liters who have paased their <«)■■:« npixi 
a may be those very censures; fiv wben we 
uto their representations, as stmlT we find, 

an exception, that an invective uevo- doses 
aexpected mitigating drcumstsDee, or upaii- 
At the moment of inflicting the eaasore, 
I in opposition to what b assoted pasMs in 
to approximate to Truth, thej albr a &- 
contradiction. James must >1wmy be con- 
'stem, while hia apology is only allowed the 
nthesis. 

ppened that our luckless crowned philosoplKr 
mmon mark at which so many qmveiE nave 
[lould be quite obvious when so many caoses 
against him. The shifting positions into 
kst, and the ambiguity of his cfaaraeto', will 
igma of his life. Contrarieties cease to be 
hen operated on by external cauaea. 
ro persons in one, frequently opposed to each 

an antithesis in human nature — or even a 
possess ample evidence of bis shrewdness and 
; we find the lofty regal style mingled with 
lommie. Warm, hasty, and volatile, yet with 
t zeal to disentangle involved deception ; such 
^ such levity in numour; such wariness and 
I ; such mysteiT and suchop^ness — all these 
D tfarown~hlr Majesty' into some awkward 

was a man of abstract speculation in the 
I afiairs ; too witty or too aphoristic, he never 
to decide, but too careless, perhaps too infirm, 
a decision, he leaned on others. He shrunk 
l-table ; he had that distaste for the routine 
■ii studious sedentary men are too apt to in- 
^ed that his health, which he said was the 
igdom, depended on the alternate days which 
le chaw ; Boyston and Theobalds were more 
t deputation m>m the Commons, or the Court 
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It has not always been arbitrary po' 
the people into the dread circle of theii 
lions, and civil wars ; nor always oppr 
has given rise to public grievances. Sue 
of James the First. Amid the full hies 
how the people are prone to corrupt t 
philosopher on the throne, the father ol 
■without eieiting gratitude, and die with< 
unregarded, unremembered ! 
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187. 

Adrian VI., Pope, persecutes literary 
men, 18. 

Esthetic Critics, 282. 

Akenside on the nature of genius, 80. 

AijFiebi, childhood of. 32 ; loneli- 
ness of his character, 96 ; excited 
by Plutarch's works, 141. 

Angeia>, Michael, illustrates Dante, 
2 1 ; his ideas of intellectual labour, 
85 ; his reason for a solitary life, 
111 ; his picture of battle of Pisa 
destroyed by Bandinelli, 158 ; his 
eleyated character, 252 ; his letter 
to Yasari describing the death of 
his servant, 875. 

Antipathies of men of genius, 160 — 
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Anxiety of genius, 74 ; of authors 
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88. 

Abistophanes, popularised by a false 
preface, 287. 
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BaUiLEt and his catalogue, 852. 
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Bbdce the traveller disbelieved, 78. 

BuFFON gives a reason for his fkme, 
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BuBNS*8 diary of the heart, 71. 
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185. 
Cantenac and his autobiography, 

296. 
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Chables v., friendship ibr Titian, 

258 ; Bobertson's life of, 841. 
Chatei^t, Madame de, a female' 

philosopher and fHend of Voltaire, 
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study, 96. 
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CiCEBO on youthftil influence, 82. 
Clabendon, his love of retirement, 

111. 
Coaches, their first invention ,859. 
Coal, its first use as friel, 862. 
Coma Viigl, a disease produced by 

study, 147. 
Composition, its toils, 80 — 81. 
Contempobabt criticism, frequently 

unjust, 75. 
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99 — 109 ; those who converse well 

seldom write well, 104. 
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Cbachebode, Bev. C. M., his collec- 
tions of art and literature, n., 18. 
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Criticish not always just, 65 — 75. 

CuRRiE, his idea of the po^er of 
genius, 26. 

CuYiER's discoveries in natural his- 
tory, 145. 

Dante, his great abstraction of mind, 
184. 

Deaths of literary men, 248. 

Depreciation, theory of, 160. 

Diaries, their value, 122. 

Disease induced by severe study, 147. 

DoHENiCHiNO poisoned by rivals, 158. 

Domestic Novelties at first con- 
demned, 355 — 864. 

Domestic life of literary men, 173 — 
186. 

Dreams of eminent men, 127 — 128. 
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Family affection an incentive to 
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Fenelon's early enthusiasm for 
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first thoughts for great works, 129 

—133. 
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the sea, 133 ; his influence on 

American maimers, 272. 
FusELi's imaginative power, 151. 

Galileo invents the pendulum, 182. 
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Gesner recommends a study of lite- 
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Gleim and his portrait gallery, 211. 

Goldsmith contrasted with John- 
son, 294. 

GoLDONi overworks his mind. 147. 

Government of the thoughts, 117. 

Grat's excitement in composing 
verse, 141. 
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tactics, 265. 

Habitual pursuits, their power 

over the mind, 802 — 804. 
Hallucinations of genius, 148; 

realities with some minds, 150. 
Haydn, bis regulation of his time, 

92. 
Helmont's (Van) love of study, 152. 



Herbert of Cherbury, Lord, ques- 
tions the Deity as to the publication 
of his book, 148. 

HoBBES, theory to explain his terror, 
150. 

Hogarth, attacks on, n. 87. 

HoLLis, his miserable celibacy, 201. 

Honours awarded literary men, 249 
—258. 

HoRNE (Bishop), his love of literary 
labour, 135. 

Hume the historian, his irritability, 
86 ; unfitted for gay life, 99 ; gives 
his reason for literary labour, n. 
177; endeavours to correct Bo- 
bertson, 842. 

Hunter, Dr., fraternal Jealousy, 156. 

Hypochondria, its cause and effect, 
150. 

Ideality defined, 137; its power, 

138—154. 
Incompleted books, 850 — 855. 
Industry of great writers, 125. 
Influence of authors, 267 — 270; 

273—277. 
Intellectual nobility, 250. 
Imitation in literature, 305 — 807. 
Irritability of genius. 70, 86 — 88. 
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82. 

James I., a critical disquisition on the 

character of, $85^455. 
Julian, Emperor, anecdotes of, 97. 
Jealousy in art and literature, 154 — 

159 ; of honours paid to literary 

men, 251. 
Johnson, Dr., defines the literary 

character, 12 ; his moral dignity, 

192 ; his metaphysical loves, 200 ; 

anecdotes of him and Goldsmith. 

294. 
Juvenile works, their value, 67. 

Labour endured by great authors, 

75; a pleasure to some minds, 176 

—177. 
Letters in the vernacular idiom, 875 

—379. 
LiNN^us sensitive to ridicule, 75 ; 

honours awarded to, 191. 
Literary friendship, 209 — 217. 
Literature an avenue to glory, 2 4 8. 
Locke's simile of the human mind, 

26. 

Mannerists in literature, 298. 
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Youth of great men, 34 — 54. 
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